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Dr. Avery Castigan knew her students weren’t paying a bit of attention to the lecture she was giving on the flora and fauna around them as they hiked up the winding trail. Their eyes were locked solely on her ass, sheathed in form-fitting khaki shorts. She wouldn’t have had it any other way. This was not a formal lesson. With three full days left until classes started, this was orientation. And with orientation came a desire to sample Hudwell Academy’s newest batch of studs.



The students didn’t know that, so whenever she glanced back at them, they averted their gazes or tried to cover up their unsightly bulges on occasion. Each of them was nineteen and picked by an exhaustive new student committee. Since the college’s benefactors were private and rumored to be ultra-wealthy, Hudwell could afford to be selective in both its staff and its students. Each of the four men with Avery had been accepted that year for different reasons.



First and foremost was Tiago, definitely the alpha male of the group. A former high school soccer player whose parents hailed from Brazil, he wanted to break away from the overwhelming push from his family to accept a sports scholarship from the four colleges courting him. Instead, he wanted to try to make a real career for himself doing something he loved. The problem was, and why he’d applied to Hudwell, Tiago had no clue what that something really was. That made him perfect for the fledgling college, where students were encouraged to spend some time their first year engaging in a broad number of topics that could potentially lead them to a future career. He was a gorgeous young man, with shoulder-length black hair he tied back in a ponytail and smoldering dark eyes. It was his grin that set Avery off, a little mad, all teeth. His grin spoke of doing dangerous things together.



Then there was Carter. Short and ropey-muscled, Carter looked like a street tough – because that was what he’d been in his early teen years. A former delivery kid for a dope dealer out of Ingashall, one of the nation’s roughest cities, he turned on his old friends when they tried to get him to rob an old woman’s house for her jewelry. One of the cops knew him from around the block, and when he found out Carter was in a foster home, became his adopted father. Carter never looked back, though the school system took a hard pass on him. Father and son refused to be defeated though, and Carter worked his way to a GED. His presence at Hudwell came specifically as a special request from Troy Castle, Hudwell’s head of security, who heard the story, checked into the kid himself, and found him a likable, bright young man who just happened to get involved with the wrong people as a kid and turned his life around.



Third was the wisecracking Luc, with all the energy of a bunny rabbit. With his slicked-back hair and brand-new polo shirt and slacks, he seemed the least prepared for the actual woods, but he was definitely cute in a preppy sort of way, and Avery liked his cocky attitude. His story was simple, but one Avery understood immediately within fifteen minutes of hearing him talk. Luc was a bright kid, but due to fucking around on his college applications beyond the last minute, had failed to be accepted anywhere the year before. He wound up working in Hudwell, the town surrounding the Academy, and the following year, desperate to do anything but mow yards and trim hedges, he applied and was accepted.



Taking up the rear of the group was the whisper-quiet Logan. Tall and broad-shouldered, he could have been a quarterback. Certainly he had the muscles for it. They rippled with his every movement. But while Logan liked working out with his old high school friends, he’d never taken much to sports and spent most of his free time reading and gaming. His application to Hudwell had been accepted on the merit of his answer to what he hoped to accomplish there – “I want to learn everything.” It remained to be seen if he really did, but he certainly seemed to have a thirst for learning about anatomy, that was for sure. His eyes behind his thin glasses never left Avery’s ass.



None of theirs did. Avery – or Dr. Castigan to them – was a stunner and she knew it. Somewhere back in her ancestry was Navajo and Cuban blood, and it shone through with her strongly featured nose, her glossy black hair, and the curves of her body. Her sports bra, black tank top and the plaid shirt tied off at her waist strained to hold back her breasts. The khaki shorts might as well have been a second skin. She knew what they did to her plentiful bottom, so big and curvy, not to mention her taut thighs. If she had a child, Avery had a body that would have screamed MILF.



The orientation was a volunteer project by the staff, and each of the professors who did it put their own spin on the project. One semester, the head of their English department Dr. Kara Stone took her students to a big public library, where rumor had it she led a scavenger hunt for vouchers hidden throughout the books for sexual favors throughout the year. But not all the teachers and professors who did orientation involved their students in sexual acts. Rich Legley, one of their most popular professors, took his students to an amusement park. That was it. No hinky stuff, just a day of fun. Rumor had it he never got involved with his students at all, a bit strange among the promiscuous teachers of Hudwell Academy.



The hike was an all-night affair, and each of them toted a backpack full of camping equipment and gear for that evening. Logan and Tiago seemed unfazed by the extra weight they were carrying, but both Luc and Carter built up a good deal of sweat, with Luc’s mouth running non-stop about it.



“Yo, you know if I have a heart attack and all that, you don’t get my tuition, right?” he asked, swiping at his brow with the back of his arm.



“We would be heartbroken. Really,” Carter grumbled, and ignored the middle finger the other boy threw his way.



Ahead of the guys, Avery grinned to herself. “Almost there, fellas. Just another half mile or so. Once you hear the creek, we’re there.”



“Country boy, she means crick,” Luc said to Logan.



“Thanks for the translation,” the other student said drily, the most they’d heard from him the whole day. He’d been raised in Kentucky, and the accent gave Luc plenty of ammunition.



“It speaks,” Luc said wonderingly.



“It could also load up your backpack with rocks in the morning,” Carter said. “Big man probably could drop some boulders in there.”



 Ignoring the others, Tiago stepped up beside Avery and slid the band around his ponytail off, letting his hair go wild. The move lacked any sort of subtlety but she stole a look anyways. His bronzed skin, the dark glint in his eyes, the almost feral smile, Christ, but he was handsome. The others were too, but he was on a different level.



“So, what were you saying about the wobblers, Dr. Castigan?” he asked.



“Warblers, but nice try,” Avery said, giving him a small smile to tell him there was no harm done. “But when you’re in school, you guys will actually have to listen to your professors. You understand that?”



“It’s a little difficult with someone as beautiful as you.”



She snorted. “Nice line.”



“Had to try.”



A short while on, and they heard the burble of the creek. Half a dozen small campsites filled a clearing at the edge of a fresh, young forest. The year had been a wet one, and she half-feared the campsites would be washed out, but the stream that ran through the midst of the sites hadn’t risen that high. Few people knew about the area outside locals. That was what she loved about it, how secluded it was. Up here, a person could practically forget humankind existed.



“Watch the banks,” Avery warned her students. “The streams might have been cutting into the soil where you can’t see it.”



With it being a walk-in site, she knew it wasn’t likely to be heavily occupied, but Avery certainly wasn’t expecting a complete lack of campers. The only sign that anyone had been there recently were stacks of freshly cut firewood near the sites. Good. That made scrounging for dry wood less of a problem.



They set up tents at two sites, one for her, one for the boys. Her tent was larger than the tiny pup-tents she’d provided for them, and required some help. Neither Luc or Logan had ever been camping, but Carter’s adoptive father took him out to the woods every chance they could get and Tiago had some experience. Together the two men and Avery erected her tent quickly and efficiently while the other two were still trying to figure out how to stake down their pup tents. They worked together to show the boys how it was done, and got a grumble out of Luc when they immediately took it down and made him do it on his own all over again.



“It’s like, I don’t know, I’m supposed to learn or something,” he said good-naturedly.



Their most immediate needs taken care of, they split in teams to gather kindling. The forest was a small one but Avery wanted to take no chances with anyone getting lost, and sent Carter with Luc, while Tiago went with her and Logan.



“How you holding up?” Avery asked Logan.



His soulful eyes lit on her, and he surprised her with a wide, easy smile. “Not too bad, Dr. Costigan. Guess you have to have the right company.”



“Not a fan of camping normally?”



Logan shrugged. “Wasn’t. My dad took me out a dozen times, always tried to get me interested. He’s got as much patience as a cat getting its tail yanked on.”



She laughed softly. “And now?”



“You might be changin’ my mind,” Logan said. He pointed a finger up and behind her. “Cuckoo, right?”



She turned and grinned. “Got it. Yellow-billed. Good eye.” Avery turned back and patted his shoulder. “Someone really was paying attention.”



“Showoff,” Tiago said, but there was no ill will to his tone.



“Gotta be. I got her for biology this semester. Sucking up before she realizes I don’t have a clue about anything.”



Tiago clapped his back. “Same here. We’ll have to team up on her.” At Avery’s raised eyebrow, he added lazily, “Her classes, I mean.”



“Riiight,” Avery said, rolling her eyes, but now the thought of these two young men fucking her from both ends stuck in her mind. Tiago, his cock in her mouth as she looked up at him. Logan behind her, driving deep into her pussy. Or maybe he’d take her on her desk. Mm. This had potential.



They gathered up as much fallen branches, sticks, and twigs as they could carry and brought them back to the campsite. Avery stopped them several times to point out poison oak, dangerous berries, and a few mushrooms they could and couldn’t eat. Logan might have picked all of it up like a sponge, but Tiago, knowing he couldn’t remember all the information, did something surprisingly smart and dug out his cell phone to take pictures and write down in a notepad app what to look out for.



“That’s good!” Avery said encouragingly. “A large part of what we try to teach at Hudwell is knowing your own limits and how to work with the toolsets you have. If the weather gets bad and we get stuck up here, obviously you won’t have much power to rely on, but I like the way your mind is working.”



“I brought an extra notepad,” Logan told Tiago. “We could write it down there too.”



Tiago made a gun out of one hand, pointed it at Logan, and mimed shooting. “Smart.”



Carter and Luc met them back at the campsites sometime later. Both of them carried a sizable bundle of twigs and branches, and Avery frowned. Some of the branches looked awfully green. “You didn’t cut those down, did you?”



“Nah,” Carter said. He jabbed his thumb at the stream behind him. “Went upstream half a mile or so. You were right about the banks getting eaten out… uh… I mean, into.” Luc and Logan hid their smiles behind their hands as Carter backpedaled. “You know what I mean. Anyways, some trees fell. These were broken off.”



They set about making a campfire. Dr. Castigan got down on her hands and knees, well aware of how her butt was displayed to them, and showed them how to set up the kindling to best start a fire. Twice she had to tell them to focus on the pit, and Avery was beginning to regret the shorts. When she had some genuine heat going, they brought over a log and settled it into the firepit. It was getting on towards the evening, and they decided to eat early while they still had the light. Since they had to walk in and out and Avery didn’t want anything to spoil overnight, much of what she brought was dried or in cans, with the exception of a tin she’d stowed away in Logan’s backpack.



“You had the most important one of all,” she told him lightly as she opened it up on a wooden table. They peered inside – marshmallows, chocolate, and graham crackers.



“Well, now I’m glad you didn’t fall off a cliff,” Carter said.



They made a meal out of instant soup in a small pot, jerky, trail mix, and dried fruit. Avery had to pull rank once, taking a bottle of rum from the boys when Tiago produced it from his backpack like it was no big deal.



“Hudwell Academy’s loose on some things, but we’re not about to let our students go crazy. Believe it or not, you’re going to find our standards to be higher than anywhere else you could dream of getting into. You graduate,” Avery said, waggling the bottle, “you can have this back. Hell, I’ll buy you a beer, if you want. But I am still your professor and I won’t have you breaking the rules before school has even started. Understood?”



An unenthused chorus of “yeah” and “sure” broke out, and she frowned.



“I think you meant, ‘yes, Dr. Costigan.’”



“Yes, Dr. Costigan,” they said, somewhat louder.



She twisted off the top and poured it out onto the ground. Tiago looked like he might say something, but held back, frowning. To soften things, she asked, “All right. Enough of that. Let’s move into the philosophizing part of the evening. Tiago, what is it you want out of life?”



“I don’t know,” Tiago said, settling back onto his log and watching Luc as he waved around the blackened remains of a marshmallow. “My dad’s a coach and my mom teaches, so I guess that.”



“I don’t mean a career. I mean, what is it you want? Short term or long term.”



Tiago considered that, his fingers dancing on his knees, and Carter spoke up, the first time he’d said much in the better part of half an hour. “Respect. To not be hated.” He glanced around at the surprised looks on his fellow students’ faces and explained his history in the broadest strokes to them. Avery knew the nitty gritty details of it – she wouldn’t have allowed herself to be alone with four horny nineteen-year old guys in the mountains if she was worried about their moral character – but listened anyways. That was what this trip was about. Hell, it was what Hudwell was about.



When he’d finished, he shrugged uncomfortably and fingered the faint remains of a tattoo on his neck. “So yeah. I’m not stupid. I know people are gonna find out and stare. But I got one guy to look at me and see who I could be and not who I was, and ever since, that’s what I’ve wanted. That’s it. For more people to see me that way.” He glanced around. “Sorry for talking so much.”



“No, you did great,” Avery said. Her smile made him visibly sit up straighter. “How about you, Luc?”



“Cash money. Women. Power,” Luc responded immediately, grinning. The other boys laughed, and Avery smiled too.



“That’s actually not bad,” she said, and the boys quieted down, looking at her. “I mean, really, those are the foundations of ambition. We went through a long cultural phase where the word was seen as villainous, and the truth is, ambition is no better or worse than the person who has it. Greed? Sure, that’s awful. But greed and ambition are two separate things. Why do you want money?”



“To buy things?” Luc asked, confused.



“Yes, but why do you want more things?”



“Um, because I want to be… comfortable, I guess?” He glanced around. “Is that the wrong answer?”



Avery shook her head. “Not at all. There is no real wrong answer. It’s human nature. Being comfortable means we’re secure. Our needs are met. Our wants become the priority. I’m not saying necessarily more stuff will make you happy, but I’m also not going to rule it out. How you define your happiness is up to you. Not society. Not anyone else. Wanting to be comfortable, wanting a sexual partner, wanting money to help you obtain those things, that’s as fundamental to who we are as breathing. It’s not good or bad. It just… is. The question is, how much do you actually want it? How much are you willing to work for it? To put in the hustle? Because it’s easy to say ‘I want money’ and then do nothing because it’s easier to show up late and complain that the world isn’t treating you fair. I’m not going to sugarcoat it. You won’t always get what you put in, but it’s the only way you’ll ever take what you want and have it mean something.”



“Huh,” Luc said, thinking about that. Then he shrugged. “So you’re saying I can’t just take out a loan to give myself a bath in stacks of hundred-dollar bills?”



Avery laughed and moved on. “Logan?”



The big man of the group leaned forward, his biceps flexing underneath his shirt. Avery’s eyes traced every hard line of him and she had a hell of a time not licking her lips. Tiago could have been a male model, but Logan was an action movie star in the making, if he wanted to be. “Wanted to come to Hudwell to find my place in the world.”



They waited for more and he didn’t offer anything else up. Finally Avery said, “I read your file. You didn’t like sports but you liked working with the teams, right?”



Logan shrugged and removed his thin glasses to wipe them on a clean patch of his shirt. “Yeah. Liked the exercise, liked hanging with the guys. Didn’t much like coaches or the bullshit kill kill kill attitude. World could use a little less of that.”



“Agreed there,” Carter murmured and the other two guys nodded.



Logan glanced around at them, almost looking surprised they were there. His mouth turned up, not quite in a smile, but not quite in the same emotionless bland state he’d been in most the day. “Truth is, I’ve always bounced around a little bit group to group. Wouldn’t mind finding somewhere I feel like I can be myself all the time.”



“That’s good,” Avery said quietly, and the others nodded, staring at their feet or the fire. “We all need that in our lives. I think Hudwell’s going to be a good fit for all of you.”



Tiago cleared his throat. “I thought of something.” Avery nodded at him, and he leaned forward, the flickering fire reflected in the soft dark pools of his eyes. “I don’t know what it is I want specifically. But maybe that’s what my thing is. Finding my way.”



“Shit, that’s not bad,” Luc said, and the other boys grunted their approval.



They swapped stories for the better part of two hours, and Avery told them some about the classes they’d be taking. Hudwell was not a traditional college. Certain courses were similar, like the English, math, and science departments, but the academics program was more tailored towards providing students with a way forward, and taught a variety of life skills. Accounting was one of their most respected classes, teaching how to come up with budgets, what kinds of fiscal moves young people could make while they worked their way forward, and how to begin to explore the worlds of investing and retirement planning. That course had been featured in two major financial magazines. Their second-language programs and certifications were intended to help students obtain jobs as translators in big markets like China, Japan, and Germany. The day-to-day trade and life classes of Hudwell were also immensely popular, teaching everything from advanced cooking skills to auto and home repairs that once would have been staples in high schools that were now underfunded and focused on classes that could provide state and federally mandated test results.



It was an eclectic mix of classes and experience, to be sure, and on the surface, it sounded like the sort of madcap thing that could never work. If Hudwell wasn’t backed by private investors, it almost certainly would have shuttered its doors after the first couple years. But Kara Stone, the woman who recruited Avery, sold her on Hudwell as a new philosophy, a way of approaching a failing education system now based solely on the profit of administrative staff rather than preparing people for the real world. Of course, there were other aspects that had appealed to Avery’s more basic sexual urges, but she’d been recruited as an educator first, not as a sexual being.



But Avery was most certainly that. And with four scrumptious young men drooling over her, she was lost to that old itch.



* * *



When she took a walk around the campsites, the guys stayed behind at Tiago’s request. It was clear as day he was up to something, though he tried to pass it off like they were going to clean up the campsite before bed. The excuse was as thin as paper, and Avery doubled back when she was out of sight of the fire, keeping to the bank of the stream and hoping the snapping of the twigs underfoot was masked by the water.



“-was a good plan!” she overheard Luc complain.



“It was dumb as shit,” Logan said, and Carter snickered.



“Logan’s right,” Tiago said. “It was. We don’t need to trick her.”



Luc muttered, “You guys don’t, maybe. Woman as sexy as that isn’t ever going to want to get with me.”



Avery held a hand over her mouth and grinned. Naughty boys. What had they planned? She edged closer to listen in.



“If she doesn’t want to, she doesn’t want to,” Carter said. “But whatever we try, it should be Logan or Tiago that makes the move.”



“What are you talking about?” Logan asked, amused.



“She’s been eye-fucking the two of you all night.”



That was true. But it undersold Carter and Luc. She liked Carter’s subdued roughness, and Luc’s preppy looks would have made her cream her shorts in college. He’d do very well for himself at Hudwell.



“Aw, come on,” Logan said, but he sounded pleased.



“He isn’t lying,” Luc said glumly. “At least tell us how it goes.”



“She’s into you two,” Tiago said. “You don’t need to fall in a river to get her to cuddle up to you.”



“It was a good plan!” Luc said again. “Oh, Dr. Costigan, I’m so cold. Hack hack. Cough cough. Body warmth.”



“Shut up, she’ll hear you,” Carter said, but he sounded like he was holding back a laugh.



Falling in the river and needing body warmth? Oh, that sounded so cliché. Like something out of the bad erotica she loved. Still, it was a wickedly simple idea and she kinda loved it. Dr. Costigan backed away slowly from the campsite, hooded her flashlight with her free hand, and swept it over the waters nearby. Earlier she noted a small pool near a bend in the creek, free of rocks and fallen logs. She thought it was two campsites up, and wasn’t disappointed. Close enough that the boys would hear her holler. She patted herself down and took out anything of value from her pockets – her slim wallet, her keys, a pack of gum. After a moment’s thought she added her socks to the pile too. She only had one other pair so she didn’t want to get these ones wet. Everything went onto the nearby table. Finally she flicked off the flashlight, took a breath, and fell.



The stream fed from some much cooler place, and her sharp gasp when she splashed into the water was completely natural. Avery plopped mostly on her hands and knees to minimize the impact, and decided that probably wasn’t enough. Hoping no leeches decided to take up residence on her legs or arms, she took another breath and flopped forward the rest of the way.



“Oh damn!” she shouted. “Cold, cold cold cold!”



“Dr. Costigan?” Tiago shouted. “You okay?”



“Up the stream!” she tossed back. “Bring a light!”



The guys ran to her parallel to the stream. All four swept their flashlights across the bank until they found her pushing herself upright. Logan jumped into the stream without hesitation, nearly slipping on the muddy bottom. He grabbed her under the shoulder and helped her to her feet.



Carter was closest on the shore, and he said to Luc and Tiago, “Grab my belt in case the bank gives out more.” They complied quickly, and he reached out to first pull Avery up on the bank, then Logan.



“I’m so damn dumb,” she muttered. “Who warned you guys to stay away from the creek’s edge? Me.”



“Coulda happened to any of us,” Luc commiserated. He shucked out of his outer shirt and began patting her dry before catching himself. With a grimace, he held out the shirt, staring down at his feet. “Uh. Sorry.”



Avery latched onto the idea. “No, no, it’s okay. The light’s all wrong for me to do it by myself. But help me get back to the f-fire. That water’s cold!”



Three of the young men ushered her to the fire, but behind them, Tiago spotted some items on the table near the stream. With a tiny smile, he grabbed them and hurried after everyone.



Carter was already belting orders as they neared the fire. “Get her backpack. She’s going to need dry clothes and a towel if she’s got it. We’re gonna give you some privacy, Dr. Costigan, but we’ll be in earshot if you need anything.”



Avery shook her head. “I’ll w-warm me up faster if I stay near the fire.”



“She’s got a point,” Luc said cheerfully. “Maybe one of us should help her out. You know, skin to skin like they do in the movies. You’re all jacked to shit, but I’m soft and cuddly. Probably should be me.”



Logan, uncaring if anyone else watched, pulled his tee shirt over his head. For a nineteen-year-old, he was already brimming with muscles, and they rippled and coiled with his every movement. His pecs were as big as some breasts Avery had seen, and she wasn’t sure if he had a neck or if it was all just ropes of muscle. He draped the shirt across her shoulders, his hands lingering on her back.



They were drawing near the fire now, and Logan said quietly, “We all going to keep on pretending it’s a coincidence this happened right after we talked about the plan to seduce her?”



Silence was met only by the crackling fire. Avery smiled as every pair of eyes fell on her and the wet clothes clinging to her body. “For a little while longer, yeah.”



Logan’s seriousness fell to a faint smile, and he said. “Then I think we’d better get some sleeping bags over near the fire.”



“Oh, good idea. Make you more comfortable while you get warm,” Tiago said, nodding.



“You got wet too, Logan,” Luc pointed out. “Think you should probably warm up together on one side. I got dibs on the other.”



Carter punched his shoulder. “Can’t call dibs on that.”



“Just did!” Luc said, peeling off his shirt now too. Despite his crack about being soft and cuddly, he was no slouch in the athletic department himself. His tight abs led to a highway of gently curving muscles.



The young men dragged out their sleeping bags and unzipped them to form a large, mostly comfortable area they could get to the night’s real business. Avery stood near the fire, her fingers on the buttons of her plaid shirt.



“Your hands look like they’re shaking pretty bad, Dr. Costigan,” Tiago said, stepping up next to her and placing a hand low on her back. “Need some help?”



She turned to him, the flames dancing in the reflection of her eyes. “Absolutely.” Then she turned, and said, “Carter? Mind helping me with the buttons?”



“Oh, you tease,” Tiago groaned.



Chuckling, Carter kicked off his shoes and stepped onto the sleeping bags. “Logan. In my bag, there are condoms.”



“Mine too,” Luc said.



“Same,” Tiago chimed in.



Logan stared at all of them in turn, eyebrows raised. “What the hell were you guys planning on up here?” Without waiting for a response, he went to gather them up while Carter neared Avery.



His eyes dropped down to the tank top straining to hold back her breasts in their sports bra and the plaid shirt she wore over it all. Her body quivered as he reached out with tentative fingers, rubbing the fabric stretched taut between her breasts. Then slowly, carefully like his professor was something delicate he might break, Carter began undoing her buttons one by one. When her shirt opened all the way, he helped her out of it and tossed it to Luc, who was now watching from the edge of the blankets, his smile gone in an anticipatory stare matched by Tiago on the other side.



Tiago’s hands fell on her waist, still covered by her tank top. His fingers slid up and down as Avery twisted her head this way and that, reveling in the young man’s touch. She missed this, missed this wildness. Her last boyfriend had been such a stick in the mud romantic type. Avery would want him to fuck her face, jam it in her ass, fuck her, use her, and he’d want to whisper sweet things to her while he made love to her. That was fine for some women. Not her. Not Dr. Avery Costigan, science professor at the dirtiest school in the United States.



The anticipation was killing her. She wanted all four of her students’ dicks.



She glanced over her shoulder at Tiago. He seemed to understand and quit with the slow glide. Instead he reached under the hem of her tank, his fingers brushing her soft skin. Slowly he tugged up the wet cotton, revealing her tiny waist, her cute little innie belly button, then, with a sigh of pleasure from Luc, her sports bra. Logan rejoined the group, and all the guys’ eyes were on her breasts, save Tiago, who stood just inches behind her, breathing in the last remaining vestiges of her playful, breezy lotion.



“God. Damn,” Logan murmured. He’d taken off his glasses, and the change looked good on him. It softened his features and made him slightly more boyish, even if his incredible physique painted him as already diving headfirst into manhood.



“Get down to your boxers,” Avery said. “Better for the, uh, body warmth that way.”



“Yeah,” Luc said behind her, in awe. “Yeah. Definitely better.”



She meant the comment for just the two boys who’d be sitting with her by the fire, but all four of them began hastily removing their remaining clothes save for their underwear. Avery circled around, her tongue flicking out across her dry lips as she took them in. Tiago, so lean she could have seen his ribs if he didn’t have a light sheen of muscles. Carter, who bore a number of tattoos over a body that might give Logan a run someday. Luc, whose hard-on poked an impressive bulge in the front of his boxers as he drew close to her. Logan, whose legs and thighs looked superhuman. Someone’s hands were on her waist – Luc this time – and he was helping her with her shorts, sliding them down as he stared into her eyes just inches away, his chest rising and falling as his dick strained to reach her sex in its sports panties.



“Boys,” she said, “you need to understand what Hudwell Academy is. And what it isn’t. This right here, what we’re about to do, this is harmless fun. I want this, you want this. There may be other situations like this at Hudwell. We are somewhat, mm, lax about our fraternization rules.”



“No shit?” Carter asked, genuinely surprised. Logan seemed taken aback too.



“No kidding,” Avery said. “I mean that very literally. This is serious, what we’re talking about. Because you’re going to be put into some high-testosterone situations. Situations you might misread or want more than someone’s willing to give. And in that case, you need to understand one simple thing. If any of your teachers or your classmates say no or seem uncomfortable, you be the bigger men and you walk away. No hesitation. No baggage. We will teach you to be gentlemen. We will have fun with you. But in every situation, you protect who you need to protect. And Luc, no more bullshit schemes. You’re not twelve. Grow up.”



“Sorry,” Luc said, and actually sounded like he meant it.



“Are we all on the same page? Can I count on you to be the kind of men we want in Hudwell?”



They all looked at each other and nodded.



“Say it,” Avery said, letting a smile lighten the mood.



“Yes, Dr. Costigan,” they said as one, and she laughed softly.



“Okay,” she said. “Welcome to your first lesson.”



This was about to get wild.



* * *



As they’d talked about, Luc and Logan were the first to make their moves. They sat beside Avery on either side near the fire, so close their shoulders and arms touched hers. She shivered, for real this time, and Luc wriggled closer. She glanced aside at him, and he stared back with nervous, wide eyes. It was almost easy to forget she was their advisor and professor. This was still taboo, even if the administration and staff of Hudwell thought differently.



Avery eased his nervousness by leaning towards him, keeping her gaze locked on his. She brushed his cheek with a kiss, and Luc sighed softly, like all the tension was being released from him. She turned and did the same to Logan. He raised a hand to her cheek and she nuzzled against it, smiling faintly at him.



Tiago and Carter took up spots at an angle behind the other guys, watching. Everybody was still in their underwear, though Carter’s big cockhead peeped out from the flap in his boxers. Avery licked her lips at the sight of it.



“Logan,” Luc said, trailing Avery’s thigh with his hand.



“Yeah?”



“Let’s warm her up.”



Luc twisted until he was facing her on his knees, and Logan followed suit, amused. They gently guided her onto her back, then with hands under her back, they lifted her up so Avery was resting on her elbows with her back arched and butt up. Together they hooked fingers into the waistband of her sports panties and dragged them down over the tiny trimmed line of the down above her pussy, their eyes widening as her sex came into view. Avery’s folds and lips were large and sensitive, and they twitched as the boys’ fingers slid along her skin. Once her panties were at Avery’s knees, Luc and Logan stopped there, admiring her.



“Jesus, Dr. Costigan,” Carter said. “You are one sexy bitch.”



“Fucking right,” Tiago agreed.



Luc stroked one finger along the right lip of her slit and she eased back down, knees spread wide, the panties stretched between them. Logan watched his friend and got the idea, mirroring his movements. Tiago darted off and returned with a pillow for under her head. She accepted it gratefully and he returned to his former position. With her head raised, she could watch Luc and Logan tease her pussy, her students’ motions slow but sure.



Her students. Every time something like this happened, be it with one or two or more of her students, the thought always amazed Avery. It was so frowned on, such a societal no-no, and yet the flesh of her young treats always left her so satisfied. There were no strings here, no awkward romantic elements. Once these guys were done with her class, they’d move on. And for her, for the sexy Dr. Costigan, there would be a delicious set of new cocks to sample, ready and willing at the drop of a hat to fuck their busty teacher.



Yeah, the masses who frowned on this could go suck an egg. Hudwell was
 paradise
 .



Logan shifted so he was basically on his knees staring down at Avery. He was the first to break rhythm, and slid his finger all the way to the hood of her clit.



“Yesss,” Avery hissed. “Tease it.”



Logan obliged, working her nub with fast flicks. Luc leaned his face down next to hers, whispering in her ear. “You like him working your little clit like that, Dr. Costigan?”



“Uh huh,” Avery moaned.



“You’re getting wet for us, aren’t you?”



“So wet,” she agreed. He quit stroking her pussy lip and she whimpered, “Don’t stop.”



“I’m not,” Luc said, grinning lewdly at her before he brought his lips to hers. As he kissed her, two of his fingers plunged deep inside her needy cunt, and she gasped against his lips. Her hips thrashed, her butt rising to meet his thrusts.



Logan flicked her clit harder and reached up to cup one of her breasts, still in its bra. “We’re going to fuck you tonight, Dr. Costigan.”



“Fuck me,” she repeated, closing her eyes as Luc trailed kisses along her cheek, her forehead, even her eyelids. He was unmerciful in his finger fucking, driving deep into her before jerking back again and again and again. Soon his hand was slick with her juices.



“All four of these dicks will be in you,” Luc said to her, using his free hand to stroke her forehead. “Do you want that, Dr. Costigan? Four young studs fucking you senseless?”



“Uh huh,” she whimpered. “Keep doing that, keep fingering me, oh God…”



“You’re going to suck us off,” Tiago said.



“Ohhhhh…” Avery moaned.



“I want to fuck that bouncy ass,” Carter said. “My sexy whore of a teacher riding on my fat dick.”



Her back arched up to meet Luc’s thrusting fingers and Logan’s flicks of her clit. “Uh huh!” she gasped.



“God, she’s wet,” Luc said to the others.



“Before we get started, I want a taste of her,” Tiago said.



Luc grinned. “You got it, boss.”



The wet squick sounds his fingers made in Avery were lewd and so fucking hot. She squeezed her eyes shut, listening, feeling. They shot open again when Logan jerked the cup of her sports bra down, the cool air making goosebumps ripple across her body. The other guys barely got a sight of her full, ripe flesh before Logan devoured her long, thick nipple, sucking it into his mouth.



“Ohhh, fuuuck!” Avery wailed. “My tits, yes, suck my tits!”



Not wanting to be left out of the fun, Luc grabbed the other cup and brought it down too. Unlike Logan he stopped to admire one of the biggest natural breasts he’d ever seen.



“Jesus, her nipples are fucking huge,” Carter moaned.



“You are the hottest woman I’ve ever seen,” Tiago said. It was so blunt and forward Avery wanted to believe him. “Gorgeous, Professor. Drop dead fucking gorgeous.”



“Yours, yours, all yours, so close,” she whimpered.



Luc bent his head down to suck her nipple into her mouth. The hot, warm, wet tongues lashing her nipples, the sucking mouths, the fingers on and in her pussy. It was too much. Her back arched again, purely on reflex, her body trying to take more of Luc’s fingers deep inside her. The tension rose and rose inside her, the old familiar delicious vertigo settling in.



“Oh God oh God oh God.”



“Come for us,” Tiago told her. “Come for your students. Your young studs.”



“Yeee-eeesssSSS!” Avery screamed.



Her whole body clenched up tight, her pussy sucking greedily at Luc’s fingers, her nipples so hard. The orgasm shot through her like a rocket and she dropped, breathless, jerking and jerking as she came and came and came all over Luc’s fingers.



“Move your hands,” Tiago snapped at them, and he fell between Avery’s knees as the two other guys did as he asked. They shifted and moved so they could focus on Avery’s taut and tiny waist, the deep crimson of her cheeks and her breasts. Her lips were still parted as her lungs fought to recover from the blaze of her orgasm. Logan and Luc tasted everything, licked everything, sucked everything, and as they nuzzled her collar, her back arching with the pleasure of it, Tiago’s mouth sank down onto her pussy.



“Oh shit!” she screamed, unable to control it.



Her fractured, feverish mind clasped onto one thought. Tiago was too young to be this good with his tongue. If she had a boyfriend like that in high school, she’d have been a teenage mother. His tongue was sure, fast, and so very fucking long. He reached depths of her pussy no other man had ever done with their tongues. Her knees spread wide enough she heard fabric rip, only realizing with the dimmest awareness she still had her panties between her knees. Tiago fixed that without breaking stride. He gripped the fabric and jerked it apart, tossing the scrap sideways. Carter snatched the remnants of her panties out of midair in a catch that would have impressed a pro football player and held them to his face, breathing deep her scent before balling them up and tossing them towards the table.



“Lick my pussy lick my pussy Tiago lick my pussy…” she whimpered, the words a mantra until Logan shut her up with a hard kiss, his tongue sliding against her lips. She gasped into his mouth as Tiago spread her lips even wider. Everything was open to him, and he tasted all of it, her wetness, her need glistening on his lips, his chin, even his nose. Above her somewhere Carter had shucked off his underwear and was now stroking himself languidly, watching her. They locked eyes as Tiago sucked her clit, swiping three fingers up into her and making her scream into Logan’s mouth.



“-uck!”



Her body clenched and her conscious mind scattered again, lost solely to her pleasure as Logan drove his lips against hers again and again, as Luc sucked at her nipple, one of his hands under her, as Tiago waggled his tongue side to side, pumping those magic fingers in and out in a blur. Never had this happened to her twice in a row so fast, so quickly, but Avery was there, right there, and she broke from Logan’s mouth to clamp her lips against his shoulder, crying out her pleasure.



“Ahhhh, oh Gooood, T-Tia…”



She came.



Black and red swirled in Avery’s vision, and she thought she might lose consciousness from the onrush of release. It held her for a long, long time, her fingers clenching at the rough fabric of the sleeping bags underneath her, her knees and legs making tiny kicking motions. She was always wet and messy when she came, and Tiago came away coated from his nose to his chin. Logan pulled away as Tiago walked up halfway to her face on his knees, his eyes wild, and she pulled him down to kiss her, tasting herself, the sweet buttery flavor, and he was feeding her his fingers. Avery sucked them down, staring up at him before she gasped one word.



“Cocks.”



The guys stood up and regrouped. Underwear was dropped and kicked away as Avery caught her breath, sitting up on shaking arms. Tiago asked Carter, “How do you want in the game? You’re the only one who hasn’t had any fun yet.”



Carter glanced aside at Avery, at the trails of her pleasure on her thighs, and he said, “I want a taste too.”



“Lay down then, hon,” Avery said. “I’ve got an idea.”



He obliged, folding her pillow in half and stuffing it under his head while Luc helped her to her feet. She kissed him as thanks, and moaned when his hands slid across her ass and gave it a firm, hard spank.



Without fanfare, Avery dropped to her knees above Carter’s head. He grabbed her ass and pulled her down on top of his mouth, and while his tongue was neither as long or as experienced hey, a mouth on her pussy was a mouth on her pussy. Tiago, Logan, and Luc stepped up to her, hands on their dicks, jacking them slowly as they watched their sexy professor rock her hips on their classmate’s mouth. She reached out for Logan and Luc first, their cocks already half-hard and rising quickly. Tiago took the middle, staring down at her with far more heat than the flames crackling behind the men.



Avery smirked, watching him as she stroked his classmates. She knew what he wanted, the hole so readily available, but she wouldn’t oblige him, not yet. Instead she worked Luc and Logan’s cocks, turning them to iron in her hands. Their tips glistened with pre-come, and she worked the slickness down their shafts and back up again, not fast, but keeping a strong grip. These boys would have the stamina of youth if she made them come, so Avery didn’t bother holding back. Underneath her, Carter pulled her down tighter to his lips, and she began to rock harder on his face, her own lips coming tantalizingly close to the three cocks in front of her. She leaned forward on one roll, her mouth above Luc’s prick, and she spat once, twice, three times, giving herself enough slickness to keep him going. After another minute of rocking she did the same to Logan.



The bookish stud groaned, his eyes closed. “Can’t believe our professor’s giving us a handjob,” he said.



“Believe it,” Avery said, winking up at Tiago. “And pretty quick my hands are going to need a little help, don’t you think? Maybe of the oral kind?”



“Oh fuck yeah,” Luc said, his hips beginning to buck to meet her grip. “Blow us, Dr. Costigan. Blow your fucking students.”



Without warning, she dipped forward, her lips wide, and Tiago slid into her mouth deep, his cock whapping off the top of her mouth before pushing against the back of her throat.



“Jesus,” he moaned.



She laughed darkly around his cock, then tickled the underside with her tongue as she retreated. Without saying anything, she released Logan’s cock and shifted her hand to Tiago, pumping him as she devoured Logan’s cock the same way she had Tiago’s. He groaned, his hand coming down instinctively onto her head, urging her without words to take him deeper, but he wasn’t forceful. Avery took him all the way to the root, his meaty balls slapping off her chin before she drew back, choking and gasping for air. Quickly she adjusted again, her hands jerking at Tiago and Logan frantically as her mouth sank down on Luc’s prick. He fisted her hair, holding it back from her face and giving him leverage to push her down as far as she’d gone on Logan.



She pulled back, winking up at him. She repeated the cycle again, this time sucking each boy down twice, effortlessly deepthroating them like they’d never been blown before. Not even Tiago, who now watched her with wide, surprised eyes matching the bliss of his companions.



The fun almost did more for her than Carter’s tongue, but the boy underneath her demanded her attention too when he lifted her up just far enough to swipe his finger along her wetness and suck it into his mouth. The cool air tickled her sensitive slick cunt, and she shivered deliciously as she sucked Logan deep again, making an “urk, urk, urk” sound every time she took him or one of the other boys down her throat. On her third thrust on his throat, her eyes shot wide and she nearly clamped down on his cock.



She knew why Carter had wetted his finger now. It slid against her tight, puckered bud.



“Mmmmmf!” she moaned around Logan’s dick. He was holding her ponytail the way Luc had done earlier and pulled her back off him.



“What’s up? What’s the matter?”



“Fingering my ass,” she gasped.



Luc glanced around behind her and whistled. “Goddamn. That’s hot.”



“Lube in my bag,” she told Logan frantically. Carter overheard all this and teased her delicate asshole with his finger, flicking it and circling it. She thought she felt him laugh against her pussy and buried it down harder on his mouth as retribution.



Logan slid on his shoes without bothering to lace them and ran for the tent while Luc lined up his cock against her lips again. She sucked his tip greedily, then quickly swapped for Tiago, her fingers stroking their shafts while she frantically bobbed and licked and sucked the first few inches. All the while Carter kept up his rough teasing. When he sank his finger into her to the first digit, she gasped again around Luc’s cock. Carter knew he didn’t have enough lubrication to dive deeper so he satisfied himself by easing around the edge of her most sensitive hole as she bucked harder and harder on his face. With two orgasms already, she wasn’t likely to come, but she was enjoying the ride anyways, especially with the extra stimulation.



As she pulled off Luc, she gasped, “Fuck my face, boys, use my mouth, come in my fucking throat.”



Tiago grabbed her hair at the back of her skull and jammed her mouth down on his cock, hitting the back of her throat on his first lunge. Luc took her wavering hands and placed them on his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him and jerked him off to the rhythm of Tiago’s face-fucking. Tiago’s balls thwapped against Avery’s chin as her eyes welled up with tears, her body’s reflex to being used so basely. Despite the physical response, she loved this. Loved the raw physicality of it, of being treated like their fucktoy.



Logan rejoined them in a hurry, “Carter, Lube,” he said.



Carter stopped his teasing long enough to slide out from underneath her. As he propped himself up onto his knees behind her and took the bottle of lube, he whispered into Avery’s ear, “You taste so fucking sweet, Dr. Costigan.”



She shivered with pleasure around Tiago’s cock. As Carter lubed up his fingers, Logan sank down to his knees beside her and reached underneath her pussy to push two fingers deep inside her again. Along with his thumb near her hood, he made a claw gesture, rubbing her walls until he found her g-spot. A deep “mmmmf!” escaped her when he found it, and no more than two seconds later, Carter’s finger plunged into her ass.



Triple stuffed. These boys’ sexy professor was, for the first time that night, triple-stuffed.



Her pleasure came out of her in a wail, and she pulled her lips off Tiago.



“Oh f-fuuuck!”



Then she was sucking Luc frantically, taking him as deep as she had Tiago, reaching down for Logan’s thick, waiting cock, and up with the other hand for Tiago’s. Luc gasped, “Not gonna last much longer, Dr. Costigan.”



“Mm mouf!” she gasped around him. “Come mm my mouf!”



Luc grabbed the back of her head, jerking her mouth down onto him, his ass clenching with every stroke. Another minute in and he gasped, “Shit, oh shit,” and he stiffened, his cock nearing her throat one last time. His come hit her throat, slid down it, filled her mouth. Her eyes crossed with the pleasure of the dual finger-fucking in her ass and her pussy, and Luc’s come in her mouth, the salty bitterness of it. The naughtiness of doing this to a student nearly sent her over the edge again. Some of his come trickled out of her mouth when she pulled off him. It dripped down her chin, onto her breasts. She traced a finger along it and sucked it down, swallowing it, her throat working as she rocked against the fingers deep inside her.



Tiago didn’t give her much of a chance to recover and pulled her face down onto his cock again. Her wet, willing tongue lashed against his first inch as she jerked him from his root to her mouth, frantic to get him off so she could escape to her own orgasm, so very close again. Three times. Three times she came – or was nearly there – and they’d yet to actually fuck her. Goddamn, these boys were the finest she’d ever seen at Hudwell.



“I’m there,” Tiago grunted, gripping her hand and peeling her fingers off him. “I’m going to come on your tits.”



Avery popped off him and gasped, “Do it, do it, baby, paint me like a fucking whore.”



With a few jerks, a low, satisfied grunt escaped him, and he aimed his cock down at her tits. Every guy watched, fascinated, as rope after rope after rope of come striped her breasts, her tummy, her neck. The last shot she took for herself, opening her mouth wide and letting it hit the top of her tongue.



The fingers in her ass and her pussy fucked her frenetically as she pulled back, gasping and running her fingers through the come on her body. The globs on her fingers were tasty, so fucking tasty, and she sucked them down greedily as her pussy clenched at Logan, trying to draw him in. With her fingers in her mouth and her eyes closed, she whimpered, “Com-coming a-again.”



This one took her slow, her pleasure spreading from her core, her whimpering turning into a soft keen. She collapsed forward when she crested, her finger-stuffed ass high in the air as she tried to keep herself upright with her hands and elbows. The digit in her ass jerked out, and she heard something plastic rip and the squelch of more lube. Avery assumed Carter was putting more on his digit. He gripped her ass, spread her cheeks wide, and something new rested against her rosebud.



His cock.



“Oh my G-” Avery started, then Carter’s condom-covered prick popped into her ass, shutting her up completely as her eyes went huge.



“Lift her up a bit,” Logan snapped at Luc and Tiago, both of whom were still panting and recovering after their own orgasms. He grabbed a box of condoms, ripped one open with his teeth, and rolled it on in a hurry.



They obliged, and Logan slid under their professor. Avery instinctively rested her knees on either side of his hips, and she didn’t so much lower herself as fall onto his dick, With Carter still deep in her ass, she screamed reflexively as her pussy was filled with hot young cock. They were not merciful. She’d already come three times and neither man had come once. Their pleasure was their only thought, and she loved it, loved them pounding into and up at her. With every hard thrust she bounced bonelessly between them, her breasts scraping Logan’s chiseled pecs. Their cocks kept a rhythm of lust going, with wet squicks, squelches, the slap of Carter’s balls against the skin stretched between her asshole and her pussy. Her hair, damp with sweat, hung down over Logan’s face as he stared up at her, trying to hold onto the moment as long as he could. Her elbows rested on his chest and she knew it had to hurt him but they were all too far gone to care, and what was a little pain anyways with a fuck like this?



As if to emphasize the point, Carter slapped her ass, hard. “Sexy fucking professor,” he grunted. “Take it, bitch. Take our cocks.”



“Uhhhh ohhhh,” she moaned, her eyes closed, so hot, so feverish.



“You love this, don’t you?” Logan asked her.



“So full,” Avery said, trying to agree with him but unable to latch onto the right words.



“About to be a little fuller,” Luc said, stepping up.



She opened one eye, and there was Luc’s dick, halfway ready again. God bless young men. She took him into her mouth and nursed his cock, giving him gentle sucks as she was bounced up and down and back and forth.



All three of her holes filled again, this time by cock. Avery grinned around Luc, her second wind coming on. Her delicate fingers wrapped around his base and she jerked him as she licked and slurped on his tip, tasting his residue. Tiago was off to the side, watching as he drank from a sports bottle full of water. She winked at him, and he winked back, giving his cock a stroke in her general direction like a salute.



Carter, who by this point had been suffering the longest, grunted, “I’m close. Tiago, if you want to hit this, get lubed up.”



“Luc first,” Tiago said mildly. “I want her pussy when Logan’s done.”



Luc looked at him with something approaching worship. “You’re a saint, you sweet bastard you.”



Carter leaned down and grabbed Avery around the waist, surprising her. He pulled her up, cupping her breasts, and he whispered into her ear, “Thank you.”  As Logan pushed up into her faster and faster, Carter pulled back, thrust again, pulled back, and then he moaned wordlessly into her neck, his cock plunging deep into her ass one last time as he came and came into his condom.



When he slid out of there, Luc was ready, a lubed condom already rolled onto his dick. Logan wanted to come but the angle wasn’t the best for him, so they changed things up a bit. Luc dropped onto his back, propping himself up just far enough that he could act as a cushion for Avery to spread her ass over his dick. She sank down onto him, grateful to be filled again, and reached down to spread her pussy wide for Logan. His eyes gleaming, he stuffed her again, and with a cock in her ass and her cunt, Avery took charge this time, bouncing, rolling her hips, getting back into it with a vengeance.



“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she chanted, wiping her hair out of her eyes. When had her ponytail come undone? She didn’t know, didn’t care. Sweat dripped from her forehead along her face, making her skin gleam in the firelight. Carter high fived Tiago and collapsed on a corner of the sleeping bags, watching her get fucked as he guzzled from the same sports bottle as Tiago. After the other boy tossed on another chunk of wood onto the fire, Tiago walked over, his cock bobbing with every step.



Avery reached for Tiago’s cock like it was a treat, and pulled him to her so she was triple-stuffed again, airtight. Both knew this wasn’t how he wanted to come so she teased him, played with his balls, his underside. He reached down to tweak her nipples or stroke her face. Though Avery wasn’t close to coming, she loved this part of their debauchery the best, maybe, just having fun with the bodies under her, in front of her, standing beside her.



Logan neared his finish, his thrusts coming faster and faster, and she respected how long he’d held out, nearly as long as Carter. When he came and pulled out with a, “Oh, fucking hell,” Avery laughed and told them all, “You guys are going to be so popular with the other teachers.”



They laughed too, and Tiago stepped in front of her, caressing her cheek one more time before he slid on a condom, leaned down, and eased into her gaping cunt. He and Luc were surprisingly gentle with her, considering the force of their passion before. But both men seemed sated by their earlier blowjobs and handjobs, and took their time. She came again, or maybe it was aftershocks from the fourth or fifth time – she’d lost count – and Logan and Carter both walked back over after having cleaned themselves up with water and wipes, stroking their cocks right at face level.



Luc was the first to tell her he was almost there, and Tiago grinned down at the other man. “She really seemed to like getting painted. You guys about ready again?”



Carter and Logan glanced at each other. Carter nodded, and Logan lazily said, “I could come.”



“Perfect,” Tiago said, pulling out. Luc eased out of Avery’s ass, and Tiago helped Avery to her knees, the strength almost gone from her.



But Dr. Avery Costigan managed to stay upright just long enough for Luc to thwap his cock against her lips, then her breasts, and he was coming, coming, coming, his shots streaking her belly, her breasts, her thighs. Then it was Tiago, hitting mostly her face, some dripping down across the bridge of her nose, some her closed eyes, some her forehead. Logan next, groaning, only a few shots arcing across her collar and her breasts. And finally Carter, who needed a little extra help, so she gave it to him, sucking his tip, working his shaft, and when he came into her mouth, she held it on her tongue, gasping out, “Own.”



“Own?” Tiago asked her, confused and in awe of the ropes of come drying on her body.



She held up her hand, made a fist, and extended her thumb and pinky like she was talking into a phone. “Own! Ag!”



“Her phone,” Luc said. He darted for her tent, snatched it out of her bag, and brought it to her. Carter and Logan took a knee on either side of Dr. Costigan, while Luc stood behind her. Tiago took ten pictures for her at different angles, of Avery with her mouth open wide, the come still on her tongue, then closed, then open again, the come gone.



“Can we get copies of that?” Luc asked hopefully.



“Maybe when you graduate,” she said, winking at him.



* * *



In the morning, once they hiked back to the parking lot, all of them in good spirits, Dr. Costigan took a break with her students before loading up into the van. They each thanked her, and gave her a kiss on the cheek.



Luc said seriously, “I’m sorry, for what it’s worth. About thinking I needed to trick you.”



“Learn from it,” she told him, patting him on his cute butt. She’d been gripping that ass that morning, on her knees giving them all a last round of blowjobs. Her pussy and her ass were too sore to do much else, but she had the funniest suspicion the guys didn’t mind.



“I won’t let you down,” he promised her.



Avery smiled. “I have no doubt.”



He climbed in, taking the whole back row for himself. Carter was next, and he surprised her with a long hug. “Thanks,” he said. “For the sex, yeah, but also for listening.”



“I’m looking forward to getting to know the real you, Carter.”



He thumbed her cheek and kissed it again before climbing inside.



Logan didn’t have much to say, but his look of admiration and adoration told her everything. This would not be their last time together, Avery knew that. Luc was too brash for her taste and Carter was maybe a bit too physical with his raw sexuality, but Logan and Tiago? They would definitely be hers again, and soon. He kissed her, all the passion he wanted to say in the press of his lips, and she squeezed him tight before pushing him towards the van.



Then it was just Tiago. He stared at her, grinning. “So.”



“So.”



He laughed. Avery laughed. Then he climbed into the passenger’s seat in front, and before she closed the doors on all of them and walked around the other side, Avery took the four students all in again and grinned.



“Welcome to Hudwell Academy, boys.”









Old Friends



 



Contains: MFF, toy play, oral. Previous knowledge about these characters is not required, but you can find their origin story in Delectable Fancies.



 



Damn, but it felt good to have class back in session at Hudwell. Even years on after the place had reopened, Troy was still amazed by his luck at landing a great job there as head of security.



That was all thanks to Kara Stone, his one-time professor and now his lover. They called each other that because it was less defined than “boyfriend and girlfriend” or, God forbid, “husband and wife.” Lovers was what they were – they loved each other, as they did their fun times outside of the relationship. Troy didn’t want to keep Kara from enjoying the occasional student or fellow professor, and she certainly encouraged him in his efforts to bed every fuckable student, teacher, and administrator within Hudwell.



As his professor during a scorcher of a summer class, Kara saw something more than the horny student in him, and he was damn glad about it. Throughout a course that led to some truly wild and insane moments for both of them and a few classmates of his, Kara and Troy developed something of a trusting friendship. Hudwell back then had been a completely different place, a community college on the brink of collapse and about to be bought out by a private investment group. Kara and a few of her coworkers were scouted out and hired by the school’s new de facto head Samuel Morales, and she managed to bring in Troy as their head of security. Now Troy wandered the halls, making sure none of the school’s women – both the professors and the students – were harassed or worse. He had to thump a few skulls here and there every semester, but by and large, Hudwell’s students were carefully picked and decent individuals. It was a dream job.



Now, with classes having ended for the weekend, Troy was headed to Kara’s office, twirling his keys in one hand. A pair of delicious brunettes, their tits high and tight on their tall, thin frames, giggled to one another as he passed by, holding their gazes on him until he’d gone around a corner. Troy smiled to himself. His was a certain type of good looks, rough and tumble, with cool, hard eyes that wouldn’t have been out of place in an old Western. At Kara’s urging, he’d grown his hair out somewhat, keeping it short with a buzzcut around the sides. Now that his family was taken care of, Troy indulged himself in some vanity spending, particularly visits to a barber he would have scoffed at years ago and a gym. The latter left him with more muscles than he had when he first met Kara, something she delighted in.



Her office was a familiar room to him. What had once been her classroom was, after all, where he and Kara first made love. And their first time together, no matter how dirty everything leading up to it had been, was making love, and it was one of his favorite memories of the room. He grinned thinking back on it. Now Kara – or rather, the investment company backing Hudwell Academy – had remodeled the old classroom into an expansive office, complete with a bathroom. Not all the professors’ offices were quite that big, but most were sizable and certainly no one complained who had ever worked in a public school. As both the head of the small English department and one of the school’s governing board members, Kara had only wanted a small improvement to her former closet-sized office, but Samuel and the investors surprised her with the new digs.



The office was at the end of a long hallway, and the door was closed. Troy knocked and heard a muffled voice inside. He waited, wondering if she was with a student, then she finally called, “Come on in!”



Kara’s office was lined in plush carpet. Central to the room and against the far wall under a bank of windows was her massive antique desk, not the school’s property but her own find from an estate sale. They had to call on three other guys to get it onto a truck, off it again at the school, and down the hallway to the office. The damn thing barely fit through the door and a patch of skin on Troy’s palm would forever bare the mark of a nasty sharp corner. But it made Kara happy, and as a present to her, he spent a lazy weekend sanding down the rough edges and adding a new layer of lacquer to it. The desk was cool, he had to admit it. The paneling came down all the way to the floor, and the numerous cabinets and drawers held all sorts of tricky hidden nooks where Kara could hide her favorite toys. A plaque from Samuel had been mounted on the front with her name and title – Dr. Kara Stone, English Department.



She lounged behind it now, hands behind her head, her long blonde hair spilling down her back in disheveled waves. His heart, as it always did, simultaneously purred and slowed when he saw her smile. Though Troy might sleep with a hundred other women in his lifetime, that smile was home to him. She was the one he dreamed about at night, and there was no one else he liked to wake up to quite so much as her. Others came close – namely Cadence, their mutual friend and the school’s lead physical education teacher. Cadence and Samuel had dated for a year or so, then split amicably when he wanted to settle down and start a family. They were still good friends, but their relationship was now strictly hands-off, and Cadence had been a frequent guest at both Kara and Troy’s houses as of late.



But in the end, Troy was Kara’s and she his, even if they both loved to sleep around. Not for the first time – or even the dozenth – he thought about asking her if she’d be interested in moving in together. Sure, maybe that would cross some of their “not an actual relationship” lines, but damn it all, he loved Kara and he thought she loved him. It would be fun and convenient to have a place to nest up when they weren’t screwing around with someone else.



“Troy!” she bubbled, her full lips spreading in a wide, easy smile that dimpled her rosy cheeks. Her face would have been the envy of supermodels, and in fact, once upon a time, she’d done a little modeling for some extra money to pay for her education. Strictly magazine and website work, no nudes, but once she’d sucked off Troy while he watched a digital slideshow of a hundred photos from one of her shoots. That had been an extraordinary blowjob, even better than her usual insane skills. “How’s the po-po-ing today?”



“Quiet. Had to throw out someone trying to get up and over the security fence today, and a couple young women thought they could get away with smoking in Southwest Hall’s bathroom.”



“Oh,” Kara said. “Those were the sirens we – I heard.”



“Uh huh. Oh, by the way, you skipped a button on your blouse,” he said, coming in and shutting the door.



She glanced down and blushed even harder. “Oh damn. Probably been walking around like that all day.”



Troy dropped into one of her leather chairs as she unbuttoned the top of the blouse, revealing a thin wisp of a red bra. “Don’t button it back up on my account. And don’t stop whoever you’ve got under the desk.”



“Nom nom nom,” a woman’s voice said, and Kara giggled.



“I guess it was pretty obvious, huh?” she asked, pushing back from the desk.



“The blinds. You always leave them open when you’ve got the air conditioning running, except when you’ve got, uh, company. Plus, the red cheeks, the blouse, you two weren’t exactly hiding things.” He folded his fingers in front of his face. “Only question is, who is it?”



Kara slipped a hand down below the desk’s edge. “We could play Twenty Questions, but I think we could have some more fun together as a trio, don’t you?”



“I was having plenty of fun as it was.” The voice was chipper and very familiar, because Kara wasn’t the only woman in the room who’d once been Troy’s professor there on campus.



“Nadine?” he sputtered.



Spectacularly complex dreadlock braids and a gorgeous, forty-something face peeked up over the edge of the desk. More than a few times, Troy jerked off to the thought of his hot come shooting across Nadine’s rich black skin. Her tight tits, her taut ass, anywhere he could manage it. That she emerged now, her chin, mouth, and nose gleaming with Kara’s juices, floored him so much he leaned forward, his eyes wide.



“Holy shit, Nadine?” he repeated.



She was gorgeous in a simple black top and jeans so tight Troy had no earthly clue how she could get in them. He’d made a joking pass at her once before he hooked up with Kara, and the way she’d shut him down – politely but firmly – convinced Troy to not try again. If she wasn’t interested, she wasn’t interested. He had no clue she had fun with women, but he knew from a few rumors she was a favorite among the male science kids along with the insanely busty Avery Costigan.



“I think that’s me?” she asked, grinning at him.



“I didn’t know you were into women at all,” Troy admitted.



“My first time was only a year ago,” Nadine admitted. “I’ve always been curious, but I missed out on that whole college experimental phase. Anyways, I was bored, a student made a move on me, and I thought, well, why not? Live a little, right?”



Kara patted her butt. “And when Nadine came by for a chat, we were talking about Ashley Trignetti’s upcoming graduation.” At the mention of one of the school’s hottest young female students, Troy sat up a little straighter and Kara snickered. “That was about her reaction too. I asked her about the same questions you did, and… well…”



“And now I’m eating her pussy like it’s cake,” Nadine said primly. She tapped a finger against her lips. “You know, I was there. When you first told her to fuck you boys.”



He frowned. “In the classroom?”



“No, you ding-dong. Afterwards. In the teacher lounge. I remember how much it turned me on.”



Troy’s confusion spun a one-eighty into amusement – and lust. “Really?” he asked, adjusting himself again.



“Why didn’t you ever come to me for a little, hm, extra credit?” Nadine pouted. Kara rose up behind her and nuzzled her lips against the other woman’s shoulder, staring at Troy with a twinkle in her eyes.



“I never, uh, had your class. And I thought I blew things when I hit on you that first time.”



“Aw, I remember that. I think you told me I had an ass you could bounce a ball off. Two of them, I think you bragged.”



Troy winced as Kara snickered against Nadine’s neck. Slowly she tugged the hem of Nadine’s shirt upwards, revealing a body most women would have killed for in their forties. So tight and lean. “I was… pretty awful until Kara wrangled us in. Sorry. I mean that.”



Nadine gave a low, throaty chuckle. “Forgiven… if you help a woman out. Kara’s told me a dozen times you are unforgettable. I could use a little unforgettable.” She twisted and glanced over her shoulder at Kara. “From both of you.”



Kara brushed her cheek with a kiss, and murmured, “I think we can handle that.”



The shirt crested Nadine’s breasts, supported by a baby blue bra. Not that she needed much lift. Her breasts invited their attention and adoration, and Troy leaned forward on the chair, staring appreciatively. Kara wasted no time in tossing the shirt aside and going straight for the clasp at Nadine’s back. The bra dropped onto Kara’s desk, leaving Nadine’s thick nipples hard and peaked, ready for some teasing. With her lips returning to Nadine’s neck, Kara cupped those breasts, offering them up to Troy.



He rose to his feet, his movements supple and slow, taking his time reaching the two women. First came a kiss to Kara over Nadine’s shoulder, just a quick brush, but that was their tradition whenever they shared another woman. He always kissed her first to let her know she would forever be his queen first and foremost. Then his lips traveled to Nadine’s cheek, skimming her skin with the faintest of strokes before he leaned in and whispered into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you until you beg me to stop.”



She shivered pleasantly, and reached down to grasp his hardening prick through his slacks. “Promise?”



“Oh yes.”



His hardness throbbed in her hand as Troy kissed her cheek, her jaw, her chin. She closed her eyes when he approached her lips, and he murmured, “Open them. I want to see those gorgeous eyes.”



She did, smiling faintly. As Troy brought his lips to hers, behind her, Kara stepped back to begin removing her own top, her big breasts nearly spilling out of her pink satin bra when she pulled her top free. When she moved on to her skirt, Troy broke away from Nadine’s soft kisses long enough to say, “Leave the skirt on. I want to see her eating you in it like she was.”



“Naughty, naughty,” Nadine said, and gripped the collar of his shirt to pull him closer.



He kissed her again, and breathed, “I love a good show.”



Nadine giggled and turned, gesturing for Kara. The gorgeous blonde professor stepped around her desk, tossing back her hair and grinning at her man’s eyes locked on her chest. “This is going to be more comfortable on one of my chairs,” she said, gesturing at the twin pair of leather seats. Nadine nodded, but Troy wasn’t quite ready to let her go yet. He kissed her neck, her fine collar, then the tops of each of her perky breasts before sucking a nipple into his mouth and moaning with real regret around it.



“To be continued,” he told Nadine’s tits, and she snickered as she laid a hand on his chest and pushed him backwards.



Nadine had to work to slide her jeans down her ample, muscular thighs. Covering her sweet center were a pair of powder blue panties that matched her bra. It didn’t fail Troy’s notice that an enormous dollop of the fabric was a far different shade. Nadine wasn’t just wet – she was soaked. She didn’t remove the panties, not yet, and took a seat on the leather chair, scooting backwards so Kara could straddle her thighs on the roomy cushion. Their lips and tongues swirled together as Kara reached back to unhook her bra. Troy took it from her and dropped it on her desk before turning back to watch the two sexy professors meld together.



“You two are so goddamn beautiful,” Troy said, lounging against Kara’s desk.



“Mmm,” Nadine moaned into Kara’s lips. They broke apart from each other long enough that Nadine could finally glance down at Kara’s plentiful chest. Kara cupped her tits and offered the nipples to Nadine’s wet lips. The science professor sucked one long pink nipple into her mouth, her hands clenching at Kara’s ass through the fabric of her skirt.



“Suck them, that’s it,” Kara cooed at Nadine. “Wanted your lips on them for so long.”



Nadine tugged up at the back of Kara’s skirt, and her hands roamed Kara’s curvaceous ass. It was always Kara’s face and tits that got the most attention from her students, but Troy knew from experience that ass was a perfect ten too. He loved the sight of her riding reverse cowgirl, or fucking her on her hands and knees with that ass bouncing back against him. Anal was one of her favorite ways for him to finish too, so he took advantage as frequently as he could.



Nadine squeezed and caressed Kara’s ass as she sucked and licked the blonde’s nipples. They stopped now and then to exchange flurries of kisses. There was nothing delicate about the meeting of their mouths – they knew what this was and they both wanted it hot and quick. Troy began to idly strip, never taking his eyes off the two beauties. Nadine cast a quick glance his way and broke apart from Kara’s mouth.



“Show us what you’re working with, deputy.”



Troy snorted at the nickname, but obliged her anyways, tossing off his unbuttoned shirt to reveal a white tank underneath. The gym had been good to him, and where he used to have a swimmer’s natural lean athleticism, now he packed some serious muscle. When he brought the tank over his head, Nadine wolf whistled at his six-pack.



“Jesus Christ, Troy, you been eating right,” she said, licking her lips.



Troy nodded at Kara. “When you’re sleeping with her, you’d better be keeping up. Can’t be lazy around a sexy thing like that.”



As for the woman in question, she slid off the chair and knelt before Nadine. The science professor’s attention shifted back to the curvy blonde as she kissed the side of one of Nadine’s knees.



“Scoot forward, lean back, and spread your legs, sweetheart,” Kara murmured.



Nadine did just that, and with two fingers on each hand, she began to play with her own breasts as Kara’s lips brushed her skin. Troy leaned over the chair and gave Nadine a kiss as Kara approached her thighs.



“Mm,” Nadine moaned into his mouth. “A good kisser too.”



Kara glanced up. “Wait’ll you try his other skills.”



“Can’t wait.”



The English professor’s mouth neared Nadine’s soaked panties. Like she might break Nadine with over-eagerness, Kara hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly tugged them down. A triangle of fine black hair pointed the way towards her full, glistening lips, and Kara flicked her tongue out to taste Nadine as she slid the panties down.



“Mm. You’re as sweet as candy.”



“And you’re a good liar,” Nadine said, but her words came thin and high, like she was already out of breath. Her whole body quivered as she watched Kara slide the panties off her ankles and her feet.



Troy leaned over and slid a finger down Nadine’s core, collecting some of her wetness. He sucked it into his mouth, closed his eyes, and nodded. “Yeah. Kara’s right. Tasty.”



“Want to help, lend a hand,” Kara said, her breath tickling Nadine’s sensitive skin.



“Yes, ma’am,” Troy said, winking at Nadine. He leaned over and gave her another kiss as Kara reached out and waggled her tongue against the base of Nadine’s pussy. Troy’s hand reached down, and she guided it to the steeple of Nadine’s core.



“Spread her wide for me, Troy,” Kara said.



Still locking his lips with Nadine’s, he obliged without looking, spreading the gorgeous science professor’s pussy so Kara had better access. With his middle finger not doing much, he slipped it into Nadine to the first knuckle, teasing her with its entrance. Nadine gasped sharply into his mouth at the combination of Kara’s warm, wet tongue and his entrance.



Staring into Troy’s eyes, she murmured, “You two are good at this.”



“Lots of practice,” he said, grinning. With his free hand, he cupped the back of Nadine’s neck and kissed her harder. The tip of his tongue teased her lips, as though it were knocking and asking permission to enter. She met it with hers, a gentle response, completely counter to the growing fervency of Kara’s kisses and licks around Nadine’s pussy before diving straight into it.



When her tongue finally sank deep and shot up through Nadine’s center, the science professor squeezed her eyes shut and moaned, “Fuck, that’s good, Kara.”



On the next swipe down of Kara’s tongue, Troy sank his middle finger deep into Nadine. She arched her back, thrusting at his searching digit, urging it and its brothers to fuck her harder. Her hands found purchase around his neck, their lips barely breaking contact for quick small breaths as they kissed over and over and over again.



Kara usually liked better access to a woman’s clit if she was going to do this properly, but there were plenty of other erogenous zones within reach, and it wouldn’t take much to set Nadine off. Like, oh, say, Nadine’s breasts. These she groped like a teenager, not bothering too much with form as much as a simple need to fill her hands with flesh. But when she found Nadine’s big nipples so prominently hard and ready for attention, she focused and tweaked them as though she were half-assing a snap of her thumb, her pointer, and her middle fingers. It was one of Kara’s own favorite moves, and just like her, Nadine responded to it with involuntary jumps of her back and her deliciously tight butt.



The wet slick sounds of Troy’s finger pumping in and out of Nadine were damned hot and distracting, and Kara loved being right there, her nose brushing against his digits with ever upwards lick. Though handfuls of great – and satisfying – students had come and gone, Troy was still Kara’s favorite. A lover, a fighter, a man-child she’d helped mold into a spectacular human being. Troy wasn’t just a walking orgasm machine – though he readily provided Kara with plenty of those, even years on after their first hookup – but a great guy. She was idly considering asking him to move in with her. Maybe they’d never put a name to their relationship, but having him around, that wouldn’t be the worst thing, would it?



She realized her mind was drifting and refocused her efforts on Nadine. The other woman’s knees swung back and forth with every deep thrust of Troy’s finger. Kara slurped on her pussy for a few minutes more, mostly licking up and down the folds but alternating now and then with a little side-to-side waggle.



“Mmmm, ahhhh, yes, l-like that, keep doing that,” Nadine gasped.



“Which one of us?” Troy asked her.



“B-both.”



Troy glanced down at Kara. She was totally enamored of Nadine’s sex, getting into it with a fervor. Get her going, and she was always so intense like that, like it was her mission to make someone come. She caught his look and broke away from Nadine long enough to give him a wet, messy smile before diving back in. He refocused on Nadine and kissed her again as he increased the pace with his finger. She strained against him, whining into his mouth.



“Good, oh, good, um, ummm, ahhhh….”



Her eyes lost focus, and she had to be close. Troy abandoned spreading her wide for Kara and slipped two more fingers into Nadine’s quivering cunt.



“Ahhhhhh God,” she moaned, her lips sliding away from his. She stared up at him sightlessly, pleading with her eyes for him and Kara to finish her off. Kara must have sensed the same thing because her hands fell from Nadine’s breast and she flicked a finger against the other woman’s clit, rapid, hard. Nadine’s shoulders twitched, jumped, and her fingernails dug deep into Troy’s neck and back.



“Oh, fff… fff… oooh! OH!” Nadine cried, and her hips jumped, her ass flying up off the chair and slamming back down as she came. She gripped onto Troy as though she might fall off the face of the world, gasping and crying wordlessly into his neck as her orgasm rushed through her. Kara licked her all the way through it.



When she could draw a semi-normal breath without sounding like a tea kettle going off, Nadine gasped, “Swap me positions.”



“Which one-?” Troy started to ask, and Nadine gave him the devil eyes.



“You!” Nadine snapped. “Her! I don’t give a shit! My mouth needs to be sucking or licking on something.”



“I’ve got some hard candies,” Kara suggested sweetly, her eyes twinkling.



“Woman, I will stab you,” Nadine said. Kara pulled back and stood up as Troy helped Nadine to her feet. Kara, who’d been on her knees and therefore been the most uncomfortable, took the chair while Nadine dropped before her, saying nothing before her long tongue plunged down into Kara’s waiting wet pussy.



“Oh fuck!” Kara murmured. “She is… mmm.”



Troy knelt behind Nadine on all fours and took a nice long lap of her still-sensitive pussy. She waggled her butt at him and turned her head to glance over her shoulder. “Fuck me, Troy.” He got to his feet and dug out his wallet for his emergency condom. His pants dropped to the floor, followed quickly by his black briefs. Nadine watched, her smile predatory.



“Boy, you weren’t kidding about him being nice and big.”



Kara grinned down at the other woman. “And he’s not exactly quick on the draw, either. I’m a very happy lady.”



Troy didn’t respond to any of that. Instead, he knelt again behind Nadine, and stroked her ass a few times while he leaned over and kissed the back of her neck. When his cockhead lined up with her pussy, he whispered into her ear, “You were gorgeous when you came. Do it again.”



His thrust was sure and powerful, and when he sank balls deep into Nadine, her eyes widened and she buried her face in Kara’s pussy. “Oh fuck, that’s good!” she whimpered.



Nadine’s athletic butt bore the usual marks of middle age, but she kept it nice and tight, and he loved watching it bounce with every thrust. It was damn near rhythmic the way it rippled, and he was reminded for the first time in a year or two why he liked older women. Even Kara had needed time to adjust to his size the first time they made love on her old desk, but Nadine simply accepted him and almost immediately began to reciprocate his thrusts, happily pushing back against him. Once they had each other’s measure Nadine dropped her mouth to the base of Kara’s wet and ready folds, and began licking fervently, if not with any degree of accuracy thanks to the pounding she was getting.



The skirt kept getting in Nadine’s way, so Kara pulled it up with one hand. Her other made lazy eights across her belly, around her big sensitive breasts, and down almost to where Nadine was working. Troy kept glancing between Nadine’s ass and Kara’s play, and when she held his gaze, she gave him a challenging smile, willing him to fuck Nadine faster and harder without losing control himself. He knew his favorite teacher and lover well enough to receive the message, and his cock slapped out a faster, slurping beat in the science professor’s cunt.



“Love watching her eat you,” he growled at Kara. “We need to do this more often.”



“Mm, maybe we grab Cadence next time.”



“Fuck yes,” he said as Nadine moaned at the thought.



Imitating Troy’s earlier efforts, Nadine soon added three fingers to her sloppy oral skills, and Kara loved it. Under her ass were glistening remainders of Nadine’s wetness, and her ass slid up and down on the leather with tiny squeaks every so often as she humped at the other woman’s finger-fucking. But the angle wasn’t really great for her, and she proposed a different position. Troy pulled out of Nadine and rose, slowly stroking his cock while the two women headed for the desk. Kara quickly cleared off a corner of its books and lamp, and laid down across it, with her legs spread wide and her knees bent.



“Oh yeah, much better,” she moaned, spreading herself wide for Nadine.



“Really? The desk is more comfortable than the leather chair?” Nadine asked.



“Shut up and lick my pussy.”



Nadine glanced over her shoulder, amused. “Bossy, isn’t she?”



He nodded. “Careful or she’ll spank you with her ruler.”



“Why the hell would I own a ruler?” Kara asked. “Would one of you two please get me off now?”



Nadine’s chuckle was deep and throaty, and it sent Troy’s cock surging. He waited until Nadine had bent over the desk to begin licking Kara again, then he nudged apart her legs. At that kind of a bent-over angle, he had good access to her clit when he reached around her, and began to play with it, feeling her out. She seemed to like it most when he feathered it, like he was flicking on and off a light switch rapidly. Glad he got to stare at her ass again, he quickly found his groove one more time and began fucking her as intensely as before.



Kara had another reason for liking this position – she could reach her toys. She reached up and behind her head, and opened her top drawer. At the bottom was what looked like a tube of lip gloss, but which contained a tiny bullet vibrator. She pulled it out, pulled off the cap, and brought it to life. Nadine got the idea and focused her tongue lower, letting Kara work her own clit while Nadine fingered the English professor and licked her pink lips.



Troy loved watching Kara with her toys. It was a kink he didn’t even know he had until the first few weeks after he left her class and they hooked up on a scorching-hot fall day at her place. She was punishing him for something – he forgot what – and forced him to watch while she got herself off with a vibrator. It had turned him on so much that when she came down off her orgasm, he stood up, rushed to her, and within a minute’s stroking, was coming ropes all over her tits, her stomach, her shaved pussy. He’d come so hard it left him panting.



Now that she knew he liked it, Kara made it even more of a show for him, buzzing and working her clit for a few minutes, then lifting the vibrator to her lips, sucking and licking it lewdly like it was the tip of a tiny cock. And as if that wasn’t enough, now Nadine was letting out a steady string of moans and whimpers that nearly drove him over the edge by themselves.



“Ohhh, like that, yes, mmmmm, shit…”



He kept at her clit, changing up the motions now and then for a brief few seconds before stimulating her again the way she liked. It kept her guessing and on edge, and plus, it was just fun for him. Kara’s gaze locked onto him, and he noticed her vibrator stopped coming up to her lips. “Baby,” she whispered, “Troy, my Troy.”



“Is she making you feel good, Kara?”



“Mm hm.” With the hand not holding the vibrator, Kara stroked Nadine’s head. “Why didn’t we do this sooner?”



Nadine stopped licking long enough to glance up and wink. “We’ll have to make up for lost time.”



“We will, baby, so close now, Nadine.”



Nadine took Kara’s hand and brought it to her lips. “I’ll get you there, hon.”



“Oh-kay,” Kara said, and flopped her head back down against the desk, sighing with pleasure when the science professor began again in earnest. She took the vibe from Kara’s trembling fingers and eased it in as far as a joint on her finger, with the other end resting against Kara’s clit. That drove Kara wild, and her back arched.



“Oh yessss, like that, oh my God that’s good,” she gasped.



Troy began to fuck Nadine harder and harder, incapable of taking his eyes off his sexy lover as she reached the threshold, her hands rising to her head, fingers running through her lustrous blonde hair. The most beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes on, and she was throwing herself bodily into a threesome with another one of the gorgeous beauties on campus. Kara was his spiritual twin, his better half, his everything. She’d brought him here, she’d changed him. And she was coming again, his professor, his lover. Troy Castle watched with absolute rapt attention.



“Ohhhhhhh, fuuuuuck!” she wailed, her knees flexing, her whole body shaking. She came all over Nadine’s mouth and fingers, and the other woman pulled the vibrator free, flicked it off, and dropped it somewhere off the side of the desk while she sucked at Kara’s wetness, licking her, tasting her until the sexy blonde sat up and grasped Nadine’s head in her hands, pulling her up for a kiss. Their teeth nearly knocked into one another as Troy kept up his rapid, sure fucking, and soon it was Nadine whimpering into Kara’s mouth.



“His dick’s so good, he’s-” a frantic kiss, their hands all over each other’s faces “-so fucking sexy.”



“Come for him, Nadine,” Kara cooed to her friend. She sat up and swung her legs off the desk. Her legs felt like gelatin, but she made it to Nadine’s side. “I got her clit, baby,” Kara told Troy. “You lift her up some.”



Nadine glanced at her out of the corner of her glazed eyes. Troy’s arms wrapped under her stomach and he pulled her up and back to him, Kara slid between Nadine and the desk and sat on its edge, reaching down to stroke Nadine’s pussy as Troy fucked up into her. The two women stared into each other’s eyes, the sexy professors making silent promises of more adventures to come as Nadine rushed towards her second orgasm.



When she came, she was glad Troy had a firm grip, because she was certain she would have collapsed. Nerve endings from her toes to her neck flared to life in great big bursts of pleasure, and a warmth like she’d never felt blossomed in her core. This wasn’t just a great fuck. This was divine. Her jaw hung open as her body bounced back and forth, completely at Troy’s mercy. The quiver that ran through her was just that, not much more than a gentle breeze compared to the earlier tornado, but the whole experience left her mind wiped, her existence solely in that moment of her pleasure.



Nadine came, and came, and came.



Someone was moving her, dropping her into a chair. Troy. Kara was there, grabbing his dick and falling to her knees, tossing the condom into a wastebasket before she gobbled him down, taking his thick dick deep down her throat and staring up at him with a love Nadine had never noticed between the two before. Her own eyes fluttered and after a deep breath, she fell to her knees too.



Troy glanced down at her sharply. “Nadine, if you need to-”



“Shut up and give me a taste,” she whispered, her throat hoarse. Had she been screaming with the pleasure of her orgasm? She didn’t know. Didn’t remember. All she knew was a wet pop as Kara pulled back and offered the slick cock to her friend. Nadine tried to take him as deep as Kara, but there was too much, too fast, and her eyes watered as she struggled to swallow down even half that much. Kara looked concerned, but Nadine pulled back, gasped for air, and gave it a second shot, still not going much further. But she realized she had other tools to work with and grabbed the base of Troy’s cock, stroking him furiously as she pumped her lips down a third his length once, twice, three times before offering it to Kara’s lips, her hands jacking him furiously.



“Almost there,” Troy grunted.



“In our mouths,” Nadine said. Kara slurped that big dick a few times, working his tip much like Nadine had, and they switched up again. Nadine used mostly her tongue and her hands, letting her friend take the heavy lifting, but Troy seemed to love it, his back stiffening each time his prick touched either pair of lips.



Another four or five swaps in, and he said, “I’m coming, baby.”



Kara popped off him and jerked him hard, aiming his cock at Nadine’s open mouth. He stiffened and shuddered before he shot a rope so hard it damn near hit Nadine’s tonsils. His next shot hit her chin before his cock aimed back at Kara, hitting first her breasts then her waiting mouth too. Nadine pressed her face against Kara’s and he jerked his own dick furiously right to left, left to right. Their tongues, their mouths, their chins, their lips were all covered in come, and finally he fell back against the desk, gasping.



Nadine grabbed Kara and their come-dripping lips molded together. Their throats worked as their tongues danced, and Nadine squeezed Kara tight to her, their gazes only cooling after a long minute of hard kisses and stroking of a lot of exposed skin.



When they finally fell back and glanced up at their former student, he grinned down at them. “Two sexy professors I’ve made mine.”









The Shy Type



 



“All right, we’re doing great. Tomorrow, we’re going to delve into what’s called the adjustment process. Any intrepid types jump ahead in the reading and know what that is?”



Dr. Brimar Kriel leaned against the edge of his desk, twirling his stylus between his fingers. It was an old habit, one he only indulged in when the day’s lessons were truly over. Right then, he was just running down the last few minutes before class ended, but he hoped one of them knew the answer. They were a decent bunch, and generally kept up with his lectures.



But this time, no one responded. Most everyone looked around at each other or the clock on the wall. Oh well, Brimar thought to himself.



Wait. One student did look like she might say something – Alyson Morleau, one of the brightest of the class, at least when it came to taking tests. However, he’d yet to get her to contribute to a class without directly prompting her. This would be the first time, if she acted on it. Her gaze swiveled side to side, taking everyone in. Her delicate mouth quirked, like she might say something, but the bell rang, and the moment was lost.



Dr. Kriel clapped his hands on his thighs and pushed off the desk. “Good work today, everyone. Do your reading, be amazing, enjoy some sunshine.”



The class mostly ignored him and jostled their way out of their seats and towards the door. But as Alyson neared, Brimar said, “Hey, Alyson, hang around a minute.”



Alyson gave Brimar a look he recognized all too well from the A-plus crowd, the panic of those who thought they suddenly weren’t the teacher’s pet and had gotten in some sort of trouble for not doing everything just so. The rest of the class fled out to the hallway, talking and laughing, and she bobbed nervously on her feet.



“Am I in trouble?” she asked. Her voice was one of her best features. It was soft, low, smoldering. Sexy. There was no use denying that.



Then again, so was the rest of her. Alyson was a full foot and a half shorter than Brimar, standing only at chest level. Her features were fine as porcelain, her cheekbones high on her oval shaped face. Her pixie cut gave her a sophisticated air while also drawing out the sharp brown eyes that tried to pierce whoever they were aimed at.



Further south was a body Brimar couldn’t really get a handle on. She wore billowing loose tees and sweats that had to be hot in the Florida sun. Even her customary sneakers seemed designed to hide as much flesh as possible, high topped and never without the sweats tucked in.



“No,” Brimar told her, “not one bit. You just looked like you might have had the answer to that last question, and I thought I’d see if I was right.”



“Oh, um…” Alyson sucked in a breath and dropped her gaze to his chest. With one great big breath, she said rapidly, “I think it’s when you have revenue and expenditures that don’t necessarily fall in a very specific period, so you need to track and figure for them.” She finally dared to glance back up at his face, and Brimar thought he saw a slight tremble to her. “Right?”



“Spot on!” he said, and held up a hand for a high-five. She looked at it, as shocked as though he’d dropped his pants, but tentatively her hand rose up too and she slapped his palm. A nervous laugh later, and Alyson was practically running for the door.



* * *



It sucked being roommates with Desiree Wesley.



Oh, Desiree herself was great. Amazing, in fact. Sweet and perky and just goofy enough to make Alyson feel right at home. But Desiree was also everything Alyson was not – outgoing, charming, able to make friends in minutes. And above all else? She was capable of talking, dating, and hooking up with guys.



Alyson, on the other hand, could barely say three words to a guy without wanting to vomit words all over their sneakers. Every social nuance she had flew out the window the first time some cute or interesting guy neared her and she was left almost in a near catatonic state.



That wasn’t really her fault. Her first real boyfriend in high school, the one she let take her virginity in his bedroom while a shitty emo pop rock ballad played in the background, sent out naked photos of her to all his buddies. Half of them thought that made Alyson a slut, and the other half wrecked her self-esteem by questioning whether it was really her naked in the pictures or a boy, given how flat-chested she’d been at the time.



Things had almost normalized by the end of high school, but she still had trouble trusting boys, even ones who never knew her in those dark years. She moved to Florida to live with an older cousin and work at a crummy sporting goods store. There she was hit on, pinched, groped, and fetishized by customers and coworkers alike. She applied to Hudwell out of desperation, not really believing she’d get in, but she’d always done very well in school when it came to testing and she apparently blew their scores out of the water. Her campus advisor, Dr. Jill Shaffer, was the one to convince her this was the right move, even if Alyson was secretly worried this would just wind up being another situation like high school.



But so far, it hadn’t been. From the moment they met, Desiree seemed genuine in her enthusiasm to get to know Alyson better, and had even gamely sat through a dozen episodes of Alyson’s favorite anime. She was, as crazy as it seemed, a decent human being. And that weirded Alyson out to no end.



It also kinda sucked at times because Desiree frequently had guests over, and not just to say hello. Guys and girls alike tended to stream in and out of their dorm like a parade of sexy playthings. Every once in a while, Desiree would forget her usual “I’m fucking” sign – a happy face on the markerboard outside their door. Once, Alyson walked in and shocked the second-string quarterback into jerking out of Desiree, his impressive cock gleaming with her wetness. Another time, Desiree was in mid-roll of her hips on a gorgeous young blonde’s mouth, her hands held behind her head, leaving her breasts jutting out.



The sight was a new one to Alyson. Up to that point, she’d never encountered two women so free in their sexuality. She’d watched a few minutes here and there of porn, including a few flashes of lesbian or threesome scenes with two women, but by and large she liked using her imagination and a vibrator she bought on her eighteenth birthday three towns over from her home.



To her surprise, it stuck in her mind. Desiree was such a stunning young woman. Lustrous black hair that hung down nearly to her upside-down heart shaped ass. Curves that drove damn near every guy she walked by to turn and stare. A runner’s legs, long and sleekly muscled. Tanned skin she took care of with an almost religious zeal, going through nearly two bottles of lotion already in the short time they’d known one another.



And those eyes. Most times they were brown, but when they caught the light the right way, they seemed tinged with gold, as if the sun itself was caught up in Desiree’s aura. She didn’t like her tiny, upturned nose, but Alyson thought it gave her face character.  Her roommate was, without question, sex made into a human shell. She walked it, talked it, screamed it.



As Alyson walked in on her after the CPA class with the cute Dr. Kriel, Desiree had a tight grip on the back of one of their wooden chairs, bent over as she was getting pounded from behind by a scorcher of a guy Alyson recognized from a math class.



“Oh shit,” Alyson gasped, covering her eyes with one hand.



“Aly!” Desiree said breathlessly. Her breasts bounced hypnotically with the guy’s next thrust. Chuck? Charlie? Cooper. That was it. Cooper.



“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”



“It’s okay, hon-”



Aly dropped her bag against the closet on her side of the room and shook her head. “No, I’ll go, I’m sorry.”



“You could join in if you want to,” Cooper said, chuckling.



Desiree glanced back at him, annoyed. “Leave her be.” She turned her attention back to Alyson, but she was already backing out into the hallway, closing the door behind her.



Her hand to her mouth, she headed down the hallway, nodding to a few other girls she knew. Out in the sunshine, Alyson finally allowed herself a shaky laugh, but the scene kept replaying itself over and over and over again in her mind. Her roommate, bent over, fucked from behind. And Alyson had been invited to join. Was that what she wanted? Maybe not from a stranger like Coop. But if Desiree had asked it? What would she have said?



Alyson didn’t know, but she didn’t want to go back up there for a while, not until Desiree had time to finish. She decided to head for her great refuge, the one place in Hudwell she felt completely safe and at home. The library.



* * *



Brimar leaned back and enjoyed the flow of the conversation between the trio of students who had actually read the book club’s pick for those first few weeks. None of them had finished it yet, but at least these kids were halfway through and genuinely spirited in their discussion.



“I think it sucks,” Ralph said. He was a bookish kid, a little overweight and carrying a nasty series of scars on the backs of his hands from a childhood fire. Sometimes he acted defiant just for the sake of it, but Brimar believed he was a good guy at heart, just like most of the students who came through Hudwell.



“Why do you say that?” asked Dr. Kara Stone, English professor and the head of the little book club.



When Brimar first signed up for the club, it was largely because of her. She was, without question, the hottest member of the school staff, and Brimar’s brain waved bye-bye every time she said so much as hello his first year there. When she invited him to their book club after finding him on a bench reading a collection of modern poetry, he agreed, hopeful his drool wasn’t trailing too far down his chest. Now he and Kara were firm friends, and he actually found the book club meetings to be one of the highlights of his week. Seeing Kara in a high-necked sleeveless top that accentuated her curves? Well, that was okay too.



“There’s no focus to the story,” Ralph said. “It becomes existentialist for the sake of existentialism, and he loses the plot so he can go off on angry philosophical rants.”



Brielle, a bright, vivacious young woman who Brimar saw around his classes’ building from time to time, frowned. “Yeah, but that’s the whole point. They’re fighting against religion and the idea of someone shouting rules down at them from, uh, what do you call it?”



“A pulpit?” another student asked, and Kara and Brimar both nodded.



“Right. That,” Brielle said. She shifted her extraordinarily long legs, and every guy in the room had a hard time not tracking the movement like a bloodhound.



Ralph shrugged. “I just think it should have focused more on all these established characters and the cool plot he had set up.”



“But does it really suck?” Brielle asked.



“Okay, maybe sucked was too strong a word.”



The jangle of the bell above the entrance caught Brimar’s attention momentarily, and he glanced aside as the young adults kept the debate up. In walked Alyson, devoid of her bag for the first time he could recall. She glanced over at the circle of armchairs and loveseats in the library’s reading nook, caught him looking at her, and gave him a flash of a smile. With Alyson, that was as good as a “hello, how are you?”



He rose to his feet and murmured, “Excuse me for a minute.” No one noticed save Kara, and she nodded.



Alyson was headed for one of three coffee pots the library staff kept half-full most of the time. It was a decent brand, but the young men and women staffing the place brewed it in varying degrees of awful. At least it was free.



“Buy you a cup?” he asked Alyson.



She jumped as if he’d poked her. “Oh, Dr. Kriel.”



“Sorry, sorry, didn’t mean to startle you.”



Alyson turned and gave him a tired smile. “No, just, uh, been a day.” She gestured at the coffee pots. “And thank you for the offer. Here I thought I was going to need to sell my body off for a cup.”



Brimar would have choked if he’d been drinking anything. It wasn’t just the most Alyson had ever said to him, but the joke about her prostituting herself brought immediately to mind one hell of an image of her in sweat-smeared pancake makeup, sucking his cock for a twenty.



Down boy
 , he told himself.



“Oh, we can’t have you doing that,” he said. “Care to join us?”



“Book club, right?”



“Yes ma’am. We’re discussing existentialist fantasy fiction at the moment.” He leaned in and whispered conspiratorially, “Trust me. There are
 opinions
 .”



Alyson laughed lightly. He didn’t think he’d ever heard the sound coming from her. Just like her voice, it brought to mind dark chocolate and silk sheets. “I do have some time to kill,” she said, almost sounding wistful. “I wouldn’t be… you know… intruding or anything?”



“No, no, of course not. Kara, uh, Dr. Stone runs it, she’s got a very open-door policy. Trust me, everyone will be glad to have you.”



Alyson’s eyes flicked back towards the group again before she squeezed them shut and nodded. He patted her shoulder. “Great. Let’s get that cup of coffee and introduce you to everyone.”



True to his word, everyone in the group was happy to have another person join them, and Melina, a cute Latina, scooted down on the loveseat and patted the empty spot next to her. Alyson took it gratefully, and even gave a quick, shy introduction of herself. Brimar felt a strange sense of pride in that. It was the most social he’d ever seen her, even if she didn’t say more than ten syllables after that.



When the group broke up, Alyson stayed behind, watching everyone go. Her mouth worked silently as she studied them, and Brimar finally realized she was reciting names. Kara didn’t notice and stepped right in front of her.



“I’m so glad you could join us, Alyson,” she said. “Hug okay?”



“Oh, absolutely,” Alyson said. She embraced the blonde professor, a blush swirling her cheeks. Kara broke it and stepped back, but ran her hands down the young woman’s arms to her hands and clasped them in hers.



“You come back next week if you like.”



“Really?” Alyson asked.



“Really,” Kara confirmed.



“I feel so… um… out of place sometimes.”



Brimar patted Alyson’s back. “Hey, you’re with friends now, okay? You need anything at all, you come to Kara or me. Even if it’s just a friendly ear.”



Kara gave him an odd, unreadable look, but the edges of her mouth turned up and Brimar thought she was pleased with him. “Absolutely.” She dug in her small purse for a leather business card wallet, fished one out, and handed it over to Alyson. “My office number and hours are on there. Any time, like Dr. Kriel said.”



“Thank you so much,” Alyson said. “I had a nice time. I’m… I’ll be back, I think.”



“Good,” Brimar said. He showed her to the door, held it open for her and Kara, and headed out into the sunshine with him. They all went their separate ways, and if he’d looked back, he would have seen both women turning to study him.



* * *



Days later, and Desiree twirled a mini carrot through bleu cheese dressing, eyeing her roommate.



“What?” Alyson asked, laughing nervously.



“We need to get you some D.”



“Dee?”



Desiree chomped off an end of the carrot, smashed it to smithereens with her choppers, and swallowed before pointing what was left at Alyson. “Dick. For vaginal medicinal purposes.”



Alyson yelped, “Desiree!” but she couldn’t help a mad giggle.



“I mean it. Lord, I don’t know how you can stand it. This college has, like, five billion perfect tens. And you, you’re too hot to let your little kitten get so lonely at night.”



Alyson thought about hiding her face in the guts of her baked potato, but opted against it on the grounds that said potato probably couldn’t offer much refuge from her bubbly roomie. “I’m fine. Really.”



“Are you a lesbian then? I want you to know, if you are, I love you and all that. Heck, Aly, you’ve seen me. You know there’s no judgment on my part.”



“I’m not.”
 I don’t think. Maybe a touch. Maybe more than a touch. Maybe I thought about your pussy so much last night mine felt like it was drowning.



“Do you want to talk about the other day?”



Alyson cut her potato into even smaller chunks, studying it carefully as though it held all the secrets to the universe. It didn’t, but it was a pretty darn good potato anyways. “Um. I should have… I mean… I didn’t know…”



It was just the pair of them in their corner of the cafeteria. Cooper had joined them for a while but took off with some of the soccer players, and the nearest two tables had emptied without anyone coming back to fill them up again. So no one could possibly have heard what came next out of Desiree’s mouth, but Alyson imagined every eye in the room suddenly bearing down on them.



“It’s okay. I kinda… get off on you coming in.”



Alyson’s fork and knife dropped to the plate, and she finally stared at her roommate. “Uh. What?”



“I’m sorry. I know that’s weird, but I think it’s pretty obvious. And I don’t want to draw you into anything you don’t want to do, so I told Coop if you’re going to take part, it’s going to be on your terms, not his or mine. But Aly, I had to tell you that. Because I’m forgetting to lock the door and leave a sign on purpose. I, um, wanted you to see.”



“Why?” Alyson breathed. Oh God, her cheeks were so red. Desiree wanted her to watch. To see her get fucked by guys and girls. And she’d been so worried about accidentally perving on her roomie. A finger of warmth slid all the way down her spine to her core, and she fought a shiver of pleasure, replaying the image of Desiree naked and holding onto the chair for balance as she was fucked from behind.



“What do you mean, why?” Desiree asked.



“Why me? Why does that get you off?”



Desiree swallowed the bite she’d been chewing on, and it was her turn for her cheeks to go flaming red. “Do I really have to tell you?”



“Yes. Please. I don’t know why.”



“Because you’re beyond cute. You’re sexy cute.”



Alyson couldn’t help a chuckle. “What does that even mean?”



“I don’t know, you’ve got the tiny body, but all the curves, and the sexy model face, and…”



“Stop teasing me,” Alyson said quietly, the good humor falling away. Sexy model face? The curves?



“Alyson, I’m not joking. I’ve been attracted to you since day one.” Her roommate stared at her so intensely it felt like she should get sunburned. “I won’t press it. I don’t mind if we never hook up. I’d love it, don’t get me wrong. I think we’d have so many fun times together. But it’s more important to me to be your friend.”



Alyson blinked rapidly at Desiree. “I’m… I…”



“Just think about it for now, okay? And if you catch me having fun, don’t feel the need to run off. Enjoy yourself.” Desiree shrugged and stood up. “Or don’t. Like I say, no pressure, Aly.”



Alyson watched her walk away, that terrific bouncy ass swaying in her gym shorts. “What the hell?” she whispered, trying to decide if she was being made the butt of a joke or not.



* * *



Alyson’s attention seemed anywhere but on his lectures for the next week. Brimar figured it was just a reciprocal shy bout after putting herself out there to the book club, but when her grades took a sharp dip on the two pop quizzes he gave his class that week, he had to do something.



On the day of the next book club meeting, he asked her to stick around after his CPA class with her. Alyson obliged, waiting patiently in her seat near the back of the room until all the other students filed out.



“Walk me to my office,” he said cheerfully. “Where I’m from, it’s threatening snow. Makes me realize how much I love Florida sunshine and a good walk.”



She rose up from her seat and slung her bag over one shoulder. “Okay. Uh… Brimar’s a Nordic name, right? Is that where you’re from?”



“Icelandic,” he said, surprised. “But no, I was born here in the States. My grandfather on my mom’s side immigrated, and my parents loved the old names. My dad’s family is actually South African, so I get the benefit of two unusual names. Three, if you consider Michael weird.”



She laughed politely. “So where are you actually from then?”



“Minnesota!” he said, following her out into the hallway and flicking off the lights behind him. “Tiny little town famous for being something like fourth or fifth in the nation farthest from a coffee shop.”



“The big bustling city, then,” Alyson said, giving him a shy smile as they headed for the steps leading down to the first floor.



“Oh yes. Get me drunk enough and I’ll drop ‘doncha knows’ and ‘oofdahs’ like crazy. And I know probably… twelve different ways to cook hotdish. That’s ‘casserole’ to the uninitiated. You’re from here, right? Florida, I mean?”



She shook her head. “Lived here a year or two. But I’m originally from St. George. Things happened, and I moved out here.”



“Ah.”



They reached the front doors to that teaching annex, and Brimar held one open for her. She blinked at him as though this were a foreign act, and he mentally kicked himself. She probably saw it as an act of sexual dominance, but really, he’d just been a few steps ahead of her and he did the same for everyone.



“Sorry, old habit,” Brimar said.



“No, it’s fine,” Alyson said. “Um, I think I know why you’re holding me back here. The quizzes?”



“The quizzes,” Brimar confirmed as they started walking for the building where his office was located. “I wouldn’t be doing my job if I didn’t check in on you. Is there anything I can help you understand better? We can arrange for some tutoring sessions at the library if that’s something that might interest you.”



“No, I definitely get the concepts. My dad and one of my uncles are accountants. I just…” She licked her lips and stared off. “I’ve been distracted by something.”



“Well, I don’t think it’d be college if that didn’t happen now and then. But still, Alyson, I think you’re a bright young woman with amazing potential. Let’s see those scores go back up, yeah?”



She smiled faintly at him. “Yeah.”



“Excellent. Coming to book club later?”



“Oh, I didn’t… uh… I don’t know if they…” Alyson blushed furiously, and he noticed, not for the first time, just how downright beautiful she was. He must have had ten years on her, but still, he couldn’t help his body’s response to the gorgeous young woman. Those eyes glancing up at him while she sucked him off with her delicate lips would be… whew.



“Of course we want you back. It’s a book club. We’re desperate for all the fresh young meat we can get.”



She laughed nervously. “Same book as last time?”



“Yeah.”



“Good. I haven’t read it but I’ll look it up online so I can at least add to the conversation.”



That got Brimar to glance at her again. “Sounds like a solid plan. The world needs to hear from you more often. You seem like a good soul, Alyson. Try to share that.”



She blinked at him. “I… will. Thanks, Dr. Kriel.”



At his building, she veered away, reciprocating his wave. He stared after her for a long minute, watching those legs work under her sweats. When he was upstairs and tucked away in his office, it was young Alyson’s face he thought about as he tried to will down the rising bulge in his pants. Beautiful. Intelligent. Shy, but sweet. How the hell was he supposed to ignore that?



* * *



Before that day, Alyson had always known on a surface level how handsome Dr. Brimar Kriel was. As tall as he was imposing, he would have looked right at home as the big, hulking blond villain in some spy movie, but his smile softened his carved features. He couldn’t be that old, either. If he was out of his twenties, Alyson would have been surprised.



She liked the professionalism of him. Most of the boys on campus looked just like that – boys. Many of them were cute or handsome, but few of them took care to look as good as Dr. Kriel did. He wore actual suits, usually variations on gray, but sometimes – like the day she first started really noticing him – tan or checked. They were always meticulous too, though at book club that day she realized he wasn’t fussy about it when a student accidentally slopped coffee over the edge of her cup onto his pants. He laughed it off and made the blushing young woman immeasurably more comfortable with a pat on the hand and a strong reassurance that he was positive his dry cleaner could get it out without any trouble.



He paired well with the gorgeous Dr. Stone. They guided the conversation about the book effortlessly without making it about them, and only offered their opinions when the students asked them questions directly. Even then, both of them were sharp enough to turn the questions back to the students at large, and even Alyson, shy as she usually was, found herself warming to the conversation and contributed a few times. Dr. Kriel looked immensely pleased about that, and his delighted smile each time she spoke up made it all worth it.



When the session broke apart, it came as a genuine surprise that their designated hour had already seen its end. She could have stayed there all evening talking books, and when Dr. Stone asked if she’d be making it next week, Alyson glanced over at Dr. Kriel before quickly returning her attention to the gorgeous professor.



“Yes,” Alyson said quietly. “I think I will. Thank you. Um. For inviting me.”



Dr. Stone’s smile could have warmed Pluto. “That’s all on Dr. Kriel, but I’m certainly glad you’re here and continuing with us.”



Alyson grabbed up her book bag, got a refill on her coffee – it was actually approaching drinkable that day – and headed out the door, her heart light and free. For the first time since maybe junior high, she felt like maybe she wasn’t on the outside looking in, but was an actual part of something where she was wanted. It was weird. It was wonderful. Half of her wanted to believe she could lead a normal, friendly life in Hudwell. The other half still waited for everyone in the book club, her classes, and her dorm to bust out laughing at her.



When she returned to her dorm, Desiree was gone. Still feeling perky, Alyson changed into a pair of shorts, a sports bra, and a tank top – a daring ensemble for her. She headed for the school’s gym complex. The sports program in Hudwell wasn’t a huge focus of the school, certainly not compared to any other college Alyson had seen, but they encouraged anyone and everyone who wanted to actively pursue fitness to consider joining up with some of its informal scrimmage teams and use the school’s awesome workout facilities.



In particular, she loved the big track, with its clear view of the ocean. It was about double the size of a normal school track, and in the center was – of all things – a miniature golf course, among other outdoors workout equipment, a long jump runway, and some youth jungle equipment for the college kids with children. The track was open to the public during the day, and there were maybe a dozen families scattered around it, most centered around the jungle gym or walking the track. Alyson tossed on a pair of earbuds, dug out her old battered cell phone, and started a slow, easy jog around the track for her first lap.



Running had always been something of a deep-rooted pleasure for her. It wasn’t just the physical aspect. Alyson’s mother always earned a decent wage, but her father was chronically ill and a terrible gambler, and they never had much for extras around the house, especially when it came to entertainment for Alyson and her siblings. But one day, Alyson’s cousin – the same she’d eventually move in with – surprised her with a long-distance gift, an MP3 player she no longer used loaded with music. It was like a life preserver in an ocean of boredom.



Most her cousin’s music was indie rock and pop from bands and singers Alyson had never heard of. There were a few hundred songs she skipped or ignored until she finally cleared them from the player, but a lot of her cousin’s tastes were fantastic, and she learned a lot about the music she now loved from that old MP3 player. Friends let her mooch off their own playlists – or their parents, as most of them just played music on their phones. Pretty soon she had an army of great music at her beck and call, and found herself hitting the track just so she had an excuse to zone out and rock for a while.



Now, armed with a slightly newer music player and many of the same songs, she bounded around the track, plugged into her own little world, enjoying herself well and truly for the first time since she got to Hudwell. Slowly she increased her speed from a jog to a run, her feet pounding the rubberized track with an old familiar rhythm. Kids waved from the jungle gym, and she waved back, laughing and not really knowing why.



When Alyson was soaked in sweat, she finally turned back for her old car and the dorms. A few of the other girls in her hall were hanging around outside, and one of them asked, “Get in a good workout?”



Despite her good mood, Alyson cringed inside, halfway expecting the other girl to start laughing along with everyone else. In response, she nodded meekly. “Yeah. A run around the track.”



“Ohhhh,” another girl said, wincing. “I so need to do that. Give us a shout next time you go and we’ll come with.”



Alyson blinked, still waiting for laughter. “Um. Yeah. Yes. Okay.”



“Cool. See ya… Alyson, right?”



“Uh, yeah. I’m sorry…?”



“Dinah.” She pointed around the rest of the girls and machine-gunned out names. “Good to meet you, Alyson.”



“You too,” Alyson said, her heart beating so hard she was sure they could hear it.



Inside, she let out a small peep of joy and grinned all the way to her dorm room. Music was on inside, the pop country Desiree liked so much, but when Alyson entered, Desiree was nowhere to be seen. Alyson shrugged out of her sweaty clothes, grabbed one of her oversized bath towels – which on her frame was almost like a blanket – and slipped on her shower shoes before heading to the showers.



The bathrooms and showers at Hudwell, like most everything else, were nice without being insane. Cool white tiles met warm blue walls, all lit brightly. The stalls all were wide enough to be classified as handicap accessible, though admittedly the college could have used another two or three sinks, especially first thing in the morning. Sliding curtains gave eight shower stalls privacy. The showerheads didn’t give off a ton of pressure, but at least the school let them get nice and hot.



One of them was running now, and Alyson thought the pastel pink towel on the sink opposite it belonged to Desiree.



“Desi?” she called out tentatively as she settled her own towel on another sink.



“Oh hey!” her roomie replied.



“Hey. Just getting a shower too. Went for a run.”



“Oh nice. Good one?”



“Yeah.” Alyson stepped into the shower, smiling to herself. “Good day all around, I guess.”



“That’s… nice.”



Alyson started up her shower, staying clear of the water until it heated up. Her shower basket went up on a hook on the wall, and she slipped out her loofah and her favorite soap. As she began to lather up the loofah, she thought she heard Desiree murmur something.



“Sorry, I didn’t hear you.”



“Oh… just, um, talking to myself.”



Alyson laughed softly. “You nut.”



“Hey, careful now, or I’ll come in there and spank you.”



Feeling bold, Alyson said, “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Silence. Alyson winced. “Sorry, I was just kidding.”



Still nothing from the other stall, at least not words. Funny, but she thought maybe Desiree was still whispering to herself. She hadn’t seen another towel in the shower area save her roommate’s, so she didn’t think anybody was in there with Des, but maybe she’d snuck in a guy. That would be kind of hot.



Shrugging internally, Alyson started to clean herself off. As she always did, she started near her feet, raising first one leg, then the other. She was always thorough like that. As she ran the loofah along the back of her knees, she heard Desiree murmur again, and this time knew it wasn’t just her imagination.



“…o-oh.”



It was so quiet. If Alyson wasn’t in the stall right next to her, Desiree would have gone unheard. But the “oh” was familiar. Alyson herself had given off a few of them herself when she played with her vibrator.



Oh my God,
 Alyson thought.
 She’s masturbating. In the shower. Where anyone could hear. Anyone.



The idea was so strange, so taboo, she immediately dismissed the idea, but Desiree’s next audible sound was a tiny shuddering gasp, and Alyson was floored.



“Desiree?”



A pause, then, “Uh huh?”



“No judgment, okay? Are you…?”



Another pause, and a whispered, “Yes.”



Alyson swallowed hard, the water cascading down her back as she leaned out almost beyond the curtain. “I can go back to the room. If you want.” Then, before she lost the nerve, Alyson added, “Or… I could stay.”



“S-stay?”



“Uh huh. I don’t mind.”



“Okay. Stay.”



This was amazing. Her roommate, hot and soaking wet in the stall right next to her, fingering herself as Aly showered. No need to worry about being embarrassed for wanting to watch. She could listen. It was a good start to whatever came next.



“Was there anyone else, Aly?”



“In the showers? No.”



“Oh good,” Desiree murmured somewhat louder. “I wanted to be louder. Is… is that okay?”



“Yes,” Alyson croaked. “Yeah.”



The hand not holding the loofah rose to her water-slick collar and made loose circles before dipping down between her breasts, along her flat tummy, down across her fine thatch of pubic hair, and finally to the hood of her sex.



“It’s so good,” Desiree murmured on the other side of the wall.



“What’s so good?”



“The cool wall. I’m leaning on it. Right… right next to you.”



“Oh,” Alyson whispered.



“If… if you do this where the water d-doesn’t hit you… you don’t go dry.”



“Dry?”



“Mm hmmm,” Desiree moaned. “Your pussy. Your tiny little pussy.”



Alyson scooted closer to the wall, trying to see what her friend meant. She was right. With the water hitting the floor of the stall, she could finger herself to the thought of her roommate masturbating. Then what Desiree had added hit her, and she swallowed.



“Are you… thinking about my… my…?”



“Y-yes,” Desiree moaned. “I’m such a bad roommate. Thinking about my pretty little Aly’s cunt.”



“Oh God,” Alyson whispered. Her finger came back up along her pussy, and she made it dance along the side of her hooded clit. “You’re not a bad roomie, Desi.”



“Yes I am,” Desiree pouted. “I’m imagining all the th-ings I want to do to you in that shower. In o-our room. Out on the q-quad.”



Oh fuck, outside? In full view of everyone. Alyson’s knees went weak at that and she leaned against the wall.



Desiree continued, “I’m so bad, Alyson.”



“Then… I’m bad too,” Alyson whispered.



“Wh-what?”



“Because now I’m thinking about it. Bending over in front of your bed. You on your knees. Licking me. Tasting me.”



“Oh fuck,” Desiree breathed, and a squishy rhythm started.



“What are you using? Your fingers?”



Squick squick squick.



“My… my comb.”



“Tell me,” Alyson murmured.



“It’s about halfway i-in. I sucked the end… oh God, oh God, oh Alyson… and it’s in me, baby.” The squicking sound came faster and faster. Same with Desiree’s breaths. If anyone walked in, they’d hear what she was doing, for sure. Alyson poked her head out of the curtain just to make sure, then jerked it immediately back in and shot two fingers into her needy cunt.



“Oh f-fuck… if you’re going to m-make fun of me, do it. Because I’m fingering myself too.”



Squick squick squick.



“You are?” Desiree asked shyly. “I won’t make fun. I swear.”



“I am,” Alyson breathed. “Listening to you… it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”



A pause, then Desiree whispered, “I used your bed the other day.”



“What?”



“The corner of your bed. When you were gone for breakfast. I was awake, and I got up and I was so horny because I was w-watching you g-get dressed. Fuck, Aly, I’m right there.”



“Tell me,” Alyson said. “What’d you do?”



Squick squick squick.



“I… I… was in my panties. And I got up and I lo-locked the door, mmmm, I was so wet.”



Alyson’s fingers pumped deep, in and out, in and out, her cunt quivering, her whole body quivering. “Keep going,” she gasped.



“I went oh-over to your, mmm mmmmm, bed, oh fuck, oh goddamn, Alyson… I… I… I sat on the corner and spread my legs so w-wide and I… my cunt, my pussy, it’s so close…”



“Come on, Desi, tell me wh-what you did, baby,” Alyson begged her. She was rushing towards her climax too but she was still maybe a few minutes away. Her loofah fell to the shower floor and her free hand shot to her clit, thrumming it hard and fast.



“I fucked it!” Desiree gasped. “I fucked it I fucked it I rolled my hips on your blanket and your mattresss ohhhhh shit!”



Her voice went high from trying to keep quiet, and she let out a screech as she came, barely covered by the blast of the showerheads. Alyson squeezed her eyes shut and didn’t so much lean against the wall as fall against it, her fingers pumping hard and deep inside herself. The thought of Desi coming, her wet black hair pasted to her skin from the water, her luscious body barely upright, those long delicate fingers fucking herself silly with the backend of her comb… the images cascaded through Alyson’s mind, and her own climax wouldn’t be long.



“The comb, give me your comb,” she begged. The sound of the other curtain being drawn made her open her eyes, and a hand pushed inside her own stall, holding out the business end of the comb. Alyson took it, and hesitantly held it up to her mouth. This would be her first taste of a woman, but she was too far gone to do this delicately. She sucked the end into her mouth like a popsicle, her tongue sliding all around it. Seawater, her mind thought feverishly. More pungent, but it tasted like seawater.



“Tell me, Desi, tell me what you want to do to me,” she gasped, pulling the comb out and shooting the end down to her pink lips.



“Everything, Aly, I’m such a bad girl, I want to ride your pretty face like I was that day you walked in, I want you between my legs, licking me, sucking my clit…”



The comb’s handle plunged in and out, a rough approximation of the same pace Desiree had used to fuck herself. It was the biggest thing Alyson ever had inside herself, and she had trouble not whining out her pleasure. It was so good. All of this was so dirty.



“…want to eat you out while a boy fucks me…”



No. Not a boy. A man.



Kriel.



The image popped up in Alyson’s head, Dr. Kriel behind Desiree, fucking her hard, his balls slapping against her ass as she buried her mouth and her nose in Alyson’s pussy, sucking, licking, bringing her to a screaming orgasm as she watched her sexy professor. The comb sank deeper and harder, her breaths coming faster and faster.



“Fuck, Desi,” she moaned. “Eat my pussy while he fucks you.”



“Yes, baby, yes, we’re going to do that. My little dirty slut roommate, riding his dick, maybe I’ll ride his face…”



“Yeee-esss,” Alyson moaned, “Dr. Kriel, God, yesss, Desiree!”



She came.



The sensations had been there so long the orgasm punched her out of nowhere. She lost her grip on the comb and it fell to the floor underneath her with a plastic clack. She sank to her knees, gasping, crying from the pleasure. If Desiree was putting her on, if someone was going to rip open the curtain and shout surprise, now was the time and she’d be forever humiliated.



And someone did open the curtain. Desiree, her cheeks brilliant red, her eyes wild.



“Had to see,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, Aly, I had to see.”



“S’okay, s’okay,” Alyson replied. She reached a hand out and Desiree stepped in to help her to her feet.



“You’re so beautiful, I’m sorry if this changes-”



Alyson dipped forward, fast as a hummingbird, and kissed Desiree on the lips. Her roommate’s eyes flew wide, and Alyson smiled. “It’s all right. But the rest… it’s going to take me time, okay?”



Desiree’s chin jerked up and down. She knelt to pick up her comb, knowing full well she was eye-level with Alyson’s pussy. Then she was up again, and murmured, “However long you need.”



* * *



Golf was the only thing on Brimar’s mind as he locked up his office and headed down the stairs. He grinned and nodded at a few coworkers and students lollygagging around, but already he was thinking about the bag in the trunk and whether or not he should swing back by his place to grab a different putter. That weekend, he’d be heading to Palm Coast. Some lightning bolt of good luck struck him and he could get on three different public courses with tee times far enough apart he could enjoy himself.



It was his vice of sorts. Brimar was a pretty simple guy. He liked nice clothes and a good selection of grooming products, but by and large, he wasn’t the sort to piss away his money. His treat to himself every few weeks was a golfing trip, and this one was, by his standards, going to be extravagant.



As he loped down the stairs, Kara Stone was just coming around the landing. “Dr. Kriel! Just coming to visit you.”



“Hey, Dr. Stone. What’s up?”



She was a vision in white shorts, an oversized belt, and a blue striped top unbuttoned just far enough to give every passerby’s imagination a good workout. Her blond hair came down across one of her breasts in waves no doubt styled to look slightly mussed. For about the billionth time since he started working at Hudwell, Brimar wanted to bite his hand and thank God the school allowed the professors and young women of the campus to dress however the hell they wanted to.



“I know you’re probably headed out for the day, but can you take a minute for me?”



“Of course. My office, or…?”



“That would be perfect.”



They climbed back up to Brimar’s floor. She seemed lost in thought as he led the way to his office and unlocked it again. They stepped inside, and Brimar gestured towards a pair of cushioned wooden-backed chairs.



“I’ve got a couple bottles of iced tea in the mini-fridge,” he offered.



Kara shook her head, smiling. “Thank you, but no.”



“Is this a door closed or door open kind of meeting?”



Her breasts rose and fell as she drew and released a deep breath. “Closed. And probably locked.”



“Uh oh.”



“It’s nothing you’ve done.”



Brimar nodded and did as she asked, clicking the lock in place before heading around his desk and dropping into his comfortable office chair. “All right, you’ve got me worried. Is it one of the students? Are they in some kind of trouble?”



“It is, but they’re not.” She studied Brimar, and he had a hard time not getting sucked in by her supermodel looks. Kara had taken to painting her eyebrows a dark shade of brown lately, contrasting beautifully with her blonde hair, and it gave her even more of an air of sophistication and sexiness. “Brimar, you’ve slept with a few students here and there, yes?”



He raised an eyebrow. “Um…”



“It’s okay. You’re not in any trouble. You’ve probably heard I have too. So has most the staff.”



“Well… uh… yes. I guess I have. Dani Scheeler. Annette Bryceton. Gina Clingson. Why?”



“Ms. Morleau.”



“Alyson?” Brimar asked, confused. “What’s going on with her?” His eyes widened with sudden realization. “I’ve never-”



Kara held up a well-manicured hand and shook her head. “I didn’t think you had. Yet.”



“Yet?”



“Dr. Kriel, you’ve had to see the way she looks at you. The way you’ve brought her out of her shell, well… if I were in her shoes at that age, I’d be crushing pretty hard on you too.”



“Alyson?” he asked, feeling stupid. “Wait… Alyson?”



Kara smiled. “Is that so hard to believe? Such a shy girl gets taken under the wing of her handsome, charming professor?”



He rubbed his face. “Aw, jeez. I’m not going to deny I find her an attractive young woman, but if you think this is a bad idea…”



“No. In fact, quite the opposite. I’ve spoken to Sienna.” That was Hudwell Academy’s resident head counselor and advisor to the young women on campus. With the school’s unusually high hookup rates, not just between students but with the staff, the school’s administrators and its head professors – which included Kara – wanted to be able to offer help and assistance to any woman at the drop of a hat, and that often meant emotional and psychological as well as protection. Any female student could come to Sienna or her staff night and day, no questions asked, no judgment. She worked wonders with the young women on campus. “She’s spoken to Alyson a few times. In an official capacity, she can’t say much, except that a little fling with someone kind and decent is exactly what that young woman needs. But Brimar… the way she is around you, you need to be very careful.”



“And that’s why you’re here.”



“Yes. She’s a bright individual and I’m not about to make her choices for her, as I wouldn’t for any of our other students, male or female. If she wants to sleep with you, she is certainly old enough to understand herself and her own desires. But as your friend, I’m here to ask you to be very kind to her.”



Brimar nodded dumbly. “Yes, of course, Kara. Thank you. I think I should talk to her.”



“Honesty’s always a good position to begin something.”



She rose to her feet, and he followed suit. They shook, and she gave him a dazzling smile. “See you next book club?”



“Count on it.”



* * *



Alyson and Desiree danced in the most awkward way possible. Their schedules ran just opposite each other – most of Alyson’s classes were in the morning while Desiree’s fell in the afternoon. Desiree’s participation in a school play took up most of her free time, leaving her coming back to the dorm just as Alyson was drifting off to sleep.



But that wasn’t the only reason they were painfully shy and awkward around each other, and they both knew it. The first step had been taken towards something greater, but neither of them knew quite what came next or what the other wanted, and they were both too young and afraid of being hurt to broach the subject.



One night during Desiree’s rehearsals, one of the actors spilled water on the lighting rig and caused a small fire. It was put out in just a matter of seconds, but the acrid smoke drove them out of the theater, and the director called off rehearsals for the evening. She texted her roomie on the way back to the dorms, and Alyson, who felt like maybe she needed to make the next move, got an idea. A very wicked one. She texted Desiree back and asked if she’d be bringing anyone back. Desiree texted back with a question mark and a “no. y?”



Alyson grinned and didn’t respond.



When Desiree came in, she was immediately greeted by the waft of understated lily and cucumber from a wax burner. From her vantage point, she could see Alyson under her covers in her bed, head towards the door. Despite the coffeehouse acoustic playing from Desiree’s laptop, she thought she could hear a faint buzzing sound.



“Alyson?” Desiree whispered, closing the door behind her and locking it.



“Mm hm.”



“Um. Are you…?”



“Yeaaah.”



Desiree’s purse dropped to the floor beside the door and she said hoarsely, “Oh my God.”



She stepped closer, and Alyson glanced up at her roommate, cheeks flushed. She smiled hesitantly, and slowly brought down the covers with one hand. Hard nipples poked at a simple white tank. Her pink cotton panties were still on, but tugged down between her lower thighs. The business end of a vibrator buzzed against her pussy lips.



“I thought maybe I’d do it in front of you this time,” Alyson whispered.



Desiree stared, her big doe eyes running up and down Alyson’s body, her mouth open and her lips working silently. Finally, she said, “I’m going to kiss you.”



“Okay,” Alyson said, her word nearly lost it was so quiet.



Desiree leaned down, and Alyson closed her eyes instinctually. Their soft lips brushed, parted just enough that they could feel a whisper of shared breath. Desiree cupped Alyson’s temple in her hands, brushing errant strings of hair back with her thumbs, and she murmured, “You’re so beautiful, Aly.”



“You are too, Desi.”



“Can I help you?”



Alyson’s eyes slowly opened, and she looked away, blushing. “Someday I’d like that. But I still feel, um…”



“Shy.”



“Yes. But I really do want you to. Is that okay? Can you be patient?”



Desiree nodded, staring down at the vibrator between Alyson’s parted thighs. “Yes. For you, yes.”



She backed away, Alyson watching her with a wistful smile. Desiree began to strip. Her light gray top came up and over her head. Every inch of her tanned skin, Alyson wanted to taste, and she mewled softly at the sight of Desiree’s cotton bra. As yet untouched by age, they seemed to defy gravity despite their size, and oh, how Alyson wanted to rest her head against them, licking and sucking as her roomie worked her fingers into her. The jeans came down next. Despite her teeny stomach, Desiree had curvy hips. She turned and bent over to kick off the pants, showing off her bouncy bottom swaddled in simple white bikini briefs.



“I love your butt,” Alyson said, and giggled. “That sounded so dorky.”



“Hey, I’ll take it,” Desiree said, waggling it for her roommate. “And for what it’s worth, I think you’ve got a cute butt too.”



“I don’t even have one. Yours looks like something I could eat for dinner.”



“Mmm. You, nibbling my booty? Now that’s a hot idea.”



Alyson giggled again, feeling drunk off her roommate’s ridiculously hot body. “I mean it, Desi. You’re hot. You’re like sex on two legs.”



“And you are so lame,” Desiree said, but she was blushing furiously and stood back upright to undo the clasp on her bra and drop it to the ground. The panties followed, and she turned, hiding her sex with one hand. “I don’t feel this shy around anyone else.”



“And you might be the only person I don’t feel shy around. Except maybe Dr. Kriel.” At the mention of the professor’s name, Alyson slid the vibrator harder against her clit and sucked in a shaky breath.



“Oooh. Dr. Kriel, huh?” Desiree said, sitting on the edge of her bed and spreading her legs wide. “Think you said his name in the shower, didn’t you?”



Alyson laughed softly and tossed back her head to stare at the ceiling. “Mm hm. Boys… well, they haven’t always been the nicest to me. But Dr. Kriel… I don’t know.”



“He’s cute. I can see why you like him.”



“He’s got those killer eyes. Like… literally… killer,” Alyson said, and gasped. “This feels so good.”



Desiree grabbed her pillows and stacked them against the wall behind her bed so she could sit back against them and watch the show. Her fingers slipped across her sex, teasing her own skin. “Mm, keep going.”



“He’s always got those suits on, but you can just tell he’s got a really hot body. He’s so tall, like… like…” Alyson fuzzed out as she drove the vibrator over her clit. “I think… about him… and us…”



“Both of us?” Desiree murmured, rubbing her folds harder.



Alyson’s butt rose off the bed and dropped back down, her knees drawing together and apart in a hypnotic rhythm. “Yah huh.”



“What would he do, baby?”



“I want to see… him… fucking you from… from behind. On your hands…” Alyson’s eyes rolled back in her head and her throat worked as she swallowed. “Hands and knees. And he’s fucking you… kinda gently, and… I’m on my back… in front of you… oh Desi…”



“Keep going,” Desiree murmured, spreading herself wide and sliding three fingers into her cunt.



Mimicking her roommate, Alyson spread her pussy lips apart and ran the vibrator along the full length, stopping to tease her asshole before bringing it back up to her clit. She shuddered, and her eyes focused on Desiree. “And you s-start… mmm… licking me, licking my…”



“Say it.” Desiree pumped her fingers hard into herself, her breath coming harder and harder.



“My va… va…”



“No,” Desiree whispered. “Say it.”



“My… pussy!” Alyson gasped. “You lick my pussy! Oh God, Desiree, I’m so bad! I don’t want to hurt you I don’t want to hurt you-”



Desiree was up and crossing the space between their beds in a flash. She clasped Alyson’s cheeks and kissed her, hard, and Alyson’s mouth parted for her insistent tongue. A keen rose from her chest, darted through her throat until it hit her lips and she wailed her pleasure into Desiree’s mouth as she came, the vibrator falling from her fingers, her hips jumping.



Their lips broke contact and Desiree leaned in to whisper into Alyson’s ear, “You’re not hurting me, Aly, I love it, I love it, you hear me? I think that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”



Alyson cracked an eye open, staring at her roommate. Her hands wrapped around Desiree’s head and she pulled her roommate in for another kiss as her body finally started unclenching. Desiree’s hand slid under her roommate’s calf, came up across her smooth skin until she arrived at the panties, and Desiree was tugging them down and off, tossing them onto her bed.



“Lay with me and finish,” Alyson whispered. “Will you do that?”



Desiree nodded. The tip of the vibrator was damp with Alyson’s need, and she picked it up. Watching her roommate, she licked the end of it, smiling faintly at Alyson’s own reflexive licking of her lips. Then she was scooting against the wall so Desiree could climb into bed beside her, hip to hip. They kissed again, softer this time, the fervent need burning down to embers. Desiree ran the vibrator across her breasts first – sometimes she could get herself off just like that, something she wanted to show Alyson but now wasn’t the time – and brought it down her body. As she reached the vee of her pelvis, Alyson’s hand fell on top of her wrist.



“Together?” Desiree asked, and Alyson nodded.



They brought the vibrator down to Desiree’s slick folds, already so wet even after just a minute or two of fingering herself. Their gazes didn’t break once as Desiree rolled the vibrator down and back, down and back. In that moment, there was only the two of them. Even Dr. Kriel was a faint memory as they lost themselves to unspoken words and feelings bigger than they’d ever experienced. Their lips met a few times, soft kisses each of them, but they were mostly content to focus on the thrumming, on Alyson’s hand on top of Desiree’s.



And when Desiree came, she whispered her roommate’s name. “Aly, Aly… ohhh, Alyson…”



Afterwards, the vibrator cleaned and tucked away for fun another night, they stretched out together on the bed. Desiree’s hand rested on Alyson’s hip, her breasts against Alyson’s. Alyson occasionally stroked Desiree’s face.



“This is real, isn’t it?” Alyson asked. It wasn’t the first time. After their masturbation session in the shower, she’d asked the same thing.



Desiree nodded. “It is. I don’t know who hurt you, but I’ve… um, I’ve liked you since we first moved in together.”



“I like you too.” Alyson smiled. “I didn’t think I was into women until I saw you with Cecile.”



“Really? Hm. I corrupted you. That’s fun.”



“Are we… like… a couple?”



Desiree chewed on her lip. “I hadn’t thought about that. Cooper and I, that’s just for fun and I think he’s moved on anyways. With you, it feels like something more. I don’t know. I kinda liked your fantasy about us in a threesome.”



“Mm,” Alyson said, closing her eyes and shivering pleasantly. Then she opened them. “What if… we just explore what this is for a while? Like… friends with benefits unless…”



“We decide we want more?” Desiree asked.



Alyson nodded. “I think it’s, um, kinda hot when you’re with other people.”



Desiree squeezed Alyson’s hip. “Mm. And if you decide to join in, that’s cool.” She leaned in and kissed Alyson’s nose, making her giggle.



* * *



Thoughts of what Kara Stone said to him kept playing over and over in Brimar’s head that week. It distracted him to the point where he kept making stupid blunders, mixing up terminology and in general being more of a nuisance to his students than a boon. He didn’t know how to approach Alyson, but eventually figured it had to be done regardless of a plan or not. She seemed more eager that week than he’d ever seen her, almost bubbly and definitely more talkative. To look at her, someone would have never guessed she was a shy wallflower just a couple weeks ago.



One day after a bumbled attempt at a class, Brimar said quietly to Alyson, “Ms. Morleau, a word, if you please.”



“In trouble again,” one of her newfound friends said, and she grinned at the guy.



“Guess I’d better quit destroying you suckers on the quizzes and bring the curve down a bit.”



“Yeah, yeah,” the guy said, taking a moment to give her an appreciative glance up and down before he scampered off to join his friends.



Alyson sat on the edge of one of the classroom’s tables, still smiling as the last of the students disappeared. “Everything okay, Dr. Kriel?”



“No. Yes. I’m not sure, actually.” He glanced around and frowned. “There are no other classes here for a few hours. I think we can speak privately.” He crossed the room and shut the door. “Alyson, I…” He rubbed his face and turned. “Would you like Dr. Shaffer here? Or Dr. Stone?”



“Am I in trouble?” she asked.



“No. Not a bit.” Brimar sighed. “Straight to it. Alyson, Dr. Stone came by my office and told me something I was maybe a little too thickheaded to notice. And if we’re off base on this, please, feel free to walk out that door and go see-”



“Please,” Alyson whispered. “Just tell me what’s going on. I’m scared.”



Brimar’s eyes widened. “Oh, no, there’s nothing to be scared of, I’m butchering this. Alyson… Ms. Morleau, Dr. Stone told me you might be, ah, developing some attachments. To me.”



“Oh.”



He nodded. “I wanted to talk to you about it in person in case it was true. I think, uh, it’s important we, um…”



“You don’t have to say anything else,” she said.



“I don’t?” Brimar asked, confused.



“I’m a stupid girl with a stupid crush,” she said softly. “I’m an idiot. I’m sorry.”



Her eyes glimmering with tears, she leaned over to pick up her bag. He held up his hands. “Alyson, no, you’re not any of that.”



“You’re my professor, of course you would have to reject me, I just thought we were…”



Brimar crossed the room in just a few strides. She jumped when his hands fell on her shoulders, and kicking himself for what he was sure would be a job-ending offense even at Hudwell if he was wrong about this, Brimar leaned down to kiss Alyson. Her eyes widened in shock and she froze as his lips met hers. The kiss was short and passionless, and it was his turn to feel stupid and embarrassed.



“I’m sorry,” he said. “I shouldn’t have…”



“Do it again,” she whispered. “Please, sir, do it again.”



Please, sir.



Hard in a fucking heartbeat.



Brimar’s hands came up to cup her cheeks, and her eyes fluttered as he brought his lips to hers again. Alyson melted, almost going boneless for him as her lips parted. He dropped one hand to her lower back and held her up as she gripped his waist. She was so small in his arms.



He brushed her cheek with his thumb, then his hands joined behind her back and he guided her back to the desk. He gripped her almost non-existent ass in her sweats and lifted her up and onto the lip of the desk.



Her eyes, those sweet eyes. He couldn’t stop drinking them in as he kissed her again and again and again. She spread her knees wide and he stepped in even closer, his lips moving to her cheek, her chin. Her back arched when he reached her neck and she gasped his name.



“Dr. Kriel, ohhh…”



Brimar, he almost told her, but the “Dr. Kriel” was so fucking hot he let it go with a primal grunt of need, his hard cock jutting out in his slacks. She must have felt him because she reached down and tentatively brushed it with trembling fingers.



“Oh my gosh,” she whispered. “Is it really that big?”



“I suppose so,” he said, smiling against her neck. He was above average, that was true, but not porn star huge. He squeezed her ass and ground into the vee of her hips. Then he pulled back, just a few inches, and said quietly, “What do you want, Alyson?”



“What do you mean?”



“If you tell me to take you, I’ll take you. If you tell me to make love to you, I’ll do that too. I will do whatever makes you comfortable.”



She nodded slowly and whispered, “Your tongue. Would you? No one has ever… um…”



“It would be my pleasure.”



With deft, calloused fingers, he quickly undid the tie on her sweatpants and she lifted her butt up. His thumbs slid into the elastic waistband and he tugged them down slowly. A pair of yellow polka-dot bikini briefs greeted him cheerily and he couldn’t help a laugh.



“Shut up,” Alyson said, grinning down at him.



“Didn’t say a thing.”



“You laughed.”



“Uh, just remembering a funny joke.”



“Ass.”



Brimar grinned at her. “They’re cute. Really. And they’ll look even better pooled on the ground next to my cartoon boxers.”



Now it was her turn to laugh as he helped her out of her shoes and finished tugging off her sweats. “Thank you, Dr. Kriel. I was so nervous. I always am around you, and then you make it… not so weird.”



“It’s almost like it’s my job to make my students feel better.” He rose up and kissed her again, one of his hands straying down to cup a breast. “Mm, speaking of making you feel better.”



“Oh, that’s a terrible line.”



He stroked her breast with his thumb. A handful, and not much more. Just perfect for her tiny frame. “Yeah, I feel just awful about it.”



“Make it up to me?”



Brimar grinned, and kissed her one more time. Then his face grew serious. “Alyson, are you sure about this?”



She cupped his face in her hands. “Dr. Kriel, I need you to know a few things. I’m crushing on you, but I’m not, like, crazy in love with you or something. I’m not naïve, but boys have… treated me pretty badly in the past. I need a man. And you make me comfortable, and I feel safe with you in a way I don’t with anyone else except my roommate. So yes. I’m sure.”



His heart soared when she said she wasn’t in love with him. Not that he wasn’t growing incredibly fond of Alyson, but she wasn’t letting her heart get in the way of her head. That eased his mind so much. He trailed his fingers down her sides to her panties, and leaned his forehead against hers. “Then I’m going to do this for you but we’ll make love another night. Because you deserve better than the top of a desk in a cold school building.”



“Okay,” Alyson murmured. She reached down and squeezed him through his pants. “But won’t you, um, hurt?”



Brimar gave her his best warm smile. “Don’t worry, he’s used to it in classrooms full of gorgeous women like you. Relax. I’m a big boy. I’ll be fine.”



He knelt before her, his beautiful student, and took one of her feet in his hands. She’d painted her nails in lavender with cool blue stripes. He adored them, and kissed the feet they belonged to. Then Brimar kissed her ankles and her calves, wishing they could do this long and properly, but the desk under her butt wouldn’t be comfortable for long and he was too desperate to get his mouth on her pussy. When he reached her knees with his mouth, he stopped to hook his fingers into her panties and had her lift up again so he could slide them down. Her lips looked as sweet as fruit, and he yearned to taste her. His hands gripped her under her knees and lifted her legs so they rested on each of his shoulders. Alyson drew in a deep, unsteady breath, watching him closely as he kissed her thighs, staring up at her.



Then his hands wrapped under and over her thighs and he pulled them wide, putting her delicate pussy and her need for him on full display.



Brimar leaned in and brushed his lips against her clit. “Hello, beautiful,” he murmured. She smiled faintly, but her back arched fast when he kissed her hood again. Nineteen, so damn young and sweet and unbroken by the world. And she was his.



Every woman he’d ever tasted, he loved for different reasons. With Alyson, he found her pussy almost intoxicating. Was it because, like the rest of Alyson, it was so small? Was it because she tasted like the soap she used, something fresh and new to him? Was it the taboo of this, even if he’d slept with students before her? He didn’t know and didn’t care. What Brimar Kriel knew was when he tasted Alyson Morleau, he had to have more.



He gripped her thighs tight and buried his mouth against her lips, kissing up and down in straight lines three, maybe four times, just greeting her lips with his own. Even just that simple, easy gesture set her alight, and Alyson already was rolling her hips to meet him, gripping the edge of the desk like she might go flying off. When he finally slid his tongue into her, keeping it stiff like a finger, she gasped and clasped a hand to her mouth.



“It’s okay to be loud,” he murmured. “Sound baffling.”



She nodded hesitantly and cast a glance at the door. “O-okay,” she moaned.



Just a few minutes of licking her divine folds and Alyson was already so wet for him. With one hand under her for balance, she used the other to grip his hair and roll her pussy against his mouth. He’d barely touched her clit and yet Brimar was positive she had to be close. With her guiding her own thrusts back at his face, he moved his hands to spread her folds, letting his tongue explore Alyson’s core deeper and deeper. He slid his thumbs up and down her pussy and collected some of her wetness, using it finally to rub her clit.



Alyson went
 nuts.



 “Oh, f-fu-fu…” she wailed. “Please, Dr. B-Brimar, please, j-just like that!”



All he was doing was making an easy clockwork rub along the edge of her clit, so he kept it up and occasionally leaned up further to swipe his tongue along her nub too. That drove her even crazier and she humped back at him. He did this a few more times before burying his mouth against her pussy, driving his tongue deep into her and waggling it as he stroked her clit.



“Yeeessss,” she hissed at him. He grinned and dragged his tongue up and down before repeating the earlier motions that had driven her wild. The tease and the intense rush, like a cone and ice cream. She was so frantic for his touch, his tongue. Brimar was only that young a decade ago but it was easy to forget the intensity of really good foreplay as a young adult. To her body, he could do no wrong as long as he kept her pleasure first.



“God, God, God, oh shit!” Alyson screamed as he centered on her clit again, and her legs jumped, her back jumped, shit, her whole body jumped. For a long few seconds she went completely stock still, her breath driven out of her lungs, and then she shuddered and screamed again. “Eeeeeyaaaaaafuuuuuuuck!”



When Alyson came, small as her pussy might be, she drenched his tongue and his mouth in liquid warmth. She grabbed his hair so hard it hurt and shoved him into her folds, bucking against him, riding out the orgasm for all it was worth. Then she was pulling on his hair again, this time to guide him up to his feet, wrapping her legs desperately around his waist as she pulled him to her for a deep, hard kiss. Her eyes widened in shock and surprise at her own gesture, but she settled into it, whimpering into his mouth.



When he finally pulled away, Alyson breathed, “I’ve never, um, tasted myself.” Then she clutched a hand across her still-clothed breasts. “I’ve never been eaten out like that either. Or had an orgasm like that. Holy crap, Dr. Kriel.” She saw his glistening chin and his damp suit collar, and gasped. “Oh no, I hope I didn’t ruin your shirt and your suit.”



Brimar leaned in hungrily and kissed her. “You’re cute, Alyson. Trust me, you didn’t.”



While she recovered, he headed down the hallway to the bathroom and grabbed a handful of paper towels, dampening a few with hot water. When he came back, she’d collected her panties and sweats, but hadn’t yet put them on. “Let me,” he said, and helped her clean up. They traded a few more kisses, and Alyson finally regretfully hopped up to get dressed again.



“Dr. Kriel…”



“You can call me Brimar, if you like. Outside of the classroom, anyways.” He glanced around, grinning. “Well, current situation aside. I think we can make an exception in the classroom if we’re having fun like that.”



“You’d really want to do this again?” Alyson asked.



He blinked at her. “Well… yes. If you’d like that.”



“Very much so. You were… perfect.”



“But if we do this again… I feel like we need to set some boundaries and talk about what all this is.”



She nodded. “That would be good, I think.”



Brimar grinned. “Then let me cook you dinner this weekend. Or take you out on a proper date.”



“Is that… allowed?” Alyson asked. “I mean, you hear rumors about the staff and students here…”



“Yes,” Brimar said. “It’s allowed. And a lot of what you hear is true. Not all of it, but enough. The faculty and students are allowed to, ah, have some fun, so long as the feelings are reciprocated.”



“As they most definitely are,” Alyson said, blushing. “Dr. Kr… Brimar. I’d love to have you cook me dinner. No one’s ever done that outside family for me. But could I ask you one thing?”



“Name it.”



She gave him an unreadable smile. “Could I bring a friend?”



Confused, he said, “Like… a boyfriend or something?”



“No. My, uh, roommate. Trust me. I think you’ll like her.”



“Uh,” he said, utterly nonplussed. A roommate? Maybe she wanted someone there in case he got too handsy or something. That made sense. “Sure. Yeah.”



They exchanged numbers and he gave her his address. When Alyson left, it was with a devious, huge smile, and Brimar scratched the back of his head. Women. Even at nineteen, they baffled him.



* * *



Dr. Kriel owned a two-bedroom house on the outskirts of the identically named town of Hudwell that surrounded the college. It was a cute place with a lot of windows and an inviting beach house feel to it, even if it wasn’t actually all that close to the ocean. Desiree parked in his driveway, and before they got out, Desiree took her roommate’s hand.



“I’m so happy you’re coming out of your shell,” she said, and kissed Alyson’s digits.



“Thank you for being patient with me,” Alyson murmured. She pulled her hand back, unbuckled, and leaned over to kiss her roommate. Their tender moment together had to end sometime, and finally they both pulled away and stepped out of the car.



Brimar told Alyson not to bring anything, so all they carried was their purses. Before they walked up to his door, Alyson stopped and tried to look at herself in the mirror.



“You look beautiful,” Desiree said quietly. She studied her roommate with a look hiding volumes of meaning. It hadn’t escaped Alyson’s notice that since she and Desiree started their blossoming relationship, she hadn’t brought anyone around and had broken up with Coop entirely.



With Desiree’s help, Alyson had selected a simple white cotton dress with a butterfly pattern. The shoulder straps were frilly and felt good against her bared skin. Desiree looked amazing in a pair of high waisted jeans that hugged her curvy ass and hips, and a red long-sleeved top with a deep, plunging neckline crisscrossed with laces. Combined with her bra, it made Desiree’s cleavage practically shout for attention. Both of them had spent an absurd amount of time on their hair and makeup, drawing questions from the other girls on their floor as to who their big dates were. Alyson and Desiree never told.



“Come here,” Alyson said shyly.



Desiree did, tossing back her hair to lean in and kiss her roommate softly. “Alyson, I…”



“I know,” Alyson whispered. “And if you want to go, it’s okay.”



“No. But I’m afraid I’ll lose you after tonight.”



Alyson took Desiree’s hand. “Never.”



They walked up the sidewalk together, stealing glances of each other and blushing. Only when they got to the door did their hands part. Alyson cleared her throat and knocked, and a few moments later, Dr. Kriel opened the door wide.



“I’ve never seen you without a suit,” Alyson said, her eyes wide.



Dr. Kriel laughed. He gestured down at the silky black button down and tan trousers. The shirt could not have hugged his abs any closer, and Alyson realized her ruminations on his body were completely one hundred percent accurate. Kriel had a rocking hard body, slim and lean as a viper.



“I hope you don’t mind me dressing down a bit.”



“This is dressing down for you?” Desiree asked.



“Come on in!” Dr. Kriel said, ignoring that and gesturing inside. “You must be the roommate. I’m sorry, I know I’ve seen you around campus.”



The two young women stepped in, and Desiree hesitantly held out a hand. “Desiree.”



“Brimar. At least in my home.” He turned his attention to Alyson and kissed her cheek. “You look lovely. Both of you, really.”



“All right,” Desiree said appreciatively. “I see why you let him dive in mouth first. He’s a charmer.”



Alyson clapped a hand to her mouth, and said behind it, “Desi!”



Brimar laughed. “Ah, she told you then. I promise, we’ll keep it PG-13 through dinner.”



“Well, that’s no fun,” Desiree muttered.



He laughed again, this time somewhat uncertainly, and gave them the tour. An L-shaped couch dominated most of the living room, apart from a TV on one wall above a set of bookshelves overflowing with fiction and nonfiction alike. It fed into a cozy dining room and a narrow but modern kitchen.



With his hand on the fridge, Brimar said, “The one firm rule Hudwell has about staff and student interaction is there’s no alcohol. I need to be able to trust the both of you not to break that.”



Both young women agreed, and each took a cool, sweating pop as they kept on walking through the house. The spare bedroom had been made into Brimar’s office, and against one wall was a gorgeous mountain bike.



“You ride regularly?” Desiree asked.



“I do! You?”



Desiree nodded and stepped into the room before casting a worried glance over her shoulder. “You don’t mind if I…?”



“No, no, go on ahead.”



She ran a hand over the bike’s surface. “Oh, wow. My brothers and sisters and I used to be huge on this. I haven’t gone since high school.”



“Not a whole lot of mountains around here, but there are plenty of trails. Dr. Rich Legley, he’s from around these parts and he’s really into it. Taught me all the best places. If you have a bike, come with sometime.”



Desiree turned ang grinned. “Oh, absolutely. I was telling Alyson the other day I need to get out on the track more often with her. You two might actually save me from the freshman five.”



“You wouldn’t be any less gorgeous with it,” Brimar said, then rubbed his mouth and chuckled. “Uh, if you don’t mind me saying.”



“Not a bit,” Desiree said, and beside Brimar, Alyson smiled.



His master bedroom was comfortable and well-kept, and apart from a bathroom, that was the end of the tour. Brimar ushered them out to the backyard, the real treat of the house. It was why he’d bought the place. Close to the house was a shaded concrete patio area with a stone grill island and a table and chairs. Just beyond was a rectangular pool running parallel to the house, with a basketball hoop on one end and a ball floating in the water. The yard had the feel of something ethereal and otherworldly to it, like when they looked back, they might see some vision of a fantasy world instead of the nice but ordinary house they’d just left.



“It’s a new build so I had to put in all the shrubbery and flowers myself,” Brimar said, gesturing at two rows’ worth of greenery next to his fence. “I’ve been thinking about some fruit trees. We could never grow them where I’m from. Plus, a little extra shade down on the far end would go a long way, I think. And maybe a hot tub next spring.”



“Oh wow,” Alyson breathed, stepping out of the patio area and taking in the backyard. “It’s so… so…”



“My lack of thoughts exactly,” Brimar said.



They headed back inside, and Brimar pulled out the ingredients he’d prepared an hour before the students showed up. On the menu was summer squash gratin, halibut steaks, and a simple green salad.



“And if anyone’s a vegetarian, I can always order in,” Brimar said as he donned his apron.



“That sounds amazing,” Alyson said.



“No kidding!” Desiree agreed. “I mean, the school’s cooking is fine, but… wow.”



Brimar laughed as he began to arrange the squash. “All thanks to Julie-Anne Orbis. Do either of you know her?” Both of them shook their heads. “Well, she runs the culinary department. They do amazing work over there. Anyways, she teaches a night course specifically for the staff, teachers, and some of the townies. Before, I was maybe an okay cook at best. Now… well, I’m not nearly as amazing as some of the others, but at least I’m not setting fire to the place either.”



“Well, it sure sounds like it worked,” Desiree said, giving him a smile Alyson had only ever seen when her roommate was flirting with her. Alyson stuck her tongue out at her, and Desiree responded in kind, grinning.



They made small talk while Brimar prepared the food. It was good getting-to-know-you stuff, mostly about Desiree since she was kind of the odd one out. It became apparent to the young women that he was still trying to figure out how exactly she fit into this first date with Alyson. For the moment, they enjoyed the secrecy, but Desiree couldn’t help play a little grab-ass while they rinsed off some of the pots and pans Brimar was no longer using.



“Stop,” Alyson said, giggling as Desiree squeezed her butt through her dress.



“You like it and you know it, slut,” Desiree said.



Brimar’s eyebrows shot up and he had a very hard time focusing on the pan in front of him. Alyson shot a look over at him and back at Desiree. “Well… maybe a little.”



Desiree tossed back her hair. “Good. Because I want a better feel.” With that, she lifted up the hem of Alyson’s dress. The nylon of a purple pair of panties disappeared in the cleft of Alyson’s tiny ass.



“Desi!” she gasped, blushing furiously.



Desiree ignored her and winked at Brimar. “She bought them just for tonight. So you’d better consider yourself lucky, Doc.”



“I do,” he murmured.



Alyson rounded on her roommate. “And what about you? Hm? What did you buy for tonight?” Since Desi was wearing jeans, she couldn’t work those down, so she hooked her fingers into the cleavage of her roommate’s shirt and tugged down, showing off the red bra that lifted and emphasized her already perky breasts.



Desiree swatted her hands, but her eyes were on Brimar. A sudden understanding seemed to strike him, and he murmured, “Ahhh.”



“Ah what?” Alyson asked, finally letting go of her friend’s top.



“He gets it, I think,” Desiree murmured to her roommate. “But just to make sure…” She brought her fingertips to Alyson’s chin and tilted her head for a kiss. Long even by their standards, they held the kiss as Desiree’s hands fell again to Alyson’s ass, squeezing as she winked at Brimar.



When they broke apart, there was silence for a while, then Brimar said quietly, “You two are beautiful together.”



“Thank you,” Alyson whispered. She floated over to one of the dining room chairs and sat, watching him cook and Desiree take up a spot beside him, leaning against the counter. They began talking slowly about their blossoming relationship, and where they were at.



“If it was anybody else,” Alyson said as Desiree began carrying over plates laden with amazing-looking food, “I don’t know if I’d have been so… comfortable. Our shower, it was, um…”



“Intense,” Desiree murmured.



“It, ah, sounds like it,” Brimar said. He undid the ties on his apron and hung it up on the wall before joining them. They ate, and while the food was as good as it smelled and looked, the mood had definitely changed into something anticipatory. The three of them watched each other like they were in a standoff. There was dessert, but Brimar forgot about it as they started pushing their forks around slower and slower.



Finally, Alyson sat back and dabbed at her lips with a napkin. “Excuse me for a minute. Just need to freshen up,” she said.



Her roommate and her professor nodded absently at that. When she’d gone, Brimar leaned forward and said quietly, “I’m not ever going to try to take her from you, Desiree.”



“What do you mean?”



“I’ve seen the looks. I didn’t know how to interpret them at first, but the way you’re staring at her… it’s deeper than a little fling for you, isn’t it?”



The gorgeous young woman tore a tiny chunk from her napkin and murmured, “It’s that obvious?”



“Yeah.”



She nodded, a touch of sadness to her eyes. “Then let me say something. The way she looks at you, Dr. Kriel, I don’t think it’s a little schoolgirl crush either.”



“So here we are,” Brimar said, folding his hands in front of him.



Her smile strengthened some. “Yes. Here we are.”



Alyson came back in, oblivious to the mood in the room. “That was amazing, Brimar. Thank you so much.”



“My pleasure,” he said, staring at Desiree for a long moment before tearing his eyes away from her to glance up at Alyson and smile.



“Say,” Desiree said, “that sound system out in the living room. Does it connect to your computer?”



“Oh! My tablet, actually,” Brimar said.



“Great. We need some music.”



The tablet was in his office, so he went and fetched it for her. Quickly he tapped in his passcode and handed it over. “Go on ahead. I’m going to clean this up and I’ll join you in the living room in a minute.”



“I’ll help,” Alyson said.



Desiree shook her head. “Nope. I need your input. We gotta get a playlist going.” Alyson opened her mouth, but Desiree shook her head.



“Uh. Okay,” the little pixie said, shrugging at her professor.



He took his time cleaning up, figuring Desiree had something she wanted to tell Alyson. Probably that she was taking off or recapping their conversation from earlier, he assumed. A few minutes on, a fun beat started, something he’d heard sporadically on the radio the last few weeks. When he finished putting the leftovers away and started the dishwasher, he came out to a pair of gorgeous beauties dancing together, hands in the air as they swayed to the music. Desiree had some skills, but Alyson was obviously feeling more than a little shy. Her elbows were half-cocked, and her eyes kept flicking to Desiree as if looking for reassurance that she wasn’t going to make fun of her. When he entered the room, she blushed and stared down at her feet, but Desiree was there to twirl around her and smack her butt. Alyson yelped and couldn’t help a laugh.



As Brimar watched, grinning, Desiree leaned in to whisper something into Alyson’s ear. Together, they extended their hands and made “come hither” motions to him. Brimar wasn’t about to miss out on this, and undid a button on his shirt and tugged it loose from his slacks before sidling over, his own natural shuffling white guy moves making him feel just as awkward as Alyson seemed to feel.



The professor and Desiree danced on either side of Aly, Desiree practically rubbing her breasts against her roommate’s back and Brimar keeping away a couple feet. He was enjoying watching the pair, and when the song swapped for another upbeat pop song, Desiree’s hands began to slid up and down Alyson’s sides. The young woman stared over her shoulder, and watching Brimar, Desiree leaned in and brushed her lips against her roommate’s before pulling back and resting her chin on Alyson’s shoulder. They grinned at their professor, their cheeks bright red.



They danced like that throughout that song, and then Alyson turned and gently shoved Desiree towards Brimar. She laughed and spun so her butt was to his groin, and he roped his arms around her waist, grinding against her. His cock, hard already, slid against her jeans through the fabric of his slacks, and she pushed back against him. Alyson watched them both with naked hunger, her own moves faltering as the pair found their rhythm together.



With the next, it was his and Alyson’s turn, and this one was a slower song. Desiree played the puppet master, looping Alyson’s hands around Brimar’s neck and pushing his butt until he scooted closer to the young woman. They swayed together, her eyes locked on his chest, blushing the entire time.



As that song faded, he murmured into her ear, “I love the way you move, Alyson.”



She smiled faintly. “You too.”



The next song was more primal, something with a beat and low, darkly sexy lyrics. Alyson turned to Desiree, and her roommate was there, her arms coming around her just as Brimar’s had been just moments ago. Unlike Alyson’s shyness with Brimar, there was no holding back between the two women, and when Desiree leaned down to kiss Alyson, she didn’t pull away or seem embarrassed in the slightest. The kiss took over the dance, though their bodies still swayed together, and something in the room changed. The playfulness was gone. This was moving fast into something new, something sexy as fuck, and something wildly taboo.



Brimar sat on the edge of his couch, watching the two beauties as their hands began to roam. Alyson, so slender framed and beautiful, her soft eyes and warm smile framed by her pixie cut, her body swaying to the music, hidden away under the butterfly-emblazoned dress. And Desiree, the stunning black-haired sexpot, tanned and curvy in all the best ways, with a smoldering look that spoke volumes about how much she adored her roommate.



Alyson’s fingers brushed Desiree’s ass, unsure if they should settle there. Desiree made up her mind for her by reaching back, grasping her wrists, and planting them firmly on her butt. Her own fingers found one of the straps across Alyson’s shoulders and pulled it up, teasing a reveal of her roommate’s bra underneath. She turned and winked at Brimar, and he leaned back, loosening his belt.



“Pretend I’m not here,” he murmured. “Enjoy yourselves.”



Before she obeyed his orders, Desiree blew him a kiss and winked. Then she turned back to Alyson. “Aly, however far you want to go tonight…”



“All of it,” her roommate said, squeezing her plentiful bottom. “I want you so much it hurts, Desi.”



“Then let’s kiss and make it better,” she murmured, and did just that as she pulled the strap down. The slope of one of her breasts, small on anyone else’s frame but comparatively large on Alyson’s, was now visible, clad in a bra matching her purple panties. Desiree wasted no time, kissing Alyson’s naked shoulder and reaching up to run a thumb across Alyson’s breast. She found her roommate’s nipple, stroked it through the fabric, and Alyson gasped into her ear.



Brimar tossed aside his belt and unbuttoned his pants. His cock was on the rise again after calming down some after their dance, and he had no intention of letting it go soft again until he’d come. The two women in front of him sure helped with that. Alyson’s deft fingers found the button on Desi’s pants and worked it free, leaving only the zipper fighting the battle to maintain Desiree’s decency. God, how he wanted to see that fantastic ass. Brimar loved tits, but nothing in the world was sexier than a juicy butt on a well-toned woman. An image flashed in his mind of Desiree riding him, facing away as she buried her face against Alyson’s tits. That was a fantasy he vowed to make happen.



Desi’s pants dropped a few inches, but didn’t quite fall to the ground. Her nylon panties gave her butt a delicious mold he wanted to sink his teeth into, and his own pants came down, his cock throbbing in his boxers. Desiree glanced over, grinned, and ran a thumb under the other loop of Alyson’s dress. Alyson took her hand, and for a moment, both Brimar and Desiree thought she might put a stop to this. Instead, she stared into her roommate’s eyes as she helped pull the fabric down off her shoulder and letting the dress fall to the floor.



The dancing was done. Desiree leaned down and kissed her roommate with a hunger and a fire born of weeks of yearning, and Alyson was putty in her hands. The bra was unsnapped and dropped unceremoniously, and with a keen of desire, Desiree dropped her head down to suck one of Alyson’s hard nipples into her mouth.



“Oh, Desi,” Alyson cooed, gripping her roommate’s hair and thrusting her breasts into her face. “Keep sucking, please keep sucking.”



The slurps and wet pops of Desiree’s tongue and mouth working on Alyson’s skin could barely be heard above the music. That wouldn’t do. Brimar grabbed his tablet off the table, brought down the volume, and tossed it back. Now he could hear every sound, every whimper, every breathless plea.



“S-suck my…mm…” Alyson said, blushing hard as she glanced shyly at Brimar.



“No one will judge you for saying what you want, Alyson,” he said quietly. “It’s hot. Trust me. Be free.”



Alyson nodded and stared down at her roommate’s tongue trailing the underside of her boob. “Suck them, Desi,” she moaned. “Suck my… tits.”



“Yesss,” Desiree hissed, and reached around Alyson’s waist to pull her tighter against her mouth. She sucked Alyson’s nipple, then alternated to the other fast, as though she thought she were in danger of neglecting it if it didn’t get the same attention. With the sight of her rich black hair spilling down her back and her smoky eyes staring up at her roommate, Alyson was wet and squirming in no time, squeezing her thighs together.



“I need you,” she gasped.



Desiree pulled back and nodded, her hands going for Alyson’s panties. Brimar reached a hand into his boxers as Desiree did the same for Alyson, but the tiny beautiful angel shook her head hard.



“No, Desi. Together. I need us together.”



“I don’t understand,” Desiree said.



“Stand straight,” Alyson ordered.



Desiree did, puzzled but game for anything. Alyson cupped her face, kissed her again, and grasped the hem of her top. They lifted it up and tossed it aside, leaving Desiree’s impressive breasts in the well-stretched bra. Then that was gone too, and Alyson stopped to stare down at her roommate’s hard nipples before she whispered, “Your pants. Let me help you with your pants.”



Desiree nodded and together they worked on getting her out of them. When they’d fallen to the floor, both women were clad only in their panties. Alyson’s were damp with her need and her thighs more than a little wet.



“Panties too?” Desiree asked.



“Uh huh.”



Desiree winked at Brimar. “Let’s give the doc a show.” She whispered in Alyson’s ear, and the pair of college-aged roommates turned and bent over, putting their amazing asses on full display. Alyson’s was taut and tiny, Desiree’s full and tasty. Both sexy in their own way. As one, they wiggled their panties down their hips, their pussy lips glistening with need.



“Jesus Christ,” Brimar groaned. “You two are the sexiest things I’ve ever seen.”



Alyson giggled but otherwise ignored him. They stood upright and faced each other again. Both of them had shaved for this night, and had gone completely hairless. “Now what?” Desiree asked her roommate.



“Together,” Alyson said again. “A sixty-nine. Lay down on the couch, roomie.”



“Oh fuck,” Desiree groaned. “That is a great idea.”



Since Alyson was much lighter, she opted to be on top. They made their way quickly to the part of the L-shaped couch where Brimar wasn’t lounging, and Desiree sprawled out. Her gaze fell on Brimar and she smiled. “I think you’re a little overdressed, sir.”



Brimar groaned. “I swear to God, I’ve never been turned on by being called sir before you two corrupted my mind.”



Alyson giggled. Before she joined her roommate, she pranced over and gave Brimar a kiss when he stood up to skin off his shirt and boxers. She glanced down and gasped, “Oh wow. That’s… um… very, very nice.”



“Lemme see, lemme see,” Desi said, twisting her head and staring at her roommate’s butt blocking the view. When Alyson moved, Desiree’s mouth parted at the sight of Brimar’s prick. He’d shaved that morning, leaving it smooth and the center of attention “Jesus Christ, Doc. Did you paint a tree trunk to look like skin?”



He laughed. Alyson reached down to squeeze him her eyes huge. “I can’t even get my hand around you.” She tentatively leaned down and, staring up at Brimar, she gave it a quick peck on the head. Blushing, she murmured, “See you soon, okay?”



“I think he’s pretty happy with you taking your time. I’m loving this,” Brimar said.



Alyson returned to her roommate, and said quietly, “If I do this wrong…”



Desiree snaked a hand out to lightly hold her roommate’s butt and pull her closer. “There’s no wrong way, sweetheart. I promise you.”



The couch was short and wide, and she could fit her knees on either side of Desiree’s head without losing her balance, something Alyson had oddly feared. A thousand little worries like that played through her mind as she rose up onto the couch and settled her knees on either side of her roommate’s face. Maybe Desiree would get a taste of Alyson and she’d be disgusted. Maybe Alyson stank down there and she never knew it. Maybe she’d be awful at doing this to Desiree. Maybe she wouldn’t like Desiree doing this to her. Maybe she’d come too hard and embarrass herself. Maybe she wouldn’t be able to come at all.



But her fears all evaporated when Desiree’s hands gripped her thighs and pulled her down onto her waiting mouth – and her tongue.



“Ohhh,” Alyson moaned. “Oh wow. This is…”



Desiree pulled back far enough to murmur, “Just enjoy yourself, Aly. Okay?”



“Oh-kay,” Alyson agreed.



Desiree pulled her back down and leisurely licked her roommate’s pussy. Alyson’s back bent and she raised her hands involuntarily to her hair, gripping it.



“Tell her how it feels,” Brimar said softly.



She glanced at him and smiled. “Warm and wet… like a bath and my vibrator all at once. It’s so good.”



“Faster? Harder?” he asked her.



“Just… like… this,” Alyson sighed out each word as Desiree finished her long licks. Slowly she began to roll her hips, and froze. “Um, is that too much weight?” she asked her roomie.



Desiree laughed softly into her thigh. “No, baby. I’ll give you a pinch on the belly if I need air or you’re hurting me. Does that work?”



“Okay,” Alyson said, relieved.



Together Brimar and Desiree’s words coaxed Alyson into finally freeing herself of the chains of worries, and she started rolling her hips again, meeting Desiree’s tongue on the licks up to her clitoris. She let out a deep, pleased “mmm hmmm” when her fingers joined in on the fun, spreading Alyson wide so Desi could flick her clit with her tongue. Cool air conditioning made goosepimples of Alyson’s flesh, and the contrast of it with Desiree’s warm mouth made her shiver delightedly.



This was heaven, she thought. No guy had ever been this gentle with her, not by a long shot. Brimar’s oral skills had been amazing, but this was on another level. Whatever her doubts had been about what would come after she and Desiree finally acted on their lusts with each other were gone now, replaced by a hunger for their future together. As Desiree buried her nose against her roommate’s delicate bud and waggled her tongue, Alyson thought about how much time they’d missed not doing this sooner. She wanted to wake up next to Desiree every day.



And Brimar? She wasn’t sure yet, but now she was anxious to find out if he was part of the equation too. It was so hot having him watch. Her dirty professor, stroking his big cock as he drooled over his young nubile student get eaten out by her busty roommate. Alyson ran her hands along her body thinking about when he’d join them, about the things he’d do to them both. That hard prick in her hands. Her pink tongue flicking it. Her lips spreading wide enough to take him as deep as Alyson could. Sharing him with Desiree, maybe, sucking on him together.



The thought made her shiver, and she whispered, “Ahh, good, it feels so good…”



And the fucking, but that would come later. For now, there was Desiree and her magical tongue, and the soft, warm body underneath her, begging for Alyson’s touch. So that’s what she did. Alyson leaned forward, still rocking her hips on Desi’s face, and ran her fingers along her roommate’s pussy for the very first time.



And Desiree went nuts.



“Yessss,” she whimpered underneath Alyson. “Please, baby, touch me.”



Alyson’s heart swelled. Even if she knew now Desiree actually really did want her, it still felt so good to hear her say it. She sated herself just on brushing Desi’s pussy lips for a few minutes, getting to know her body. But her own pleasure was slowly overwhelming her, and Alyson desperately wanted to make Desiree feel as good as she did. With her roommate already wet, she slid her fingers near her clit again, and slowly sank three of them into her roommate.



“Oh, fuck, yes!” Desiree gasped. “Finger me, Aly!”



“Goddamn,” Brimar said, trying to refrain from stroking himself faster and faster. He leaned forward, just a couple feet away from the two young women. The scent of their sex was starting to fill the air and he breathed it deeply, wishing it was his tongue on one of their pussies.



Desiree’s tongue began to work frantically at Alyson’s folds, doubling her pace. Alyson timed her finger fucking to the rolling of her hips, plunging her digits deep inside her roommate’s pink wet cunt every time she leaned back down on her tongue. Her roommate’s pleasure sent her already-reeling body into a tailspin towards orgasm. Every gasp, every moan spurred Alyson on, drove her wilder and wilder until she wasn’t so much rolling her hips anymore as riding her roommate’s face.



“Oh f-fuuuuuck, Desi! Ahhhh! Lick my p… pussy! Don’t stop, please!”



Her first taste of Desiree came when she did. Alyson’s butt rocked hard a few more times, and Desi’s fingers slipped from her cheeks along her cleft, brushing her tiny asshole. The sensation, the tickling of her most delicate flesh, sent her howling. “Fuck, Desi!” she cried, and her whole body melted. There was no better word for it. Her bones, her muscles, they all gave up the ghost and Alyson pitched forward, her hands barely able to support herself as she buried her face against Desiree’s inner thighs… right next to her pussy and her drenched fingers. Her roommate. Her sweet, sexy roommate had done this to Aly. Her. In time she’d forget the orgasm itself, but not the thoughts running through her mind. Desi, throwing her arms wide to give her a hug their first time meeting one another. Desi sitting on her bed with her, laughing at something on the laptop they were watching, their hands linked without even realizing it. Desi curled up in her bed on the other side of the room, watching and listening as Aly droned on about her day.



Desiree, so clearly in love and lust for weeks now. And Alyson finally woke to it.



Her orgasm swept through her and she mewled her pleasure, Before the last of the shockwaves left her, Alyson moved her head closer to her friend’s needy opening, took a breath, and licked a pussy for the very first time. Desi tasted musky and salty, almost like a caramel without the sweetness. It wasn’t revelatory but neither was it a bad taste. It simply was a taste, and Alyson thought, well, that wasn’t so bad, so why not do it again?



“Aly, was that your-?” Desiree started to ask, then she gasped, “Oh my God. Oh FUCK!”



 A crafty giggle was in order, so that’s what Alyson did, then she began to strategize her attack. Her fingers? Those were her vanguard. But she had a whole other hand to do wicked, devious things to her roommate, not to mention her tongue. Alyson used that last against her mortal frenemy, Desiree’s clit. She and her finger and tongue troops would not rest until her roommate surrendered.



The three fingers inside Desi plunged in and out as she lapped at her roomie and bestie’s delicate button. Alyson loved how much Desi writhed. Her free hand slid under Desi’s butt and squeezed a cheek. It was absolutely meant for hands and lips and tongues, and Alyson squirmed in anticipation of getting to see that thing up close and personal. She flashed back on Desiree’s brush with her own rosebud. Feeling daring, silly, and drunk off her orgasm, Alyson slid that hand under Desi’s butt to her cleft, and idly stroked a finger down along its length.



Slowly licking Alyson’s cunt again, Desi’s eyes shot wide open when a finger brushed across her asshole, swooped back, and prodded it. Around her pussy, Alyson said, “Boop!” and laughed hard into Desiree’s hip.



“Oh you naughty bitch,” Desiree said, laughing too and almost wishing Alyson would go deeper. No one had ever really played with her most delicate hole that much. Guys wanted to fuck her there as some mythical goal, but she’d never let them. “Let’s swap positions. I want to watch Dr. Kriel jerk himself off while you eat my cunt.”



Alyson popped off her roommate’s pussy and said, “Oooh. I’ve never, um, heard anyone say that word in a way I like before. But that’s kind of hot.”



“It’s all in context, baby. Now shut up and get off me so I can jam your pretty lips against my pussy again.”



“Bossy bossy,” Alyson huffed. Brimar stood and helped her off the couch, and she couldn’t help grabbing him around the neck and pulling him down for a long, hard kiss. His hardness brushed along her stomach and she reached down to grasp him. “Mmm. Soon.”



Desiree surprised them by adding her own hand to Brimar’s prick. Neither of them had noticed her getting up, and they both glanced over, amused and wildly turned on by the disheveled sexpot with her slick chin and wet lips. “Mmm, he is big.” She winked at Brimar. “Want a taste of her?”



“Absolutely,” he said.



Desiree reached around his neck the same way Alyson had, and he leaned down to give her a kiss too. This was their first, and Brimar tried to make it memorable. He slid a hand down her back and pulled her tight to him. Their tongues met, and his other hand slid down to her thigh, pulling it up so he could grip her even tighter to him, his cock brushing against her sex and stretching up towards her belly. Desiree moaned softly into his mouth, her eyes fluttering, and he held the kiss as long as it was bearable before they broke apart finally.



“Holy shit, you two,” Alyson murmured. “I just came and I’m about ready to again just from watching that.”



Ignoring her, Brimar smiled at Desiree. “May I help her out with you, or would you like me on the sidelines still? Entirely your pleasure, Desiree. I’ll have fun either way.”



Desiree’s voice felt as faint as she did. That kiss… that had been something else. She’d expected fun with this guy, and maybe a good night of sex, but so far, this had been a wonderful date and that kiss made her feel part of that connection between Alyson and Brimar.



“Um. You can help. If you want,” Desiree murmured, blushing so hard it was a wonder the air conditioning didn’t short out fighting the heat in her cheeks.



“Can I keep eating you out?” Alyson asked as Desiree settled back onto the couch, this time sitting up. “If I wasn’t good at it…”



“No, you were perfect,” Desiree said, smiling. “No kidding. Absolutely perfect.”



“Good,” Alyson said, dropping to her knees. “Because I think this is my new favorite taste. Bestie pussy. Mmm mmm mmm.”



As Alyson spread her roommate’s thighs and leaned in to continue her tongue’s enthusiastic work, Desiree patted the cushion next to her. “Come here,” she said to Brimar.



He joined her and wrapped an arm around her waist as he leaned in for another kiss, this one softer and more playful than their passionate first meeting of their lips. “I like your cologne,” she whispered to him.



“I like your everything, Desiree. I hope you’re having fun.”



She smiled and stroked his cheek with one long manicured nail. “So, so much.”



For a while, the pair kept up a quiet make-out session while Alyson paid tribute to Desiree’s pussy with enthusiastic licks and kisses. Brimar held Desiree’s chin and cheeks with one hand, his other still around her waist as their kissing grew more and more intense. He finally let her go to run a hand down her arm and back up to her neck. Desiree would have made bikini models weep. On top of her soft skin, her big breasts, and her curvy hips, she obviously took good care of herself and he loved stroking her taut stomach.



When Alyson started circling her clit with her tongue, Desiree moaned hard into Brimar’s mouth. He shifted so he could lean harder into her and brought his roaming hand up to cup one of her breasts. So big, so perky, and so amazingly defiant of all the laws of gravity. He broke the kiss and sat up on his knees so he could lean over her and suck one of Desiree’s tits into his mouth.



“Yes, Dr. Kriel, suck my tit,” she whispered. “My dirty teacher.”



She loved the sensation of his rough lips and grasped the back of his head, holding him to her. Alyson stared up at the two of them and reached a hand back to play with herself, sinking three fingers deep inside her own cunt as she moaned into Desiree’s pussy. Brimar squeezed Desiree’s breasts together and switched nipples in a hurry, sucking it into his mouth and letting it go with a wet, sexy plop. Still feeling Desiree up, he brought his mouth to hers again and again, grunting his need when her hand found his thick, raging cock and started jerking him, hard.



When he broke away for a breath she spat into her palm several times and grabbed him again. “She’s got a fantasy about you, did she tell you that?”



“Uh uh,” Brimar grunted, not sure if Alyson had or hadn’t. His mind was waving bye-bye as the orgy of flesh dominated his every thought. He leaned down again and nipped at one of Desiree’s nipples.



“Ahhhh,” she hissed, and with a deep shuddering breath, she continued. “She w-w-wants you to… to… fuck me from be… oh, God, Alyson… behind while I e-” Her eyes bulged and she gasped out a sharp, shrill note. Alyson had a hand under her roommate’s bottom and he could only imagine what she was doing down there. “Eat her out!” Desiree yelled, squeezing her eyes shut.



“She’s close, Alyson,” Brimar breathed, then he leaned in and kissed Desiree again, their tongues flicking together like they were fencing. Her hand on his cock stopped jerking and trembled, and then he could feel it.



“Ohhhh! Aly!” she cried, and grabbed her roommate’s head and shoved her into her cunt. “Fuck, baaaaby, ah, ahhhhhh, God, ahhhh!”



Desiree’s feet kicked wide as she came and her hips pumped up once, twice. Her breath caught and exploded outwards in a whoosh, and she grabbed Alyson under her shoulders, pulling her up insistently. Alyson got the idea and rushed upwards to meet Desiree’s lips, sharing the need still on her mouth and tongue.



“So goddamn hot,” Brimar groaned, falling backwards against the cushion, jerking himself now. The two women kissed and kissed, and then Desiree glanced aside at him, grinning.



“Baby?”



“Mm?” Alyson asked, kissing Desiree’s neck.



“We haven’t thanked Dr. Kriel yet. And he’s been so patient.” Desiree put two fingers under Alyson’s chin and pushed it up so they were looking at each other. “What do you think we should do?”



“Give him a b… blowjob?” Alyson asked, blushing.



“Perfect,” Desiree murmured.



“Oh damn,” Brimar said. He sat back in the corner of the couch as Alyson got off and hopped on the cushions on the other side of him. Desiree shifted positions and loomed over him, kissing him again before both women leaned down to his throbbing dick. After the incredible show and making out with Desiree, he thought he might erupt at their first touch, and gripped the cushions beside him to hang on for dear life.



Alyson’s lips brushed his tip, giving him a gentle kiss. Desiree copied her gesture when Alyson moved further down his shaft, and added a little whisk of her tongue. That nearly set him off and his cock jerked. Desiree gripped his root and grinned at her best friend. “He is so ready.”



“You have no idea,” Brimar muttered. “You two were incredible.”



Alyson giggled and kissed his dick again and again and again. She worked down to his balls and murmured, “I like you shaved like this. So much nicer than the boys I’ve been with.”



Brimar didn’t respond but stroked the back of her head, smiling down at her. She glanced up and kissed one of his balls too. Meanwhile, Desiree swirled the tip of her tongue along his other side, making random zig-zag patterns, lost in the moment. When she neared the opposite side of Alyson’s mouth, she leaned up and over, and they kissed briefly.



“Let’s lick him together,” Desiree said.



“Oooh, I like that,” replied Alyson. She watched with happy focus as Desi lifted three fingers, then two, then one. Together they started running their tongues up and down the sides of Brimar’s prick, and he jumped in his seat.



“Jesus, fuck, that feels so good,” he moaned.



They noticed he was most responsive in his first inch or two and that’s where they eventually returned to after a half-dozen long licks up and down his shaft. Desiree took Alyson’s hand and guided it to his root, joined by her own hand. They stroked him off together as their lips met at his head, kissing both each other and his cock.



“Oh fuck,” he groaned. “I’m close.”



“Close your eyes,” Desiree told Alyson. “Let’s let him come on our faces, okay?”



Alyson nodded eagerly, and they beat their tongues against his dick, playing with his tip as they jerked him quickly. His body tensed and his cock throbbed in their hands before a shot of hot, sticky come splashed across Desiree’s lips. She cooed delightedly and they jammed their faces together in front of his dick, eyes closed as they grinned, taking blast after blast of his come across their lips, their chins, their foreheads. Brimar had been saving up and it felt like gallons erupted out of him. By the time he was finished, they dripped him. Desiree wiped off the immediate globs closest to her eyes and sucked the same from her roommate’s forehead. Alyson opened her eyes and they began fervently kissing each other, their fingers working to collect all the come on their skin as their lips and tongues played together. The sight of their come-glazed faces so rapt was one Brimar would carry with him the rest of his life.



“He tastes so good,” Alyson moaned. Desiree held up a hand to her roommate’s mouth and Alyson sucked down globs of Brimar’s seed, even going so far as to lick Desiree’s hand when there was nothing left. Then she did the same for her roommate, and Desiree moaned as she drank him down. They kissed again, this time softer and gentler, and fell back against the cushions, all three of them panting and trying to catch their breath.



“That was… holy shit,” Brimar said. “You two were stunning. Absolutely stunning. Best blowjob I’ve ever had.”



Alyson giggled. “I haven’t given very many. Glad you liked it.”



“Do you mind if I attack your mouthwash and maybe borrow a toothbrush?” Desiree asked Brimar.



“Oh, sure. I’ve got a new one still in its package in the drawer. You’d have to share. Sorry.”



“That’s all right,” Alyson said, winking at Desiree. “I don’t think we mind sharing.”



They pranced off together into the bathroom, Alyson’s eyes never leaving Desiree’s bubble butt. In the bathroom, she closed the door behind her and whispered, “Are you okay with all this, Desi?”



“I was going to ask you the same thing,” her roommate replied, grinning. “I’m fine. This is… it’s the best time I’ve ever had. He seems like a good guy.”



“And us?” Alyson asked shyly.



Desiree kissed her. “How’s that for an answer?”



They brushed and gargled quickly, and when they came out of the bathroom, Brimar called out to them from the bedroom. In his hands were their clothes. He was arranging them on the back of an armchair.



“Figured I’d pick up in case you two-” he started to say, but Desiree and Alyson darted across the room and took his hands, tugging him towards the bed. Never had he been more grateful to have splurged on the oversized bed, because the two naked beauties and himself were going to make use of every inch of it.



Desiree took charge, putting Brimar in the middle of the bed so they could cuddle up to him and get in a little heavy petting before the fun started all over again. The young women curled up with him, one on either side, and he kissed both of them before they began fidgeting with his nipples and his belly button.



“Almost forgot what a comfortable bed feels like,” Desiree murmured.



“Yeah,” Alyson said. “Hudwell’s awesome but whoever picked the beds and chairs in the dorms must have been really pissed off at the world that day.”



Desiree started nuzzling her lips against Brimar’s neck, and he murmured, “Well, I’m happy my bed meets your standards.”



Then, later, as he was starting to return Desiree’s kisses and his hands wandered southwards to play with their entrances:



“Man-boobs are weeeird,” Alyson said, and smacked his firm pecs with her palm. “It’s so, I don’t know, muscly and bouncy all at once.”



“Man-butts, too. At least the good ones,” Desiree agreed.



“Mm, really? Roll on your side, Breemie. I want to play with your butt. For science.”



“Breemie?” Brimar protested, but he obliged. That night, if these two had asked him to drag them to Vegas and marry them both, he’d have done it. He was so high off them he didn’t think he’d ever come down.



“Hush, my sexy pet professor,” Alyson said, and squeezed his butt. “Oooh. That is nice and muscly and bouncy. Good call, roomie.”



He rolled back over onto his back. “About the professor thing, we really should talk about-” Brimar started, but Desiree clasped her hands to his cock and squeezed just enough to make him groan. He was starting to harden again and they knew it.



“No,” Desiree said, completely serious. “That can come tomorrow. Or Sunday. Tonight, we pretend that we’re just three people having fun who won’t have to explain all this someday to parents and your bosses. Tonight’s ours, Dr. Kriel.”



He kissed her then as behind him, Alyson reached around to squeeze his cock. “Tomorrow, then.”



“And you need to be with Aly first,” Desiree said, cupping his cheeks.



Alyson leaned over his shoulder, “No, Desi, it-”



“Shut up,” Desiree said kindly. “You need a do-over, babe. Someone to show you what it should have been like for you. That’s what you wanted. A man. Not a boy. Let him show you what it’s like for someone to love your body, not use you.”



Finally, Alyson nodded slowly, and murmured, “Okay.”



“There are condoms in the drawer next to you,” Brimar told Desiree. “Could you get a couple out?”



“Of course,” she said, and did so, settling them on the end table as he propped himself up and turned over to face Alyson.



He kissed her softly as he took her hand in one of his, squeezing it, willing her to relax and enjoy this. Her eyes stayed on his, sweet, wondering, maybe a little nervous. Behind him, Desiree rolled off the bed and stood, coming around to the other side of Alyson. She stayed on her feet and ran her hands up and down Aly’s spine, causing her roommate to shiver pleasantly.



Brimar’s hard cock rested between them, poking Alyson’s belly. She let go of his hand to stroke it. A nearly silent gasp escaped her when Brimar cupped her sex, testing her wetness. Behind her, Desiree began kissing her neck, her collar, her shoulders. Her hand dipped and she squeezed Alyson’s taut ass before stroking her hips and her thighs, occasionally joining Brimar for languid brushes of Alyson’s sensitive pussy lips.



Brimar realized he’d yet to taste Alyson’s breasts, and slid down to nuzzle one, just rubbing his mouth against her skin. She liked that, and lifted her breast up to him, trying to get him to take the nipple in his mouth or lick it. But Brimar was happy to tease, and instead traced her areola with his tongue, never quite flicking the nipple but coming tantalizingly close.



So caught up, he barely noticed how aroused she was becoming until Desiree sank two fingers into her roommate’s pussy, drawing a hiss of pleasure from Alyson. Desi pumped her fingers slowly in and out of her roomie as Brimar finally caught the nipple in his mouth, flicking it with his tongue before sucking at it as gently as he could manage. Every part of him wanted to devour the young woman and fuck her ragged, but that could wait. This was fun too.



“She’s ready,” Desiree breathed, and nipped Alyson’s earlobe with her teeth.



“Alyson?” Brimar asked.



“Yeaaaah,” the young woman whimpered. “Please, Brimar. No more teasing.”



He brought his lips to hers, and murmured, “Roll onto your back. We’ll do it however you want in a while, but at first, this is how I want you. Okay?”



She nodded and nestled back against the pillows while he reached over for a condom and rolled it on. Desiree leaned over and kissed Alyson while he stroked her legs and lifted them, bringing her knees nearly to her chest. His cockhead slid against her entrance, and both women stared up at him, trepidation on Alyson’s face, excitement on Desiree’s.



He leaned down, kissed Alyson again, and eased into her.



Tight. Unbelievably tight. That was his first thought. Even knowing she wasn’t a virgin, Brimar was surprised to not find that wall of resistance as he delved slowly into Alyson. She let loose with a long, pleased sigh, her back arching and her knees drawing even closer to her nipples.



“Oh my God, he’s so big,” she whispered.



“Is it too much, baby?” Desiree asked, brushing the hair from her roommate’s forehead.



“Uh uh. It’s… ah… nice.”



Despite her tightness, Alyson could take a surprising amount of Brimar. When he’d nearly bottomed out, she held up a hand and shook her head, her eyes closed. He understood, and stayed like that, letting her get used to him. Before he began slowly sliding out, Desiree looked down at the junction of her roommate’s thighs and gasped.



“Oh my God, that is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”



It really was hot. Brimar’s big dick made Alyson’s cunt spread wide around him. The bulge of him inside her was hypnotic, and Desiree licked her lips as she stared back and forth between their joined sexes and Brimar’s face. Quick as a hummingbird, she leaned over and gave him a hard kiss.



“Holy shit, I can’t wait for that thing to be in me,” she murmured.



Brimar allowed himself a grin before he leaned down and kissed Alyson. Slowly he began to pull back to her entrance. How long that first slide in and out lasted, he wasn’t sure. Minutes, maybe. He kept up a slow, easy pace like that, diving deep as she writhed and cooed under him, then pulling back, going a little faster each time but never even approaching the point where they were frenetically fucking.



“I want you too,” Alyson moaned at Desiree, who obliged her by resting beside her roommate and kissing her while she ran her fingers along Brimar’s length to her roommate’s well-stretched pussy.



Outside, the day had given way to the endless pinks and oranges of the sunset, and the rays snuck in through the blinds, fanning across students and teacher alike. Alyson’s fingers danced through one of those beams, her eyes fluttering as Brimar drove deep inside her again and again and again and Desiree stroked her clit until she was begging for Desiree to kiss her while she came. She felt so safe there. So loved. So taken care of.



The orgasm took Alyson quietly, barely an aftershock compared to her earlier earthquake. She rode it out, crying from the pleasure, and begged him to let her be on top. He picked her up in his arms, still deep inside her, and they reshuffled so Brimar was on his back, head on the mattress while Alyson began rolling her hips on him, taking him at a faster speed than he’d been going. Desiree scooted across the bed and lifted a knee over him, settling in for another pussy licking. She and Alyson were facing each other as one rode his race and the other his cock, and they took advantage of the position to kiss and play. With the gentle fucking Alyson needed out of the way, they could let loose, and Alyson found she loved the dual sensation of being so filled and having Desiree mercilessly tease and tweak her nipples. They kept up one-sided strings of conversation mostly for Brimar’s enjoyment, giving voice to everything they wanted or were doing.



For his part, he had fun eating out Desiree. Not that there were ever bad pussies, but hers seemed ultra-sensitive to him. When he licked her, she squirmed. When he rubbed her clit, she drove down onto his mouth and his chin. When he slapped her ass, she bounced pleasantly, yipping with pleasure. Desiree seemed like the type of woman down for anything fun, and he adored that about her.



“Okay, okay, okay,” Alyson said after a while. “I love this, but-”



“Oooh oooh oooh,” Desiree exclaimed, bouncing happily on Brimar’s face. “Fantasy time?”



“Fantasy time,” Alyson confirmed.



Desiree climbed off Brimar’s face and slapped his chest. “C’mon, stud. I know you like the little cutie, but now you’re mine. Mine!”



“Oh, I guess,” he said, and brought his arms up to protect himself from another swat.



Giggling, Alyson leaned down to give his pecs a kiss and pulled her pussy off him slowly. “Not walking right for a week after that,” she said, and twisted around so she was laying back on the pillows again. “All right, Desi, bring that mouth here again.”



“So, quick recap, she eats you out, I fuck her doggy-style?” Brimar asked.



“Yes. And hard. When she’s used to you. I want her sweaty and damn near passed out when you’re done with her.”



Desiree grinned at her roommate. “Look at you. My shy girl’s become a boss.”



“Yeah, yeah, timid mousy type turns out to be a freak in bed. Shaddup and whip me with that tongue, bitch.” Alyson blushed immediately. “Um. Is it okay I called you that? I’m sorry-”



“Oh, just wait,” Desi said. “I have a mouth like a sailor sometimes. Baby, in the bedroom, you be whoever you want to be. I promise you, if you go too far, I’ll tell you. But you’re not going to.”



“Good,” Alyson said, her previous exuberance given over to her natural shyness.



Desiree kissed her, then trailed her mouth down Alyson’s body quickly. She was too revved up herself to want to take this slow, and with Alyson’s fresh fucking, she figured best not to let her roommate cool off in case she could manage to squeeze a third orgasm out of Aly.



Brimar tossed his first condom in a wastebasket and ripped open the second. Without preamble, he knelt behind Desiree’s amazing ass, kissed each cheek, and then brought himself up until his prick slid between her ass cheeks before he pointed it lower, to her entrance.



And as Desiree started a zig-zag lick along her roommate’s pussy, Brimar pushed his cock into one of the warmest, wettest pussies he’d ever experienced.



“Damn,” he moaned. “Both of you are so fucking tight.”



Like Alyson, Desiree took him in and took him in and took him in until his balls slapped against her ass. Beneath her on the bed, Alyson stared up at the two of them, her mouth ajar. If she’d started to drool, neither Brimar or Desiree would have been surprised. Her knees spread wide as Desi slurped away, making loud, lewd noises mostly for her roommate’s benefit, but Brimar loved it too.



With the orgasm he had earlier, Brimar knew he could take his time with this and make it last, so he made a game out of it to find out how quickly he could make Desiree come. One hand slid under her to play with her clit, and the other he rested on her ass for the moment, squeezing and stroking as he thrust in and out of her in a faster rhythm than he’d done with Alyson.



“Yeaaaahhh,” Desiree moaned into Alyson’s pussy. She reached up blindly and squeezed one of Alyson’s breasts. Her roommate clutched her hand.



“This is better than I imagined,” Alyson breathed. She reached down and started playing with her clit as Desiree began to lose control over her precision. “Oh my God, it’s so sexy.”



Brimar wanted another feel of Desiree’s tits, so he slapped her ass one last time and leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back as he reached under to squeeze one of her bouncing breasts. She bucked back against him on his next thrust, soft little whimpers of pleasure catching in her throat as she tried her best to see to her friend’s pleasure. Alyson’s knees kept spreading wider and then narrowing, her body rocking like Brimar was fucking her. It was a race to see who would come first between the two women.



The slap of his balls against Desiree’s ass could barely be heard now as Alyson’s whispers of pleasure turned to full, throaty moans, her back arching as Desiree’s tongue swirled every which way she could manage. She had to stop aiming for Alyson’s clit altogether and use her hands, since Brimar was fucking her so hard. Together, the two young women flicked and rubbed her pussy to the point where Alyson came up off the bed, a wordless, joyous cry fleeing from her lungs and throat as she came.



Desiree buried her head against her friend’s quivering pussy and her quaking thighs and laughed hoarsely. “Ohhhhh, fuck, Aly, he’s so good, baby.”



“I kno-owww,” Alyson whimpered, flopping back, sweat glistening on her forehead.



Brimar ran a hand through Desiree’s hair, fisting it and pulling her back. Had he known her better, he might have done it more roughly, but he was mostly doing it to mold her body as a sight for Alyson, a final reward for the evening. Desiree allowed herself to be pulled upright on her knees as his cock jackhammered into her from behind. The force of the fucking made her breasts bounce enticingly and Alyson sat up, her body shaking from the aftershocks of her third orgasm for the night. She squeezed her roommate’s tits together and without saying a word, sucked one of the nipples into her mouth as Brimar’s hand strummed fast along Desiree’s clit.



“Mmmmm, fuuuuu-uuuuuuck!” she screamed. “Keep… fucking… me! Keep fucking me… with that… big… beautiful… dick! My fucking professor! My sexy fucking professor!” Desiree’s ass slammed back against him one last time and her words left her, replaced by a high-pitched keen as her pleasure centers exploded. She writhed in his arms, her orgasm washing over her for what felt like minutes as he just kept going, his magnificent cock never slowing.



Alyson shifted and guided her roommate down onto her belly, Brimar’s cock still buried deep inside her. She grabbed a pillow and slid it under Desiree’s waist. Leaving her nearly prone on the bed, the position had the extra-sexy appeal of Desiree’s big breasts being squashed and pushed out a bit to the sides, an image neither Brimar or Alyson would likely ever forget. Brimar hesitated only for a moment, wondering if Desiree had passed out, but then her words came back to her and she yelled into the blankets.



“Ah, goddamn, goddamn cock is s-so fucking big…”



“This is so hot,” Alyson whispered.



Desire jerked and writhed. “Teacher cock!” she cried unintelligibly, her words and her mind gone to her.



Alyson grabbed Brimar around the neck and kissed him, hard, jamming her tongue into his mouth. “Finish all over her ass,” she panted into his mouth. “I’ll help you when you’re close.”



“I’m right there,” he growled, staring into her eyes as he pulled out of Desiree.



She grabbed his condom and unrolled it off him, tossing it carelessly behind her and in the general direction of the wastebasket. Her hand found his and they gripped his cock together, their lips meeting again and again and again as his body stiffened and he pumped forward with his dick, once, twice, three times, and then he was coming again, not nearly with as much force as earlier, but still enough to send streaks all the way up to Desiree’s neck as she cooed into the mattress.



After, when they lay together in the middle of the bed, the young women’s limps a tangle around Brimar, Desiree gasped, “Holy crap. Hoooly crap.”



“Agreed,” Brimar grunted.



Desiree wrapped an arm around her eyes. “Did I, uh, did I just shout teacher cock?”



Brimar started snickering, and soon the other two joined in.



“I’m not leaving this bed this weekend,” Alyson vowed.



* * *



The morning light and a pressing need woke Brimar late in the morning. They’d fallen asleep together sometime after midnight, exhausted and drunk off the evening’s fantastic sex. He slept on the edge of the bed behind Alyson, his cock pressed against the small of her back, and woke that way. It seemed she hardly moved during the night, save maybe to draw in closer to Desiree.



He slipped out of bed and headed into the bathroom to do his business and take a slow, extremely hot shower, finally coming fully awake as he let the water pound away the soreness in his muscles after last night’s marathon. After, he wrapped himself in his robe and headed for the kitchen to start a pot of coffee and see what he had on hand to make breakfast for the young women. When the French roast was going, he yawned and headed back for the bedroom to collect their clothes and toss them in the washer.



But at the bedroom door, he stopped. Desiree had flipped over to face Alyson, their arms and legs entangled with each other as their mouths met in soft, yearning brushes in between whispers about what they felt for one another. What they had between the two of them may last forever. Maybe he would be a part of it, or maybe he was just a doorway for them to find their real happiness. He hoped it was with him. There would be problems with that, real problems, but already he was falling hard for these two gorgeous, wonderful beauties.



Alyson was no longer the same timid, shy girl he’d known just a few weeks ago. Now she had a love to walk this road with, and friends to call her own, and a confidence that brought out her inner light. His silent wish in that moment was that it never dimmed.



They saw him, and gestured for him to come to them. The talk could wait. The future could wait. For the moment, the professor joined his two sexy students again, and for a while, they were happy.









The Beach Teach



 



Contains:
 MF, exhibitionism, some wild stretches of the imagination.



 



The day was perfect for the beach. A sporadic breeze swept away the pervasive mugginess of the week, leaving the beach just cool enough to be tolerable and warm enough that Dr. Octavia Lytton could lounge about and work on her tan while she read a romance on her Kindle. The break that weekend was sorely needed. Her physical therapy classes at Hudwell were a lot of fun, but she’d spent three nights that week grading quizzes and a big test, and she was so ready for a little personal care.



The parking lot was sparsely populated with cars, a great sign. She pulled her convertible into an open spot near the path leading down to the beach, and hopped out to collect her buggy. When she unfolded it and began loading her necessities into it, a sporty SUV pulled into a spot behind her. Four doors opened and shut, and she paid the laughing, excited teens behind her no mind until one of them said, “Dr. Lytton?”



Octavia turned, already putting her polite teacher-in-the-wild smile on. It became genuine when she recognized the student who asked about her – Cole Lussier, who she hadn’t seen around campus that entire year. Back when she had him in a one-hundred level course, he’d always been handsome, but usually wore jeans and a loose tee shirt that covered up his wrestler’s body. Now though, he was dressed in a pair of basketball shorts and a tank top that showed off his impressive ropes of muscle to great effect. It was all Octavia could do not to drool at the sight of the sophomore stud.



“Hey, Cole!” she said, genuinely cheerful. Cole had not only been good looking, but a charming young individual with a bright mind and a penchant for drawing those around him into conversations in class. He’d make a fantastic physical therapist or a coach someday. “Long time no see. I thought you’d left us behind at Hudwell.”



“Not rid of me yet,” he laughed as he jogged over. “Taking a semester to get most of my basics out of the way. How are you, ma’am?”



His politeness had always pleased her in class, but now it made her feel old and a little too officious. “Oh, stop with the ma’am stuff outside of class. Dr. Lytton or Octavia is fine.”



Quickly he introduced his friends, all of whom were also students at Hudwell. They gave her polite hellos but were mostly absorbed in grabbing their surfboards and beach things before taking off, leaving the student and the teacher.



“Help you with that?” Cole asked. He ran a hand through his short blond wavy hair, and she lost her train of thought at the sight of his shoulder muscles flexing. Christ, it looked like machinery working under his skin. “Dr. Lytton?” he asked again.



“Huh? Oh, uh, no. I got this. Thank you, though.”



“All right, well, enjoy your day!” he said cheerfully.



“Yes, good to see you too,” Octavia blathered, kicking herself for the misspoken words. He grinned at her and jogged after his friends, hollering for them to wait up.



She unloaded the last of her things and rolled the cart down the path. The beach was right off the parking lot, just a hundred or so yards, and she was pleased to see the place was about as empty as the parking lot. A few couples here and there, some sunbathers like her, a few people splashing in the ocean. Perfect.



She saw Cole’s group in the distance, and followed them. Under her wrap she had on a white and green striped thong bikini that would leave absolutely nothing to the imagination if her student saw her. The thrill of that would be enough for nights and nights with her toys back home. It had been so long since Octavia had been good and fucked. Her last boyfriend was a weepy romantic type with a wonderful soul, but he had zero skills in the bedroom and she went to bed most nights having to pleasure herself with her vibrator or her fingers. Teasing Cole would be a bit of fun in the midst of her drought.



The four friends found a spot around a long corner in front of a copse of trees that offered them some degree of shade in the morning. A good spot – not too far away from the parking lot and street vendors, but tucked far enough away from the entrance that not many people would come out this way. One of Cole’s friends saw Octavia walking, nudged him, and he waved again. She waved back, grinning, and they turned their attention back to setting up their little camp for the day.



She meandered on another hundred or so yards and decided that was far enough. Any further, and she would be out of earshot of anyone on the beach. There was no way she was risking that. She unloaded her umbrella first, and waggled the end back and forth into the sand until it was nice and secure. Then she tied it to her cart with a strap she kept for just such a purpose, to be doubly sure the thing wouldn’t blow away. From there, Octavia flicked out a plush beach towel, her very first purchase when she’d come to work at Hudwell. Finally came her tattered and well-loved backpack, a relic from her high school years. It was loaded with her other necessities and her e-reader. Her water bottle and bag of snacks she left in the cart.



Sighing contentedly, she settled onto the towel and dove into her bag for the sunscreen, almost forgetting to ditch her wrap. She laughed at the thought, and a man said, “Well, that’s about the prettiest sound I think I’ve ever heard. Goes well with the rest of you.”



Octavia glanced up. A beanpole of a man with a rat-tail of a mustache and soul patch grinned down at her. His muscle shirt bore an eagle on the front, and his shorts were about two sizes too big for him.



“Thanks. But I’m just here to relax and do my own thing.”



He jammed his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and gave her what she guessed was supposed to be his most winning smile. Instead, it looked more like his proctologist gave him a happy ending and Octavia had a hard time not laughing. “Aw, and I just walked half a mile just to say hello to you.”



Ugh. This guy had followed her all the way down the beach? Creep. She smiled tightly and said, “Well, hello. If you’ll excuse me, I really want to get this book read.”



His smile narrowed but didn’t disappear, and she saw his eyes go cold and feral. “All right,” he said. “Don’t say Joe doesn’t know how to take a no.” He laughed at his own joke like it was the funniest thing he’d ever heard, roaring it out there in a way that made her physically cringe.



But at least he moved on down the beach – a whole fifty yards away. Octavia decided for the moment to leave her wrap on, and shivered. Of course this perfect day would be ruined by some creeper. Of course it would.



The book helped calm her nerves some, and in five minutes, when she figured Joe would’ve moved his attention elsewhere, she shifted the umbrella so it blocked his view of her. That should do it, she thought, and untied her wrap. It fell from her shoulders, leaving her in nothing but her bikini and sandals. Those she kicked off, wiggling her toes into the towel and feeling the sand underneath. Music was called for, she decided, and dug out her phone and plugged in her earbuds. Soon an aughts pop song was blaring in her ears. Perfect. With swirls of her feet, she dug out the lotion and squirted a generous amount into her hand.



Octavia started with her face and the back of her neck, the usual bullseyes for the sun’s rays. Her eyes closed and her music going, she didn’t see or hear Joe when he walked up again. Then he spoke again louder, and her arms shot across her breasts as she gasped.



“Oh, someone’s jumpy!” he said, chuckling over the brim of the umbrella as he leered down at her tits in the skimpy bikini.



She snatched up her wrap and wrapped it around herself. “Okay. You need to go. Now.”



“I was just going to offer you a hand,” he snapped. “Being friendly. You might want to try it.”



Octavia caught movement down the beach. Cole and his friends tossed a frisbee to one another in the surf. “My boyfriend is right over there,” she said.



“Bullshit,” Joe said.



“See the one in blue shorts? That’s him. You leave me be now, he won’t break your face.”



“You’re a nasty-”



Enough was enough. Octavia shouted at the top of her lungs, “Cole!”



Cole snapped around and saw his teacher’s pleading eyes and the guy standing there. Joe watched with huge eyes as Cole and one of his friends started running down the beach. Before they could say anything, Octavia shouted again, “Baby, this guy isn’t leaving me the hell alone.”



“Baby?” the friend asked, but his words were lost to the rush of the waves, thankfully.



Cole was there in a flash, his muscular legs propelling him through the sand like it was just a jog on the track. “Yo, asshole, get the fuck gone, now.”



Octavia shot to her feet and crossed over to Cole, embracing him and all too aware of her breasts squashing against his chest. He sucked in an involuntary breath and she murmured into his ear, “Help.”



Joe backed away, his hands raised. “Fuck, dude, I didn’t know.”



Cole wrapped an arm around Octavia’s waist and she leaned into him even harder, glaring at Joe. Her student growled, “Yeah, well, now you do. Three seconds, then I’m coming with a right you won’t even see. Three. Two.”



Joe scrambled backwards and spun towards the copse of trees. He disappeared into them, and screamed over his shoulder, “Bitch!”



The friend of Cole’s said, “I’ll go after him and make sure he isn’t jacking off in the trees or some shit.”



“Thanks,” Cole and Octavia said as one. When he left, Octavia turned on Cole and grabbed the back of his head. Without pause, she kissed him hard, maybe only for a second or two, but she couldn’t help herself.



“Thank you. I’m so sorry.”



“No,” Cole said, his chest rising as he studied her face. “You don’t apologize for that asshole. I’m just glad I was here.”



A grim realization hit her, and Octavia rubbed her forehead. “Shit.”



“What?”



“Once he realizes I only had one towel here and stuff, he might come back.”



Cole shrugged. “That’s easy. Come join me and my friends.”



“You wouldn’t mind?”



He looked at her like she was crazy. “Hell no. Glen and Barney will probably stare. Sorry. But I’ll tell them to be cool.”



“You are a lifesaver. Thank you.”



“Aw, don’t sweat it.”



Cole’s friend – Glen, she found out – returned to them and told him the guy was gone, but they took no chances anyways and helped her pack up. True to Cole’s word, Glen did take a couple peeks at the triangles of her bikini top and bottom, and whispered a quick prayer to God when he saw the string disappear into the crack of her butt, but Cole whispered something fierce into his ear and Glen immediately apologized.



They moved her to the friends’ site, and Cole made introductions for the second time. Barney, the other guy of that group, did his best not to stare, and Octavia gave him some mental props for keeping his eyes above her chest for the most part. The young woman at his side – Lisa – was a great help in that, as the two were well rooted in the goofy stages of a young romance.



At first, Octavia thought it appropriate to keep her wrap on, but when the guys started tossing the frisbee again, Lisa came over and sat beside her on the sand. “Take that off,” she said. “You gotta be burning up in that thing.”



“Um, I’m not really wearing a whole lot underneath.”



Lisa shrugged. “The guys might look, but they’re okay, Dr. Lytton. None of them will do anything that makes you uncomfortable.”



Octavia hesitated, then undid the wrap again. Lisa stared at her in naked admiration, and she blushed. “Thought you said the guys would stare, not you.”



“You make me almost wish I was a lesbian,” Lisa breathed, not quite hearing the professor.



Octavia laughed, and reached out to hug the young woman. Lisa returned her attention to her friends as Octavia finished rubbing in the lotion she’d started on earlier.



“Wanna join us?” Cole called over to her from the surf.



Octavia smiled and pointed at her breasts in the bikini. “I think I’d be flopping out everywhere.” Glen coughed and Barney’s mouth dropped open. Octavia grinned at them both. “Thanks, though.”



“Hang on, I’ll come and join you then,” Cole said, and jogged over.



“No, don’t let me ruin your day with your friends,” Octavia said.



“We’re here maybe five nights a week,” Cole said dismissively. “They can do without me for an hour.”



Glen overheard this and grabbed his heart. “Cole! Cole! We need you. The frisbee, it’s not the same without you.”



“Coooole!” Lisa cried, joining in and giggling.



Barney spun in place, and collapsed in the surf, He wailed, “Cooooo-grrahhhh!” and sputtered as the next wave washed over him.



“Buncha idiots, but they’re my idiots,” Cole said fondly.



They sat together and talked for a while. At first it was simple stuff – his classes as a student, her classes as a professor. His eyes flicked to her breasts or her thighs, always followed by him staring away from her abashedly.



“It’s okay for you to look,” she murmured so quietly only he could hear.



“After what that guy just did?” he murmured back.



Her hand fell on his knee and they both stared down at it. “You are not that asshole,” she said.



“Ma’am… Dr. Lytton, I am, though. If you looked at my shorts right now, you’d see that.”



She did, and for the first time, notice the huge bulge in there.



“Oh,” she whispered.



“I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be. Trust me. I don’t mind at all.”



“Really?” Cole asked, his eyes finally returning to her – and to her chest. She smiled.



“Really.”



With the ice broken between them, they started talking again, this time about her book, and his friends and where they’d come from, and what he was up to that semester outside of class. It was a sweet talk, but underneath it, they consumed each other’s bodies with their eyes. Her hand brushed his more than once, and his may have crept along her side at one point when his three friends ran into the ocean to chase the frisbee.



An hour or so later, Lisa, Barney, and Glen announced they were taking off to go see a movie. Cole started to stand up, but Lisa put a hand on his chest and pushed him back down. “Stay,” she told him. “She could still need you. Besides,” she said, glancing down and back up again, a devious smile on her face, “I don’t think you want to be walking around with that poking out.”



“Not like anyone would notice,” Barney cracked, and Cole chucked his sports bottle at him. His friend ducked it and cackled while he retrieved it. They packed up, leaving Cole with a towel, and told the two of them to have fun.



Cole and Octavia watched them walk down the beach for all of about ten seconds before Octavia said softly, “I could really use a touch up on my suntan lotion. Mind giving me a hand?”



“Absolutely,” he said, and the gravelly need in his voice set her world on fire.



Octavia turned over on her towel and reached behind her back to untie the strings on her bikini top. Cole grabbed the suntan lotion, squirted some into his hands, and knelt next to her to start rubbing it into her neck and shoulders. Octavia was not a woman to fuck around. She glanced behind him to make sure no one was staring, then reached out and gripped the waistband of his shorts. Underneath he wore no underwear, and when she tugged the elastic band down, his thick, meaty cock sprang out at full attention.



Glancing around again, she brought her hand up. “Lotion,” she murmured, and he squirted some into her palm. When she gripped his cock, he groaned softly.



“Damn, Dr. Lytton.”



She loved that, him calling her by her professional name. This was so taboo and so sudden. Not that she hadn’t fucked students before, but she and Cole went from zero to sixty in nothing flat, and it made her so fucking hot. Her thighs parted as she rubbed the lotion up and down his length, getting him nice and slick for her handjob. He worked his own palms along the backs or her arms and moved to her shoulder blades. The cool lotion contrasted nicely with her fevered body, and Octavia was already so wet and ready for him.



He finished her back and she had to let go of his cock so he could do her feet and her legs. He worked her feet fast, and only took enough time to pour more lotion into his hands before he was attacking her calves and her legs. He stopped and she realized why. Cole’s gaze was locked on the tiny strip of fabric stretched across her pussy. Every inch of her mound must have been visible to him through the outline of her bikini. She glanced sideways again, licked her lips, and reached down to pull the fabric aside, giving him a stunning view of her wet, pink folds. He scooted forward, his knees between her spread legs to do her hips and her butt.



“I’m gonna come in seconds if you touch me again,” he murmured to her.



“Good. Then there’ll be enough for a nice hard fuck later.”



His hands dropped to her ass and squeezed. The lotion on his hands slicked up her ass cheeks and gave them a sexy sheen. He glanced down the beach and leaned down to drag his tongue along the cleft of her ass, from its tip down to her puckered bud. She yelped a note of pleasure as his tongue teased her before diving down to her pussy lips.



Someone laughed nearby and he rose back to his knees fast, his shorts coming up and over his prick as he surreptitiously slid her bikini bottom back into place. A couple ran by in the surf, the woman’s breasts jiggling enticingly. Any other day and Cole might have stared after her, but the perfect ten in front of him demanded his attention instead. He realized his hand was still on Octavia’s pussy when she started trying to press back against his hand, willing him to keep going. He slid a finger along her folds through the fabric, and she hissed her pleasure.



“Quiet,” he murmured. “I won’t know when they’re coming back until they’re right on us.”



“I don’t care,” moaned Octavia. “Finger my pussy, or give me that cock to suck, your choice.”



“Jesus Christ, here?”



She glared over her shoulder at him. “Dick. Or pussy. Your choice.”



He rubbed her pussy again for an answer, and she buried her head against her towel. To her credit, she did ball up a corner of her wrap and stuff it into her mouth as she squirmed against his hand. She responded to his touch like he was shocking her, jolting and bouncing. Her breasts, previously squashed out in absolutely amazing ways, now hung underneath her, swaying and bouncing with her every motion as she rested on her elbows. Her toes kicked into the sand, and she gasped around the fabric in her mouth, “Harder. Harder!”



Instead of obeying his professor, he moved the fabric aside and buried three fingers deep inside her cunt, immediately see-sawing them in and out of her with wet slurps he was sure could be heard over the ocean. His thumb, still slick with lotion, rubbed a circle around his professor’s asshole, and she nearly dropped forward onto her nose.



“C-Cole!” she gasped into the fabric. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t staaaaaawwwwwp!”



She came with a scream, one not even the fabric in her mouth could stop. Half a dozen people stared in their direction but Cole and Octavia were too far gone to care.



His fingers shot out of her and he slid on top of her, his cock rubbing along the length of her ass before he reached down and pushed his tip against her entrance. She lifted her head up, gasping, “Do it, fuck me, fuck me right here in front of all of them.”



Cole slammed home with a grunt. He grabbed her waist and pulled back before hammering back into his sexy slut of a professor. Her cunt throbbed around him, Octavia still locked into the aftereffects of her orgasm, or maybe she was still coming. He didn’t know and he didn’t care. All he cared about was fucking her as brutally hard and fast as he could, his balls whipping against her as he grunted his intense pleasure.



Someone was shouting at them, a lifeguard, maybe. Cole shot them a quick look, but he didn’t care about the consequences or the phones aimed in their direction. He returned his gaze to the spectacular ass rippling with his every thrust. Octavia began slamming back against him, her breaths coming short and fast now, high pitched keens and yelps mixed with half formed swears.



“Fuck me harder, ahhhh, oh God you fucking stud, aggggh, so deep, so godda-aaaay-damn deep!”



The words sent him flying towards the edge and he knew he should pull out. Instead, Cole grabbed her by her long blonde hair and jerked it back, putting her breasts on full display for anyone watching. If they were going to get a show, give them a fucking show, he thought, deliriously close to coming. She came again, shuddering all over his cock, liquid warmth hitting his tip and it was all he could do to hold on for a while longer.



“You can’t do that here!” the lifeguard roared at them. “The cops are on their way!”



“Ohhhhh fuck!” Cole grunted, oblivious. He yanked back out of Octavia and she was spinning around, her eyes as wild as his as she grabbed his cock and drove her mouth down onto it, sucking him deeper than any woman ever had before. He gripped the back of her head and she stared up at him, tears of pleasure running down her porcelain features. She gagged on him on the second thrust, taking him even deeper, and grabbed his hands to put them on the back of her head. With that, Cole started fucking her face with abandon, just as he’d been doing to her pussy. She gagged, she moaned, she blew him for all she was worth.



And when he came, it felt like the ocean was roaring with him. He poured down Dr. Lytton’s throat. It shot out of her mouth, dropping to her towel as she tried to swallow as much as she could.



Then the lifeguard was there, shouting, more nonsense they barely paid attention to, but Cole knew the situation was dire, knew that had to flee.



He jerked out of Dr. Lytton’s throat and gasped, “What’s important?”



“The e-reader. My keys,” she shouted, trying to do up her top again.



He grabbed them and shot to his feet to help her up. People were laughing and cheering as they fled through the trees, sirens audible in the distance. Her tits had come free of the bikini top and bounced with every step, her cunt still on display. She stopped to put herself right, and Cole turned to grab her up onto his shoulder, running even harder as the cops drew closer. They made it to her car just in time, and as a cruiser came around a corner, they were a block away, driving, laughing madly and unable to stop themselves from touching one another.



“Well, we’re definitely going to be getting a visit from them,” Octavia said, her voice hoarse from her throat being fucked so hard.



“Question is,” he asked his professor, his hand creeping up her thigh again. “Are we going to get arrested at my place, or yours?”









Field Strip



 



Contains: Nothing as bad as that title. MF, FF, MFF, MFM, exhibitionism, anal, oral, mile high action, orgy.



 



The trip to New Bainbridge was supposed to be one of the coolest experiences a student could have at Hudwell, and as such, there were always a few hundred applicants every semester to the three-hundred level architecture course. Narrowing it down to just eight students wasn’t much of a challenge, though. Dr. Meghan Reynault had a few strict rules that eliminated ninety-five percent of the applicants.



One – a student had to be in the architecture program. This eliminated over seventy percent of the students, as almost all of them were people trying to horn in with similar programs, like their applied science and engineering programs, not to mention the flood of applicants from their trade schools. Dr. Reynault had no qualms with those programs and taught a few classes in them herself, particularly during the summer. But they also hadn’t put in the work of the students in the architecture program who deserved to be there.



Two – the students had to have taken all their one hundred and two hundred level classes in the architecture program. This was a no-brainer. She did allow one exception for a transfer student early on, but quickly realized her mistake when he lacked a basic knowledge of materials within the buildings they studied.



Three – the students had to have a firm head on their shoulders. She didn’t put up with slackers or those who were perpetually late. This trip wasn’t just a whole lot of fun. It was an opportunity to study skyscrapers, housing, and unique cultural elements in a fast-growing city. New Bainbridge was often referred to as the Miami of the Midwest, with a staggering number of immigrants from dozens of countries building gorgeous, unique structures unlike anywhere else in the United States, save maybe New York or Los Angeles.



Even with those rules, that meant there were still thirty or so candidates every year for the class, and therefore the field trip. The school’s generosity in offering her funds for eight students’ airfare and hotels for the week was already plentiful, and Dr. Reynault didn’t push for more. She generally had enough candidates to select four men and four women, and picking through those candidates was one of her favorite experiences of the year.



* * *



Jannik Bjornson looked over Meghan’s shoulder as she gyrated her hips around the third leg he called a cock. The biggest man on campus she’d ever experienced, just sinking back onto his unbelievably fat prick had been nearly enough to set her off. It felt like he was fisting her.



“Not Tina,” he grunted. He had a grip on her tits, unabashedly his favorite part of Meghan’s body. She couldn’t blame him. She wasn’t as well-endowed as the legendary Kara Stone or Avery Castigan, but she was damn proud of her perky breasts and big, mouth-watering nipples. For a thirty-five-year-old, they were still quite a sight, and Jannik clearly enjoyed them too.



The professor and teacher were probably most easily defined as friends with benefits, though they would both be the first to tell anyone else the “friends” part was pushing it. They tried dating when they both came to Hudwell and found out they despised one another outside of the mind-blowing sex they frequently enjoyed. According to Jannik, Meghan had a tendency to lord her intellect over anyone and everyone. According to Meghan – and roughly thirty of Jannik’s exes – he was incapable of passing up even a whiff of another woman’s pussy. If they didn’t have to work with each other, him in the trade school construction side of things, her in the academically-minded architectural program, they probably would have quit their occasional hookups, but as it stood, they decided to deal with each other in the only way they could stand one another.



Jannik fucked Meghan from behind as they both stared at a collection of pictures on the drafting table in her office. Selecting students for her three-hundred level class was something Meghan could have done on her own, but Jannik was a perennial chaperone for them on the trip. The cost for his trouble was getting a say in the students selected for the class. Plus, it helped weed out some of the more problematic students, as quite a few of the young men and women took classes from Jannik too. She absently played with her clit when she wasn’t flipping through the folder in front of her. Having already gotten off once, she was in no rush for a second orgasm, though Jannik was generally good for that.



“Agreed,” Meghan said. “She’s so loud.”



“And she never shuts up.”



“Ugh,” they both said as one, and he pinched her nipple hard enough to make her yelp. She flicked Tina’s picture off the table.



“You feel bad doing it like this?” Meghan asked.



“What, you want to lay down on the desk and I’ll show you pictures?”



“No, you idiot. I mean, picking the students like this.”



He shrugged behind her, and the motion made his cock brush against her g-spot, eliciting a muffled moan from her. “All of them deserve to go. We could draw ‘em from a hat, I guess, but what’s the fun in that?” He reared back and spanked her ass so hard it made a crack. She yelped and he growled, “And that’s for calling me an idiot.”



“Fair,” she gasped, reaching behind to rub the sting of his handprint.



“On which account?”



“I don’t know. Both, I guess.”



He stopped the motion of his cock. “Look, we both have fun with this. This class and the trip aren’t going to make or break anyone’s career. Hell, we’re barely justifying it as it is. So we might as well make sure there are some sexy pieces of ass along the way.”



Meghan sighed. “Fine. Speaking of asses, grab the lube.”



“Wait, for real?”



“Yeah, the spanking kind of got to me.” As he jerked out of her, she grabbed another picture and held it up. “Kale.”



“Dumbest fucking name, but I like the guy.” Jannik jerked open her drawers. “Come on, where is it?”



“Third down. Behind the cleaning supplies. So that’s a yes on Kale?”



“Your call since you’re probably going to be screwing him. But yeah, he’s good by me.”



She put Kale’s name in the accepted pile – or what would be the accepted pile when they had more names other than his. “Javonte.”



“IBS.”



“Pass,” Meghan muttered, and flicked the photo off the desk. Jannik returned, already lubing up his cock. “Melina.”



“Definite yes,” Jannik said immediately. She waggled her pear-shaped ass at him and he obliged by squirting some of the lube onto the crevice, rubbing it in with his finger. When he brushed her bud, she arched her back. Meghan didn’t need to see his face to know he’d be grinning.



“Of course you’d pick her.”



Melina, a Latina goddess, was one of the hottest students on campus, and rumor had it she was a virgin to boot. She might as well have had a bullseye painted on her for Jannik to hit.



“Yeah, well, you got any real objection? She’s smart, she’s sweet, she would actually deserve to be there if we weren’t both massive shitheads.”



“Get that dick in me,” she grumbled.



“So that’s a yes?”



Meghan sighed and added Melina to the yes pile. His fingers spread her wide and she braced herself against the desk, hissing when his massive cock speared her most delicate hole. “Jesus, Jannik, a little slower next time?”



“Sorry,” he said, anything but. He could only wedge half his cock into her ass, but that was plenty for both of them. Good God, but he made Meghan feel so full. She had a hard time not shivering around his dick, and failed to hold it back with his next thrust. “Slut,” he teased her.



She ignored that and pointed to another guy. “Lionel.”



“Not a bad guy.”



“Kinda frat boy vanilla,” she mused, holding onto the table as Jannik started finding a rhythm. “I’ll put him in the maybe.”



“You really think he’s going to make the final cut?”



She sighed. “Fair enough,” and off went the picture. “Aw, Paris.”



“Oh, damn, I like him.”



“Me too. He’s such a sweetie.” And he was. Paris was a personal favorite. Handsome-ish now that his teenage extra pounds had been wicked away by signing up to play for one of the campus’s informal sports teams. Maybe he wasn’t quite as studly as some of the other picks on the table, but she pressed a thumb to his picture and moved it to the admitted pile.



“Good pick,” Jannik grunted. He squeezed her waist as his cock thrust deep again.



“Yeah, I think so. I bet he really knows how to use that tongue, too.”



Jannik laughed, and she didn’t bother hiding a smile herself. “Kristine?”



“Clingy. Like, psychopath clingy.”



“Nooope.”



“I hear she’s a freak though.”



Jannik considered that, but finally said, “Nah. I don’t want another stalker.”



“Fair enough.” The picture went flying. “You know… Brielle’s an obvious pick.”



“Brielle…” Jannik groaned. “Oh my God, yes. I want those legs spread wide while I’m eating her. Is she related to Emilia?”



“No. I asked them that their freshman year. They didn’t see it until I pointed it out. It was kinda cute. Now they live together. Kismet.”



“Both of them,” Jannik said, thrusting harder and gripping her so tight she was sure he’d leave marks in her skin. “Objections?”



Meghan murmured, “N-no,” and raised a shaky finger to draw the pictures down to the yes pile. “Okay, one more for you, then…” She whimpered when he reached down to play with her clit. “T-two for me. Spank me again.” Done, and the crack of his hand was even sharper this time. “Quinton.”



“Apparently he does have a big dick. Some of the guys gave him shit about it.” Jannik smacked her ass again and reached up to roughly tweak her nipple. She bucked back against him.



“G-good enough.” She added Quinton to the admitted pile. “Three ahhhh… each.”



He leaned down and sucked on her neck before grunting, “You pick the last one for me. I’m damn near there.”



“Don’t you dare fucking come before me.”



“You already did,” he bragged, and nipped her skin. “Besides, I don’t think you’re far yourself, Professor.”



“F-fuck,” she whimpered. Jannik knew she loved to be called that. Once, when a student with a particularly smoky voice asked her a question in class starting with “Professor Reynault,” she asked him to stay after class so she could finger herself to an orgasm as he told her all the thing he wanted to do to her, and wound up blowing the boy for his trouble.



“Sonia,” Meghan whimpered, her finger already falling on the picture of the spectacularly stacked redhead.



Jannik breathed against her, “You can put up with the attitude?”



“She’s like a younger me. I’ll l-l-live, ahhhh, don’t stop, don’t stop.”



 “Let me pick one for you.”



“Oh-okay.”



He kissed the nape of her neck, and she writhed in his arms, so close. “Duncan.”



The thought of the tattooed, musclebound student doing this to her, fucking her ass, mercilessly twisting her nipples, spanking her, was so hot she wound up spilling half the pictures on the table off the edge before she added him to the accepted pile. Then Jannik was guiding her towards her desk, the decisions made and the need to screw taking over. He held nothing back now, his cock slamming into her tight ass, making her bottom ripple with every thrust. She screamed her pleasure, uncaring about the people in the hallway or next door. Someone cheered them on outside the office.



“Keep… fucking... me!” she gasped.



“Think about them,” Jannik growled behind her, slapping her ass again. “Think about all four of those guys taking their turn with you. Covering you head to toe in come, the way you like it, you dirty bitch.”



Meghan dropped against the desk, her breasts squashed and sliding along the surface as he pounded into her. “Fuckohfuckohfuck.”



“You’ll be riding them all night. Taking them in your cunt. Your mouth. Your ass.”



“Jannik!” she screamed, and she came, her feet kicking back as he grabbed her arms, pinned them behind her, and punched that dick in and out of her ass. Her liquid warmth seeped out of her convulsing cunt as she went breathless, unable even to whimper as he took her so hard.



He came. There was no pulling out. Jannik just jammed his cock deep one last time, and glob after glob of his sticky warmth filled what little room in her ass remained. When he finally pulled out of her ass, her cheeks an angry red from where he’s spanked her, his come streamed down and out of her onto the desk and the floor.



Barely out of breath, he wiped himself off on a tissue, pulled back up his pants and redid his belt, and slapped her still sore ass. “See you in a few months,” Jannik promised Meghan.



She pushed herself up onto her elbows, sweat glistening on her face. “C-count on it.”



* * *



“It’s an orgy,” Sonia said, blowing out a thin stream of vanilla and pistachio scented vapor.



A week before the trip and most of the way through the first semester of the year, the eight students in Dr. Reynault’s class formed a loose circle between Sonia’s Elantra and Duncan’s truck. Kale and Sonia gathered them all together. By their junior year, they were all familiar with one another, but this was the first time all of them came together as one outside of the classroom.



“Blow that somewhere else,” Melina complained. Sonia ignored her.



“What do you mean, an orgy?” Paris asked, swiping his curly dark hair out of his eyes. After losing nearly twenty pounds over the summer and growing some fine muscles, he became something of a stud-in-training. His last girlfriend, a cheerleader, was rumored to be his first. That wasn’t strictly true – if you counted his first high school girlfriend, who let him slip the first quarter inch into her before making him pull back out. His enormously thick cock had been too much for her, and she blamed him for the bad experience, telling all her friends how awful he was at sex. It had ruined any chance he had of getting laid in high school, and he fell to food as a cure-all. Thankfully, his years at Hudwell helped his self-esteem and he lost the weight.



“Don’t tell me you don’t know what an orgy is,” Duncan growled. He was perched on the passenger’s seat of his truck with the door open. Brielle was resting against his legs as he gave her an absent-minded shoulder massage. He was an intimidating son of a bitch, with one arm covered in a tattoo of an antique, ornate clock and a short, spiky hairdo crisp with gel. Brielle practically purred at his touch. The two had been sleeping together along with Emilia for the last few weeks.



“Come on, you know what I mean,” Paris grumbled. “Of course I know what an orgy is. I mean, what are you talking about, the trip is an orgy?”



Sonia said, “Every year, Dr. Reynault and Mr. Bjornson invite four guys and four girls to go with them. And every year, they wind up screwing at least a few of the students.”



“What?” Emilia asked, cracking her gum. She and Brielle shared a lot of their facial features – oval shaped, pink bubblegum lips, small noses, drop-dead smoldering eyes. They weren’t related, but they got on well enough to become like sisters, and shared damn near everything – including their boyfriends. They were a one-two combination of sinful delights – Brielle with her long legs and Emilia with her curves.



Kale spoke up. Slender with close-cropped black hair that always looked wet, he was a borderline beautiful Asian-American man, but anyone who’d seen him with his shirt off – a frequent thing in his freshman year playing frisbee on campus – knew he was packing some serious muscle for someone so thin. “Sonia’s telling the truth. You all know Blue Bill?”



They did. A year above them, Blue Bill earned the nickname when he was invited to an off-campus Halloween party and was pranked into going instead to a swingers’ gathering painted like a blue alien from some movie or another. Word had it he stuck around anyways and became something of a big hit with a few of the middle-aged women there.



“He was in the class last year and said Dr. Reynault slept with him and another guy at the same time, and that she fooled around with all the guys on the trip at least once.”



“What about Mr. Bjornson?” Melina asked. Though her words might have been innocent, her eyes flicked around the circle and she couldn’t hide a quick lick of her lips. None of the group was certain about the story she was a virgin, but every guy who ever asked her out was declined politely and firmly. Same for the women who did, too.



Sonia grinned at the full-bodied knockout. “Got an itch you need scratched?”



“Maybe.”



“Him too,” Kale said. “He’s, uh, very popular with the women on these things.”



Melina raised an eyebrow. “What does that mean?”



For the first time, Quinton spoke. His craggy features were helped by ropes and ropes of muscle from a smart diet and a passion for the weight room. People sometimes confused him for eternally angry or grumpy because of his constant frown, but that couldn’t have been further from the truth. He simply had one of those resting dick faces. “Heard he’s bigger than me.”



“We have nothing to gauge that by,” Brielle said, eliciting a flick of her ear from Duncan.



Quinton grinned and undid the knot on his sweats. Every woman there zeroed in on the mammoth member he revealed casually, dropping his pants and skivvies down far enough that they could get a good peek – and that was pretty far.



“Bigger than that?” Brielle squeaked.



Paris glanced around and hissed, “Jesus, dude, pull your pants up before you get the cops called on you.”



“Relax, carrying a bazooka’s not even a misdemeanor in Florida,” Quinton said, but he pulled back up his pants anyways.



“I can, uh, see why he’d be popular,” Melina said. Her face went dreamy and faraway, and she bounced up and down on her toes.



“So, what, we were picked because we’re…” Emilia asked, not wanting to have the question answered.



“The most fuckable students in the program,” Duncan said mildly, still massaging Brielle’s shoulders.



She said, “Jesus Christ, that’s forty different ways of unethical.”



“Yeah, no kidding,” Kale agreed. “But… am I crazy for thinking it’s kind of hot, too?”



They all glanced at each other, and no one objected to it.



“But still,” Sonia said, “we should punish them for this.”



“How?” Paris asked.



“I don’t know yet,” Sonia admitted.



“We’ve got a week,” Kale said. “We’ll think of something.”



* * *



The classroom annex was empty and locked up for the weekend. He let himself in with a key Dr. Reynault gave him. No one shouted for him not to be there, so he assumed that was a good sign that no one was paying any attention to a student entering the building during off-hours.



Her classroom was the second to last down a long hallway, and she waited for him behind her desk, lounging in an office chair. Her long legs were encased in dark hosiery under her black skirt, just as he’d asked, and she accentuated the look with a pair of stiletto heels that drew his eyes and made him swallow hard. Besides that, she wore a nearly sheer blouse with a jacket matching her skirt, and Dr. Reynault had done up her makeup to emphasize her full lips and darken her eyes. It wasn’t quite slutty, but it sure as hell made him hope to see the makeup running down her face in a few minutes.



A pen was in her hand, and she sucked lightly on the end of it, staring at a stack of papers in front of her. Their last quiz, he realized. “It’s done. I told Sonia everything you wanted me to and she called them all together.”



She arched an eyebrow. “And?”



He stepped closer, undoing his belt. Ever since Dr. Reynault asked him to do this, he’d been holding back a low-level hardon. She promised him a fuck like he wouldn’t believe if he did. “They’re interested. Very interested.”



Dr. Reynault unfolded her legs and his gaze slipped to her upper thighs and the black lace panties she wore underneath the skirt. She folded them again, giving no indication she’d seen him staring – or cared. “What about Melina? She was… okay with Mr.  Bjornson?”



His belt dropped to the floor. “More than okay. I think she’s got her sights set on him. Still a virgin and she’s already a size queen.”



Dr. Reynault let out a throaty chuckle. “Hm. That’s very good. Anyone have any objections?”



“No.” He slid his pants down, staring at her legs. Kale had always been a leg man, with something of a fetish for them in garters and hosiery. No idea why, but it turned his crank. “Tell me one thing. Why let them in on it?”



She drew in a deep breath when she saw his cock springing out of his boxers. Without waiting for him to finish undressing, she gripped Kale by his first couple inches and began languorously stroking him. “It would feel too wrong otherwise. I love to fuck but I’m not so messed up that I want to screw with a bunch of young people’s minds. Especially if there’s a virgin in the mix.”



“Ah, keep jerking it like that, Dr. Reynault. Sonia’s planning some kind of punishment for the two of you.”



“Oh? Now that’s interesting. You sure she’s on board?”



“Pretty sure. If anyone seems uncomfortable I’ll let you know.”



“Perfect,” Dr. Reynault purred, and leaned in to suck his tip. She played her lips and tongue over the first half-inch or so, licking up the precoma as it came up. Then she popped off him and said, “Fill me in on what she comes up with.”



“So long as you’ll let me fill you in right now.”



She reached behind him and swatted his ass. “I hate puns, Kale. But you’ll get yours. I promise. I always take care of my students.”



He rolled his eyes. “Love the outfit, by the way. The pantyhose are… mmm. Nobody wears them any-”



“Kale?” Dr. Reynault asked, pulling his boxers down.



“What?”



“Shut the hell up and enjoy me sucking your dick.”



With that, his professor leaned forward and brushed her hair out of her face before opening those heart-attack inducing lips. Meghan Reynault was a woman of many skills and accomplishments, but when it came time to give a blowjob, she was the hottest, sluttiest bitch in the school, and she knew it, too. She didn’t so much as blink when she took Kale’s pleasant six or seven inches all the way to the hilt, his cockhead knocking against her throat. Gag reflex? That had been fucked out of her mouth her first year teaching at Hudwell when she sucked a train of guys in one of the dorms’ showers. Of all the teachers on campus, only maybe Kara Stone had a higher count of students she’d slept with, and Meghan had her sights set on destroying that record. Cock wasn’t just something the dirty professor liked – she loved it.



Kale watched in stunned silence as Dr. Reynault swirled back up off his shaft, her lips keeping a tight seal around him. Her tongue played with the underside of his tip, his most sensitive spot before she plunged back down, tilting her head side to side. As she repeated the motion over and over again, the only sound in the room were wet, hungry emanations from her throat.



“Mmmgh mmmgh mmmmgh!”



Her eyes. Goddamn. Every few sucks, Dr. Reynault would stare up at him, her beautiful dark eyes putting on another type of show, pleading for his pleasure, for his come to shoot down the back of her throat. It was so fucking sexy. He finally groaned himself when she grabbed him by the base of his shaft near his balls and started sucking his tip with a raw, rabid fervency, her tongue whipping along his tip and his underside.



“Let me see your tits,” he finally groaned.



The deal had been for just a blowjob in a sexy outfit of his choice, but Meghan gave zero fucks about taking this beyond just their agreed deal. Her lust was on her, her panties soaked and riding deliciously against her pussy. Whatever Kale wanted, she’d give to him so long as she eventually got hers, and he wasn’t the type of guy to leave a woman hanging, she thought. Meghan’s hand fell from his dick as she wormed her way out of her jacket and let it fall behind her on the chair. The first few buttons came undone quickly, showing off an intricately detailed white lacy bra, so sheer it did nothing to hide her big dark nipples or the huge rings of her areolas.



“Stop,” Kale said. “Holy fuck, that’s sexy. Just like that.”



The encouragement made her redouble her efforts, now giving him a bit of a show to boot. Every few slurps, her lips would come off his cock with an audible pop, and every time it had the desired effect. He stiffened, so close, and then she’d ease back on him, drawing it out and teasing him again for a few sucks.



She gripped his base again, and dropped her other hand to her skirt, pulling it up her thighs. The pantyhose came up and over the panties matching her bra, and she didn’t have a good enough angle to tear them open. Instead, Meghan satisfied herself by stroking her pussy lips through the sheer fabric of both her pantyhose and her panties. It was good, but she wanted fingers, a tongue, or ideally, a dick. Soon, she promised herself. Kale could shoot down her throat, get her off, then they had time for some real fun.



“I’m c-close,” he groaned.



She popped off him again and held his cock against her cheek. “Where do you want o come, baby?”



“In your pussy,” Kale said promptly.



She laughed throatily. “Soon as you’ve recovered, it’s all yours. But for now…”



Guiding his cock back to her mouth, she deepthroated him again. Kale’s hands balled up into fists and she wished she’d told him to fuck her face. Oh well. Another time. It didn’t matter much. A few swirls of his nice cock down her throat, and he was grunting a warning she didn’t need to hear.



He jammed his cock down his professor’s throat one more time, his release finally hitting him. Warm salty shots filled her mouth nicely, and she let a little dribble out to great effect as his eyes widened. Meghan swallowed him down and ran her tongue along her lips. “Tasty,” she murmured and pushed back in the chair so she could stand up. “Take my seat.”



He did, and she planted her hands on and bent over the desk in front of him, her skirt-sheathed ass in front of his face. “Eat me,” she said.



“Your pantyhose and skirt-”



“Rip them. Don’t be a pussy.”



Looking annoyed at that, Kale jerked her skirt up around her ass, stopping to stare only for a moment before he was reaching up to rip a hole in the pantyhose along her cleft. With a hole started, he gripped the edges of the fabric and gave himself enough room to grab her panties and rip those apart too, both along the folds of her pussy and on the waistband. He jerked the panties out and tossed them onto the table.



“I want those when we’re done,” he said, and buried his face against her pussy lips.



Kale set a pace inspired by Meghan’s blowjob. Gripping her hips, he plunged his tongue along her depths, tasting every inch of her he could.



“Lick me, oh yes,” Meghan gasped.



With his nose brushing her bud, he waggled his tongue back and forth as though disagreeing with her. She bent over further, her breasts brushing the desktop through the fabric of her bra and blouse. He pulled her legs wider, giving him better access, and she kept up the dirty talk as he licked and speared her with his tongue.



“Naughty student, licking your professor’s cunt.”



He loved that, dragging his tongue along her faster and faster. She gripped one of his hands and pulled it towards her pussy. He got the idea and in pumped three fingers, hard and deep. She was glad she didn’t have to tell him she wanted it fast. Kale knew just enough not to fuck around.



“Taste how wet I am? That’s for you, baby. Keep doing that and you’re going to make me come. Then when you’re in class you can look up here and r-remember how you made your slutty professor pant your name, Kale.”



His juice-slick fingers pounded into her and he moaned into her pussy lips. The hot air made her squirm and she jutted her ass back into him, driving his tongue even deeper into her. Abruptly, he growled, “Flip over.”



His fingers shot out of her and Meghan obeyed, first sitting on the edge and then resting back on her elbows while Kale bunched up her skirt and dove back into her pussy. He looped her legs over his shoulders, and she crossed her ankles on his back, her eyes rolling back in her head with the pleasure of the new position. His fingers slid back into her, not fucking her this time, but searching. A nuke went off inside her body when he found her g-spot, and she drove her feet up and back down onto his back.



“Oh fuck, right there, finger me right there, Kale.”



She cupped her breasts in their lacy bra, and twisted her own nipples. The pain combined with the pleasure threw a wordless gasp out of her, and she began to arch her back and relax, her head twisting side to side like a porn star. It was unintentional – her whole body tended to get into the act. Her toes tried to reach up to her calves, her ankles twirled, her legs beat against the desk. Every inch of her wanted to experience something from her newest young fucktoy, and when she came, all those nerve centers cried out together in joy and triumph, her body clenching and unclenching.



Without giving her time to breathe and come down, Kale rose up, his cock in his hand and already hard again. God bless the youth, she thought deliriously as he rammed his dick home, sheathing himself in her still quivering cunt all the way to his balls. Her ankles kicked against his ass with every one of Kale’s unrelenting thrusts. Her hands at her breasts were joined by his and he jerked the material down, the lace cupping her underboob as he leaned down to suck one of her humongous nipples into his mouth.



“Fuck your dirty teacher!” she screamed. “Pound my pussy!”



His teeth grazed her nipple and she hit the surface of the desk with balled up fists. But his cock was hammering her too hard to keep the contact with her nipple up for long and he let it go, shooting for her neck instead. He buried his mouth against her collarbone, and his hands slid under her ass, gripping her for even more leverage as his cock slammed in and out of her with such speed that she thought they’d tip the desk right over.



“Ah, God, cl-close a-again,” she gasped, her throat too hoarse for another scream.



On one thrust her feet came uncrossed and he grabbed her legs, pushing her knees back nearly to her breasts, nearly folding Meghan in half. She gripped him around the neck, her fingernails digging into his flesh as she went wordless pleasure, her lips working and little whistles of sound escaping her throat but no actual syllables forming. Her second orgasm came with a whimper, her eyes squeezed shut as she held on for all she was worth.



When she came down, he was still going, his hand planted next to her shoulder. His cock pumped in out of her, a machine built for fucking. “Come on, baby, come for me,” she whimpered, the first intelligible sounds she’d been able to make for a while. “Come in my pretty pussy, Kale.”



The words seemed to release him from a spell and he leaned into her, his ass humping up and into her with deeper, slower thrusts as he gasped out her name. “Dr. Reyna-ault…”



“Fill my cunt, do it.”



He drove deep into her one last time and stiffened. Warmth filled her, jet after jet as his body seemed to deflate and he took long, hard breaths, panting into her neck. Finally spent, he pulled out of her gently, and both of them stared down at her pussy as his come seeped out of her in little rivulets.



“You came so much for having just had a blowjob,” she said wonderingly.



He laughed self-consciously. “Yeah. My exes all say the same thing.”



“Help me up?”



He did, and she collapsed in her chair while he collected wipes from one of her drawers. Carefully he cleaned her up, and she kissed him on the cheek for his effort.



“Kale, I think you know what this is between us, but just in case…”



“It’s just fun,” he reassured her. “I know. And maybe we’ll have some more and maybe we won’t. It’d be awesome if we did but I’m not about to turn into your stalker if we don’t.”



“You’re a good student.”



“And you are an awesomely terrible teacher, you know that?”



She swatted his ass. When he’d dressed and left, Meghan leaned back in her chair, examining herself in a compact and grinning. “This trip is going to be the best one yet,” she promised herself.



* * *



Seated on a row of hard plastic chairs near his gate, Jay listened to his wife prattle on about the food she’d been forced to throw away before going through security to their upcoming flight. Her eternal complaining throughout their vacation to Orlando made him wish he knew a good divorce lawyer. The trip was a last-ditch effort to save their ten-year old marriage – and maybe keep him from having to give her half of their meager belongings if they did get a divorce.



Her voice faded out when he saw them. Ten of the most beautiful and handsome people he’d ever witnessed coasted by on the moving walkway. Led by a stunning brunette maybe in her thirties or early forties in jeans hugging her curvy ass and a peacoat, they all moved with the effortless bounce and vitality of the exceptionally good-looking when they traveled in packs. Save for the brunette in front and a big, barrel chested man at the rear of the group, the rest were all young, maybe in their twenties.



Second in line was a redhead whose gleaming lips were curled up in a smile. She seemed not to notice as her breasts bounced with every step she took in her too-tight turtleneck. Her gaze was locked on the woman in front of her.



Behind her, a tough with an arm-length tattoo guided two young women with hands at their lower backs – no, their asses. Dear God, he was openly groping their asses as they moved. One of them, a gloriously long-legged blonde in a tiny frilled schoolgirl skirt, gave the tattooed man a raspberry when he must have pinched her under her frilled short skirt, and when the man’s hand brushed up to her lower back, it flashed the young woman’s pink panties for all the world to see. The other, a bustier, curvier version of her friend, caught Jay looking and smirked in his direction as she pushed a pair of sunglasses higher on her nose.



Behind them was a tall handsome man with dark curls falling down on the sides of his face nearly to his ears. He wore slacks and a tee-shirt under a sport coat, and seemed completely unfazed by his unobstructed view of the blondes ahead of him, even when the leggy one flashed her ass. Bored, Jay thought with fascination. How could that man be bored?



And behind him? A Latina stunner with more curves than even their chaperone at the front. She snapped a piece of gum, talking occasionally to the bored man but mostly glancing now and then into a compact or sneaking glances back behind her shoulder. The way she walked was almost musical, and Jay was dying to know what was hidden underneath her long skirt and her midriff-baring top.



Following her was a big bruiser of a man, heavily muscled in a tight black tee shirt and simple jeans. He moved like a predator, his eyes taking in everyone around him without focusing on any one thing. Once, the Latina turned back to him and said something, and he grinned. The last of the youths behind him was a slim Asian man with a bud in one ear, his hands bouncing to some unheard beat. The line ended with the older man, who seemed faintly amused by all this.



Together they moved as a pack, knowing every eye was on them and reveling in it. As his wife said his name once, twice, three times, Jay watched them go, his mouth parted. Every single one of those five women would have been one of the most gorgeous he’d ever seen, but taken together, all thought and awareness fled his mind.



Finally his wife punched his arm when the group was beyond his sight, and he turned, irritated. She snarled, “Jesus Christ, Jay, you might as well have-”



“I want a divorce,” he said.



One of her eyebrows arched and she said, “Join the goddamn club.”



* * *



If Quinton hadn’t been seated right next to Sonia on the flight, they might not have come up with the first way to “punish” Dr. Reynault and a great many dominos might not have fallen into place. As it was, they had seats at the rear of the plane next to the bathroom. Sonia wrinkled her nose at that but it made Quinton grin.



“What’s got you so happy?” she asked as she buckled in.



“Easy access, long flight,” he said, gesturing towards the bathroom.



Annoyed and not quite getting it, Sonia frowned. “What are you babbling about?”



In front of them, a couple was just taking their seats, so he leaned in to murmur into Sonia’s ear, “Mile high club, Sonia. You wanna fool around? I got a couple hundred in cash. Bet that’d be enough to make the stewardesses look away.”



“Flight attendants,” Sonia corrected him absently, but her mind was already racing. Not in regards to fooling around with Quinton, though that definitely appealed to her too. But in regards to Dr. Reynault…



She grabbed her purse and dug out a pad of paper. Quinton watched as she scrawled out a lengthy set of instructions, then passed it to him. As he read it, she ran her hand along his thigh, then squeezed his quickly hardening cock as his eyes widened.



“Think we can?” she asked him when he folded up the piece of paper and unbuckled.



“Don’t know, but it’s absolutely worth a shot.”



“Who’s with her?”



“Paris.”



“Perfect. He’s the teacher’s pet. Get that to him first.”



Quinton nodded and stood up. He wasn’t bashful in the slightest about the bulge in his pants, but he was softening already and the passengers were mostly too busy loading their bags to notice, save for one old lady who got a hell of an eyeful as he passed by walking sideways. She winked up at him and he winked back, grinning.



Paris was four or five rows up, trying to get his bag stuffed into the overhead compartment. Dr. Reynault was already seated and flipping through the in-flight magazine. Quinton said to Paris casually, “Let me help, bubba.”



“Got it,” Paris said, not looking at his friend, but Quinton ignored him and reached up, the note in hand. He pressed it against the back of Paris’s, and the other boy glanced aside at him, frowning.



“Read it,” Quinton mouthed, and Paris took the note and opened it, still staring up as though he were fiddling with the bag. His eyes widened and he glanced at the back of the plane, then Sonia and finally Quinton. The other man nodded slowly, and Paris folded back up the paper.



Melina had swapped out spots with Duncan, putting her beside Mr. Bjornson, situated in the next row. Quinton passed by them to Duncan and Kale, and pressed the note to Duncan’s chest before sidling up to one of the flight attendants, a bored middle-aged woman with a nose like a mushroom. He tried on his best smile, and she gave him a token one in return.



“Can I help you with something, sir?”



“Yeah, can we get a pair of blankets? It’s cold as hell on this plane. And let me ask you…” Quinton leaned in and murmured, “For twenty bucks, would you look the other way if we snuck around back there?”



The flight attendant glanced back at Sonia, then at Quinton. Sighing, she leaned in and murmured, “Sure. But if you two are going to do something, clean up after yourselves. I swear to God, if I have to wipe up your spunk, you’ll be on a no-fly list in hours.”



“Got it.”



He started to turn but she gripped his arm and squeezed the muscle there. “And I want fifty bucks for the trouble.”



Quinton grinned. “A bargain.”



When he passed back through the aisles, Duncan and Kale gave him discreet nods. The note had disappeared, its purpose done. Paris watched him until he’d disappeared into the back of the plane again, and relaxed back in his seat. Dr. Reynault closed the magazine and studied him for a long moment before finally asking, “What do you have planned?”



Paris blushed a furious red. “What? Nothing.”



Dr. Reynault glanced side to side, as though she were mildly interested in those they were traveling with, and leaned in to rest her head against Paris’s shoulder. He froze, and she murmured so softly he had to strain to hear, “Paris, you’re one of my favorites. So don’t lie to me. Something’s going down and I want to know what.”



He licked his lips. “Sonia and Quinton have the backmost seat. Next to the bathroom. If anyone wanted to try to, uh, take advantage of it.”



“Ohhhh,” Dr. Reynault said, but there was a funny catch to it, almost like she’d known already.



“You probably had that figured out, didn’t you?” he asked.



She smiled. “Yeah.”



The in-flight instructions started, and they put a pin in the conversation for the time being. Once the attendants ran through all the precautions and kiss-your-ass goodbye measures and the engines started winding up, Paris leaned over and whispered into Dr. Reynault’s ear, “Have you ever?”



“What?” she asked, playing coy.



“Fooled around on a plane?”



“Paris, I’m your teacher. What kind of a question is that?”



Hastily, Paris said, “Sorry. I, uh… thought…”



“You thought what?” she asked, playing angry.



“Um. You know. I thought maybe we… could… ah… um…”



“We could what?” she asked. Softer, letting her frown melt, she leaned in and whispered into his ear, “We could maybe sneak off the to the bathroom together? And I’d what, jerk you off, maybe? Is that what you were thinking? What about your girlfriend? Hm?”



“We broke it off a few weeks ago,” Paris said, his eyes darting all around him. “Y-you serious? About the bathroom?”



“Mm hm. Or maybe you were imagining I’d suck your dick in there, Paris? Would you like that? Hm? Your professor with her lips wrapped around your meat, blowing you until you came all over her tits?”



“Jesus,” he whispered as the plane started down the runway. She leaned back in her chair, smiling blissfully while he tried to sit upright and hide the bulge in his pants.



 When they were wheels up, she leaned over again and whispered, “Tell me what you want, Paris.”



“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have-”



Her eyes lit on him like match, and there was fire there. “Tell. Me. What. You. Want.”



He licked his lips, and finally croaked. “I want you in there. Suck…” He glanced around, his dark curls bouncing, and said even more quietly, “Sucking my cock, Dr. Reynault. Maybe while you finger yourself.”



Her thighs pressed together and for the first time, Paris realized she wasn’t just putting him on. She rocked back and forth, staring sightlessly ahead, and then whispered, “We’d have to be fast. I mean, lightning fast.”



“Okay,” he whispered back. As if it was his own idea and not written on the note, he said, “If I swapped spots with Sonia, I’d be right there. You could come into the bathroom, and I… um… try to get ready. When the coast is clear…”



Dr. Reynault’s eyes widened. The idea was kind of genius. Of course, there were still the flight attendants to deal with but the fun might be worth the risk. “Yes,” she moaned, squeezing her thighs together. “Do it.”



By the time the plane leveled out and the seatbelt sign went off, Paris’s hardon subsided enough that he could stand up and shuffle around. On the way back to Sonia and Quinton, he flashed them the thumbs up and mouthed, “Holy shit.”



Sonia unbuckled in a hurry, and said to Quinton, “About us fooling around.”



“Yeah?” he asked, perking up.



Sonia dropped a hand to his lap, and squeezed the bulge there. “Save some for me tonight, okay?”



“Hell yeah,” he said. “Thanks, Sonia.”



She winked at him. “You guys have fun. Get a picture if you think about it.”



When she rose and brushed by Paris, she gave his groin a pat too. The young man stared after her mystified as he sat next to Quinton. “What was that about?”



Quinton rubbed his jaw, grinning. “I don’t think Dr. Reynault is the only one on this trip who might want a few of us.”



“Damn.”



“Yeah.” Quinton shifted in his seat, and said quietly, “Get your game face on. I got us some blankets for discretion so if you need to play with yourself, do it under one of them. Just don’t be asking for my goddamn help or nothing.”



Paris shook his head. “I’m gonna be hard as a rock the moment she heads back here.”



“Cool. You hear me rap on the door, you get dressed in a hurry. I’ll be here until everyone else is done.”



“You’re my hero.”



“Yeah, I know. It’s gonna cost, though. Twenty bucks apiece. Bribing the stewardess wasn’t cheap.”



“Flight attendant,” Paris said.



“Go fuck your mother.”



They waited for what felt like hours, but was really only minutes. Dr. Reynault talked some with Sonia up front, trying to make the seat switch seem casual. Eventually, though, she rose to her feet and slipped around her young student, heading for the back. Paris was already unzipped and hard, and when Dr. Reynault passed him, she murmured, “Two minutes.”



They were the most agonizing two of Paris’s entire life. As Quinton glanced between the bathroom and his seatmate, Paris closed his eyes and thought of his teacher’s glorious tits, of the spill of her hair, of the soft full lips that would be waiting for him. He unzipped underneath the blanket and kept a hand on the button.



“You’re clear. Go,” Quinton said. “Now.”



Paris tossed back the blanket and stood up. The bathroom door was cracked open and he was up and inside before anyone could turn and look. Dr. Reynault waited, crammed, against one wall, one of her flats up on the toilet seat to give him more room to come in and shut the door. As he locked it, she sat down in a flash and finished the work on his button. His pants came down halfway to his knees and she freed him from his cotton boxers, his cock nearly whapping her in the face.



“Come fast and don’t fuck around with a warning,” she murmured, and gripped his base with both hands. Her hands were already slick with lotion, and she jerked him easily, her lips descending down on him like a woman starving for his come. Her lips were so warm and soft, and her tongue bathed his dick where she wasn’t stroking. It was a fast, precise blowjob, and silent. She stopped jerking him only once. With his cock pillowing out her cheek, Dr. Reynault, his sexy professor, lifted her ass up far enough that she could undo the button on her own pants and pull them down. Her bikini briefs came down too, and Paris caught just a quick flash of a bald pussy before she sat back down again, one hand disappearing between her legs to start playing with herself. The wet slick sounds of her fingering herself were the only to fill the bathroom.



Close and feeling daring, Paris reached down to tug her hair away from her face. She stared up at him as he rested his other hand on the back of her head and started to fuck her face with his first few inches of cock. She didn’t protest or give him a look that said to quit it, so he took it for assent and kept using her that way. Her hips bounced up and down as she pumped herself faster and faster, but Paris was going to come first, and fast. He plunged her lips down on him hard one last time before he stiffened and came, easily his fastest load since he was a teenager. Her neck pumped as she swallowed him down, not letting a drop escape her.



She might have thought they were done, but when Paris pulled out of her, he wasted no time in pulling her upright and spinning her towards the mirror. It was ridiculously tight quarters so he couldn’t maneuver behind her, but he could get one hand down to finger fuck her while she played with her clit. They both stared into the mirror as the student fingered his teacher, her dark hair no longer quite so precise, her cheeks red and lips glistening. Dr. Reynault whimpered as he kept up a hard, fast pace, and he silenced her with his free hand, clamping it over her mouth as she roared towards an orgasm. Her body jerked upwards as though she were trying to do a jump shot, and she stiffened, her pussy clenching around his fingers as liquid warmth splashed out of her and onto his hand.



Before Paris left, she whispered in his ear, “Thank you.”



He leaned in and nipped her earbud before replying, “You’re not done yet.”



“What?”



He knocked gently on the door behind him. Two knocks greeted him in return. Wait, that meant, and he did, grinning at Dr. Reynault. A thousand questions stormed unspoken across her face but he didn’t explain. Instead, a single knock eventually drew him out of the bathroom and he slipped away as Duncan replaced him.



“Oh, you little shits,” she breathed.



He closed the door behind him, and murmured, “Say no and we stop.”



Instead, her glare broke and she watched in hungry anticipation as his pants came down. His cock was bigger than Paris’s and Kale’s, and he fed it to her quickly. She had to take advantage of the situation and get a quick feel of his muscular ass before she brought her hands back and gripped his shaft in much the same way as she had Paris.



Duncan was rougher from the get go, grabbing her hair like it was pigtails and ramming his cock into her throat. But he did glance down at her questioningly when she came back for air after a few thrusts, and Dr. Reynault nodded fervently at him. Grinning, he used her face like a pussy, and unlike with Paris, all Meghan could do was hang on for the ride. His cock pounded into her mouth, his balls slapped against her chin.



The rhythm of his fucking was interrupted once when someone outside the door said something muffled and indistinct. Duncan jerked out of her mouth, listening. When no one knocked, he gestured at Dr. Reynault’s top. She glared at him, but acquiesced, lifting it up and showing off her breasts in a push-up bra matching her soaked panties. She undid that too, and tossed the bra up on the sink as he stared down at her bared tits. When she took his cock in her hands again, he finally crashed back to reality and let her suck him this time, content to let her do the last few minutes of work.



It seemed her body pushed Duncan over the edge, a thought that pleased Dr. Reynault. She sucked and worked his tip with her tongue while jerking with both hands until he finally came. Paris’s come had been manageable, but Duncan poured it out like creamer from a carton and her mouth filled too fast to swallow it all. Some of it trickled out of the corners of her lips, and she cupped her hands to catch it. His was sweeter than either Kale or Paris’s and oddly enough, it wasn’t all that bad. Not that Meghan ever really minded come in the first place, but still, she didn’t want him finishing anywhere else for the foreseeable future.



With his pants done up again, he knocked, and shuffled out of there when Quinton gave the all clear. Kale hurried in a moment later, his pants falling before he’d even shut the door. When the lock clicked home, she sucked him down greedily, already well aware of his little pleasure spots. Remembering their fuck session made her body hum, and she regretted not being able to take the time and do this properly. Soon, she promised herself. There was nothing on the schedule that evening save to check into the hotel. And the whole week, they would have hours after the tours and building inspections to explore their every fantasy. Her mind drifted as she sucked Kale down, thinking about all the possibilities. Riding Quinton or Duncan, their huge dicks impaling her as she rolled her hips or bounced to an ear-shattering orgasm. Being double-teamed by the devastatingly handsome duo of Paris and Kale. Speaking of Paris, she wondered if he’d ever taken a woman in the ass before. That nasty, hot scenario made her shudder with pleasure again. No time to finger herself to another orgasm, unfortunately, but she did reach down and stroke her pussy since Kale was doing most the work for her.



Surprising Dr. Reynault, he pulled out to watch her play with herself, stroking his cock with wet squicks as she spread her knees wide and stared up at him. Her breasts bounced as she rode her hand, and soon his body stiffened and jerked as he began to come, shooting all over her tits, her belly, and her chin. She managed to wipe her chin off but before she could start on the rest of it, he shook his head. Frowning, Dr. Reynault watched him go, replaced at the last by Quinton.



The big man could barely fit in the door, let alone in the stall with her. He stared down at her come covered breasts and belly, and quickly locked the door behind him as they tried to figure out a configuration that worked for both of them. He had an idea, a wicked one, and had her stand up so he could replace her on the toilet, jerking down his pants quickly and letting his gargantuan beast of a cock spring free. She couldn’t kneel in that position and suck him off, so instead Dr. Reynault spun around and sank down on top of him, pulling her panties to the side as she aimed her pussy straight for his cock. Her lips made contact and spread wide, nearly as wide as with Jannik, and she clapped a hand to her mouth to keep from screaming her pleasure. Quinton hit places she hadn’t expected from her students, and she leaned back, her thighs spreading as wide as possible as she started rolling her hips and bouncing on his lap in equal measure.



Quinton wasted no time finding her big nipples. He tweaked them and murmured into her ear, “We’ll do this the right way later,” and she frantically nodded, drawing a tiny chuckle from him as he began pounding upwards. He pinched her nipples mercilessly, twisting and flicking them as their bodies slapped together. She gritted her teeth as waves of pleasure rolled through her. So close already again. She grabbed one of his hands and guided it down to her clit. They played it together, his rough, big fingers circling and occasionally flicking it while she stroked along the hood, one of her more sensitive spots. When his lips found her shoulder, she lost it completely, her hips flaring out as she bounced down one last time, coming so hard she didn’t know how she contained the scream building within her. He felt her shudder, must have known what it was, because Quinton was fucking double-time into her, gripping her waist and lifting her up a few inches so he could get enough leverage to really pound into her.



His cock fountained warmth into her, his body tensing and unclenching underneath her as he let her fall back those few inches. A gasp escaped her when she slid up off him, come dripping down her thighs and legs.



“Shit,” he murmured, staring down at their combined mess. “Told the stewardess I wouldn’t leave a mess.”



She yanked back on her bra, and mouthed, “Flight attendant.”



Why he flipped her off, Meghan had no idea.



He helped her clean up – there was no room for her to help much – and she snuck out first. A few people nudged each other as the professor walked by and a few snickers erupted, but no one tried to arrest her, so that was a win. Trying to walk normally and pretend like she hadn’t just had her pussy dominated by the second biggest cock on that plane wasn’t easy, but she managed. When Meghan fell into her chair by Paris again, a woman in front of her glanced around and sniffed the air. Her husband glanced at her, and asked what was the matter.



“Thought I smelled…” The woman blushed and shook her head. “Never mind.”



Up ahead, Melina turned back from staring at Meghan, a pleased smile on her face. Jannik turned another page in the paperback he’d been reading. “She does understand everyone on this plane knows what she was doing, right?” he asked.



“Oh yes. Everyone stared.”



 He snickered. “Oh, Meghan.”



Melina turned and grinned at him. “What, you wouldn’t want to fool around on a plane if you had a chance?”



Her fingers slipped off her armrest and onto his thigh. Jannik took her hand, squeezed it, and moved it back to her own lap. His fingers brushed against her mound as he leaned toward her. “If I was to do something with you, Melina, it would be somewhere you could really enjoy it. Not some nasty bathroom where we’d both be cramped.”



The Latina surprised him by twisting and pressing her lips against his ear. “And if I let you, it would be under my rules… Mr. Bjornson.”



Her lips parted and she ran her tongue along the edge of his ear before sitting back calmly. After a long moment, he returned to his paperback, pretending the whole conversation didn’t happen.



* * *



A fifteen-passenger van would be their transportation for the week, and once the sultry, freshly-fucked professor handled the paperwork and obtained the keys, they headed for the rental lot and stowed their luggage in the back. With Jannik driving, they kept up a lively stream of actual classroom-related conversation, an odd turn for all of them. But even right off the plane, they came face to face with some of New Bainbridge’s awe-inspiring architecture. The airport’s terminals had been inspired by the Sydney Opera House, and Dr. Reynault launched into a comparative history of the two.



The only ones not participating much in the conversation were Duncan, Brielle, and Emilia. Ever since they got off the plane, the two young women had been giving Duncan the cold shoulder, ending in a whispered but no less heated conversation when they grabbed their luggage back at the airport. He sat between them now in the backseat, his face sour as they stared out the windows. Dr. Reynault might not have paid them any mind if Emilia hadn’t suddenly jumped like a spider dropped onto her lap. The two young women were doing their best not to squirm and pretend like they were listening to the conversation, and Duncan’s irritation melted into a look of serene innocence. Doubtless he was fingering their two sweet cunts, a thought that made Meghan vaguely jealous and not a little bit horny herself all over again.



They reached the hotel about fifteen minutes later. The first time Dr. Reynault tried to organize this trip, she budgeted for and requested a stay at a discount motel chain on the edge of the suburbs, thinking she was already getting lucky with the approval of the trip itself and the flights. Samuel, the school’s head administrator, came down to her office and asked her curiously why she’d want to stay somewhere in a bad part of town. He explained that the school’s benefactors included owners of a few nicer hotels in New Bainbridge, and the students would be more than welcome to stay in a block of rooms at a greatly reduced price.



One of a handful of buildings in a three-block radius that had survived a massive fire in the 1930s, the Kaffee rose above most the newer construction around it. The exterior drew a walking lecture from Dr. Reynault as she pointed out the clustered columns on the corners and the spires at the top, complimented by Portuguese Renaissance-influenced reliefs. She explained some of the similarities and differences between the Gothic and Portuguese stylings, and led them inside. As distracted as the students might have been by the promise of sex hanging in the air, they were also intellectuals and genuinely stood in awe of the intricately styled recesses and the slightly clashing half-dome above them. A lot of the stylistic elements didn’t work – it was far too busy, most of them agreed later – but someone with an eye towards beauty had at least tried to do something unique while being influenced by architectural masters, and that the students could appreciate.



Jannik checked them in while Dr. Reynault pointed out some of the minutia of the architecture. Once he rejoined them, he laid out the room keycards on a table and they sat down for a moment to discuss the ground rules again.



“Look,” Dr. Reynault said, “We are all adults here. I am going to treat you as such. You’re all over twenty-one, and I’m not going to stop you from drinking or having a fun time. That’s inevitable. But I’m asking you all to make smart decisions here. I expect you all downstairs here by eight each morning. Whatever else this trip is, it is an educational opportunity first and foremost, and you are all still my students. We have a zero-tolerance policy of showing up late or acting unprofessionally. If you misbehave on this trip, you will receive a failing grade from me. There are no exceptions. Are we clear on that?” Everyone chimed in with a nod or a yes, and she smiled. “Good. Mr. Bjornson, anything to add?”



“Room assignments are simple,” he said. “Two to a room. As we’re all grown-ups here, we’re not going to stop any couples in the group from sharing a room. The pool and gym are open all night, a restaurant at the top of the hotel until midnight, and there are several more within walking distance. If you’ve read up on the packets I provided, that’s all detailed in there. To echo my colleague, be smart, people. If for whatever reason you need either Dr. Reynault or myself, we are just a phone call or a knock away.”



A shuffling of room keys happened quickly. For the first night, most everyone paired up with someone of their gender. Duncan and Jannik were an easy pairing, since Duncan had a number of classes from Jannik under his belt and they were friends outside of school. Brielle and Emilia took a room together, as expected. Kale and Quinton agreed to a room, but Sonia jumped in there. “We’re going to have to have one mixed gender pair,” she said, giving Quinton a significant look. He shrugged, an easy grin on his face, and she shot her tongue out at him. That was decided then. So that left Kale and Paris, and Dr. Reynault and Melina.



They were all on the same floor, and after they dropped off their luggage, the students met in Sonia and Quinton’s shared room, which would become their de facto headquarters for the week. Quinton crashed on the bed with his back to the wall, and surprising damn near everyone in the room, Sonia crawled up on the bed to sit beside him, her hand resting loosely on his thigh. He glanced at her, but that was his only acknowledgement of the move. Everyone else took up spots on the other bed or the chairs and couch the room had to offer.



“How did it go?” Sonia asked. “I only heard from Quinton.”



“How did what go?” Emilia asked.



Quinton squeezed Sonia’s knee. “The thing with Dr. Reynault on the plane was her idea.”



Brielle, Emilia, and Melina gaped at her. She shrugged and grinned. “Have to help the other team have their fun too,” she said modestly.



“Hottest thing I’ve ever been a part of,” Paris said, and Kale nodded. They each outlined what they’d done with Dr. Reynault, drawing some approving and pleased looks from Sonia, an icy thorniness from Brielle and Emilia when it came to Duncan’s story, and mild indifference from Melina.



“I really wish you had got a picture,” Sonia sighed, and Quinton winced.



“Shit. I forgot. Next time, babe.”



She smacked his gut. “Babe?” Her tone might have been scalding, but her eyes twinkled.



“What’s the next step?” Kale asked.



Sonia shrugged. “Sorry, I’m tapped out after the plane.”



“Me too,” Quinton agreed. “Maybe we just relax tonight. Let things take their course for a few hours.”



“Screw that,” Brielle said. “You guys got yours. I want mine.”



The guys all looked at one another, and Duncan growled, “I’ll take care of you-”



“Oh, you will. But if you’re going to have fun with Dr. Reynault, we’re going to have fun with other people too,” replied Brielle. Emilia nodded firmly, and Duncan looked like he might get angry about it, but finally he sighed.



“Fair’s fair,” he agreed. “Anything goes on the trip?”



They glanced at each other and nodded. Emilia stood up abruptly and said, “Paris. Wanna hit the hot tub?”



“Well, that was fast,” Duncan muttered.



Paris cleared his throat and cocked his head. “Uh. Yeah. Yes. Sure.”



Dreamily, Brielle said, “Kale? Pool?”



“Yuuuuup,” the man said, and charged out of the room in a flash.



Duncan tensed and stared at the door. “Motherf-” He caught a glare from the two beauties he was dating and grimaced. “All right, well, have fun.”



Sonia glanced at Quinton. “Pool sounds pretty good to me too. Work out some of the, ah, tension.”



“Sure,” he said agreeably. “I’m in.”



Duncan grunted his dissatisfaction. “Fine. Swimming. Great.” He glanced at Melina hopefully. “Hey, how about you? Want to buddy up?”



She smiled tightly at him. “No offense to you or anyone else, but if I’m going to fool around with anyone, I want it to be with Mr. Bjornson first.”



“Ugh, fine,” Duncan said. Then more cheerfully, he added, “Did you two get up to anything on the plane?”



“No, not really,” she said, but her smile spoke of secrets she was keeping and wouldn’t tell.



* * *



A few families splashed around in the pool the first fifteen minutes they headed down there, but by and large, the pool was theirs. Kale was down there first, followed shortly by Duncan. The Asian-American dropped into the pool with barely a splash, stayed underwater, and swam a whole two laps before coming up for air. Duncan wasn’t quite so skilled. In fact, he swam about as well as a rock. The tattooed young man kept to a corner of the pool instead, relaxing with his arms spread wide, showing off his toned chest to great effect.



While Kale was still churning out laps, Melina came through the doors next, draped in a robe provided by the hotel. She took in the two guys and the rest of the hotel guests in the pool, swallowed hard, and dropped the towel.



“Jesus, Melina,” Duncan breathed, taking her in.



She was dressed in a black one-piece that might have been rather dowdy if it wasn’t for her curves and the cutouts on the side. A trio of long oval patches of her smooth brown skin made the outfit almost risqué, and she glanced down at her feet at Duncan’s compliment before hopping in the pool, pinching her nose to keep from getting the chlorinated water down the wrong tube.



“Does it look okay?” she asked Duncan as Kale swam up to them. “I bought it just before we left.”



“Yeah,” he said, his eyes glued on the black fabric above her breasts. “Mel, no joke, if he doesn’t go for you in that, he’s fucking brain dead.”



“No kidding,” Kale said, and pinched her side. She yelped and splashed him, and he splashed her back.



As they started in on their water war in earnest, Paris showed up and cannonballed into the pool next to them, drawing curses from Duncan and a delightfully breathy laugh from Melina. He immediately sided with Kale in his valiant battle, and together they even managed to draw in Duncan for a splash or two.



Brielle and Emilia were next. The leggier of the two, Brielle’s breasts and ass bounced in a pink bikini, but not nearly so much as Emilia in a similar blue two-piece. By now, the youths had the attention of every guy in the pool, much to their wives’ and girlfriends’ displeasure. Brielle dove into the pool, coming up just shy of Kale and pantsing him immediately. She got a nice feel of his ass before he turned and grabbed her around the waist and dragged her down into the water with him. Emilia unwittingly mirrored Paris and cannonballed next to Duncan, drawing exasperated murmurs from him before she turned her attention to Paris, who’d left his back exposed. She jumped on him from behind, putting him in a mock chokehold until he fell backwards with her, making her snort and sputter water everywhere.



The six of them thought it might just be them for a while until Dr. Reynault stepped through the door. Like Melina, she was wrapped up in a robe and strolled over next to the pool. Her eyes twinkling, she said, “I heard there were some rowdy students in here causing trouble.”



Duncan, who had been like a sleeping giant in the corner, glanced over his shoulder and grinned at her. “Joining in?”



Dr. Reynault’s smile grew wider. “Hell yes.”



She unslung the robe, turning casually as if she had no idea every student of hers in that pool, man or woman, wasn’t staring at her figure in her two-piece tankini. She tossed the robe onto a chair and knelt down near the edge. As though to give her a hand, Duncan reached up, and she took his fingers in hers gratefully. Then he kicked off, pulling her into the pool with a most unsexy squawk. She belly-flopped into the water, and all her students roared with laughter as she came up sputtering.



“Ohhhhh, you turd,” she gasped, waving a finger in Duncan’s direction.



“Maybe I deserve a spanking later,” he said with a wink.



Dr. Reynault splashed him. “Maybe you do.”



Jannik showed up not too long after. Even approaching middle-aged, he was ridiculously well-cut, and Emilia gave him an appreciative wolf whistle. His eyes crinkled as he hopped into the pool. “Thank you, thank you,” he said.



“Not bad for a senior citizen,” Melina said, swimming in place.



He dove under the water and swam at her as she playfully yelped when he pinched her ass. The group horsed around some, even Duncan, until finally Sonia and Quinton showed up side by side, their hair wet and Sonia’s pale cheeks a rosy red.



“Oooh,” Brielle cooed. “What did you two get up to?”



“Us?” Sonia asked innocently as she dropped her robe and showed off her white one-piece with a single shoulder strap. The damn thing was almost unwearable under most normal circumstances because her boob kept flopping out, but here, now, that felt wildly appropriate. She hopped into the pool and immediately had to pull back up the fabric while all the guys in the pool stared. “Nothing. Why do you ask?”



“Uh huh,” Kale said, splashing her as Quinton sat on the edge, grinning.



The rest of the occupants of the pool and hot tubs had tired of the group by that point and trickled out of there while they played and shouted at one another in pairings that quickly became obvious. Quinton and Sonia didn’t bother keeping their hands off each other from the moment they entered the water. Brielle favored Kale, Emilia Paris. Dr. Reynault and Duncan backed away to a corner together, and at times were so close the others were sure there was some under-the-water heavy petting going on. Jannik alternated his attention among the young ladies and kept up a stream of heavy flirting with Emilia, but Melina put an end to that when she grabbed his cock through his shorts and led him to the shallow end of the pool. By now the students were the only ones in there.



Melina said nothing at first, but slowly worked the straps off her shoulders, nearly baring her tits. He stared down at the hard nubbins barely visible through the fabric, and swallowed hard. “Rule number one, Mr. Bjornson. If you want a taste of this,” she pulled the straps down until her nipples peeked out, thick and hard and so ready for his mouth. “…then you don’t get to play with any of those other sluts without my say-so.”



He stared down, then back at the women behind him. Finally Jannik turned back to her. “Agreed. But you can’t fuck around with any of the other guys without mine.”



“I don’t want any of the other guys,” she said, letting her swimsuit fall further. “I want a man, Mr. Jannik. I want someone who isn’t going to be some emotional pussy.” She turned and headed for the set of stairs leading out of the pool, aware everyone was staring at her as her swimsuit fell further and further, almost to the crack of her ass now. She turned back to Jannik near the top of the stairs. “When the time’s right, I want someone who can take me. Not rough. Not gentle. I want a man to treat me right. Can you do that, Mr. Bjornson?”



For an answer, he swam towards, her, the hunger flooding through him. He took the first two steps slowly, staring into her eyes. He gripped the young woman by the hips and pulled her to him, his mouth coming down to hers. Her lips parted to meet his, and he kissed her over and over again, his rigid cock pressing against her belly button. Her suit dropped down into the water, and she broke away from him. Jannik was sure she was going to pull it back on, but instead, she kicked it away, got out, went to grab a stack of towels, and dropped one of them right near the edge. She settled down onto it, her feet and most her legs in the water, spreading her hips wide and leaving nothing to hide about her virginal pussy.



“Eat me, Mr. Bjornson.”



He didn’t ask if she meant here. He didn’t try to convince her it was a bad idea. Instead, drunk off the gorgeous creature before him, her teacher turned and jumped into the water, coming up beside her in the pool.



“Oh fuck,” Paris murmured, watching as the male teacher’s lips fell between Melina’s thighs, his hands gripping her ass.



They all watched in stunned silence as Jannik began to devour his curvaceous student’s delectable pussy. The man obviously had skills, and Melina’s eyes popped wide within the first minute. “Oh… oh wow…” she gasped.



His tongue was remarkably long, easily one of the longest any of the women had ever seen, and Jannik used it like a finger. First getting to know Melina’s pussy, he swept it along her lengths all the way down to the stretch of skin between her center and her delicate bud. As he began to work his way back up, kissing her thighs in between long licks of her folds, he lifted her legs and rested her knees on his shoulder. It pushed her hips and butt up, and she took another towel and rested it behind her so she could relax back onto her elbows.



Meanwhile, Duncan did an awkward water walk behind Dr. Reynault, his rock-hard cock jabbing into her ass before he wrapped his arms around her waist. She rolled her head to the side as he sank his lips down onto her neck, both of them watching the show. Slowly he guided her back to the wall of the pool and she finally glanced backwards at him, the need in her own eyes burning incandescent.



She boosted herself up and out of the pool, and ran to grab the stack of towels from beside Melina. The young woman reached a hand out, and Dr. Reynault grazed her palm with her fingers. “Th-thank you…” Melina whispered. “For bringing us.”



Dr. Reynault smiled down at them both. “Be good to her, Jannik, or I’ll cut your balls off.”



He gave her a thumbs up, then used that hand and his other one to spread Melina even wider before nuzzling his nose against her clit and burying his tongue in the twenty-something student. 



Meghan laid out four sets of towels like Melina’s, all halfway along the pool. From there, the guys would have no trouble eating out the women, and the door to the pool was at their backs, giving them maybe a few moments if someone came in. The other girls swam to the edge of the pool and hoisted themselves up and out like her. As each sat, she knelt down and kissed them. Not quickly, either, but with full-bodied passion and a hunger to taste them too.



Then the guys were there, hungry, ready to feast. Meghan sat down in front of Duncan as he grinned up at her. “I like it a little rough,” she said to him. He nodded, and helped her pull down her tankini bottoms. Without delay, he went for her clit, his tongue sliding across her button as he reached up to cup his teacher’s luscious breasts.



Beside him, Brielle wrapped her feet behind Kale’s head, and he took his time kissing up her gorgeous long stems while she undid the tie on her bikini bottoms. He was, technically, the last to reach any of the women’s pussies, but Brielle certainly wasn’t going to complain. She leaned back, loving the slow attention he was giving her legs.



Sonia grinned down at Quinton as he sidled up to her, making fins with his hands above his head like shark fins. “Got another one in you?” she asked him, reaching down to stroke his cheek.



“You did fool around,” Brielle gasped. “I knew it, you slut.”



“We may have, ah, taken a shower together,” Sonia said.



“To preserve water,” Quinton added, sliding his thumbs up and down Sonia’s pussy.



“And he may have…” Sonia closed her eyes and gasped as Quinton’s long tongue bathed her pussy lips. “Um… helped me a bit. Sorta like this.”



Quinton’s lips left her and he pinched one of Sonia’s nipples, freed from her top. “I licked you until you gushed all over my face, baby.”



“Oh, I fuckin’ hate you,” Sonia gasped, and giggled as he made “nom nom nom” sounds in her pussy.



Then there was Emilia, who ditched her top and bottoms altogether, her bare ass squishing delightfully out on the towel and hard ground underneath. She said nothing, singularly focused on Paris as he first hoisted himself up to kiss her, then fell between her feet to lick her pussy. “You’re gorgeous,” he told her after his first lick, and she seemed to melt.



“Thank you, Paris,” she whispered.



The four men began to eat out their partners for the evening in earnest, hands straying to breasts, asses, waists. The women, on the other hand, alternated between staring down at the hunks worshipping their flesh and the gorgeous Melina throwing herself in the passion of a man for the first time. The other guys were good at this. Jannik? He was exceptional. His tongue found Melina’s pleasure spots early, and he expertly kept a balance between pressing for her orgasm and giving her tiny moments of respite to come back down before he drove her higher and higher. Once her natural juices had swept away the last of the chlorinated water and she was properly ready for his fingers, he slid one into her tentatively, staring up at her to make sure this wasn’t a violation of her rules. If it was, she didn’t seem to care in the moment, and tossed her head back, her long black hair scraping the ground as she gyrated her hips on his questing digit.



“Yes, Mr. Bjornson, yesss…” she cried.



If the first finger made her feel good, the second blew her mind. Melina’s cunt was the tightest Jannik had ever felt, and he almost couldn’t fit the extra digit in there. He only pumped them in to the first joint before he met a thin membrane of resistance and he jerked his eyes up to her face.



“Your… your hymen…”



She nodded, glancing away shyly. “Complete virgin, Mr. Bjornson.”



“Sweet holy…” He pulled his fingers out and licked them clean. As he sank them back into her oh so carefully, he leaned down to work his tongue across her clit again. She let out a pleasant moan and started writhing, her hands wandering the curves of her breasts. Behind him somewhere, one of the women gasped, “Oh, shit, Parriiiiis!” but Jannik was lost in the religion of Melina’s holiest temple. A virgin at twenty-one. Hadn’t even fucked herself yet. He was so hard he could have shot with just a few strokes, but she was his everything in that moment and he desperately wanted her first time coming from a man’s tongue and fingers to be the benchmark by which all her future lovers were judged.



She began rolling her hips, her mouth working as she whispered his name. His tongue danced along her pussy.



“R-right there, Mr. Bjornson. Please. I’m s-so close. I’m gonna come. You’re going to make me come, oh my God, oh my Goooood…”



She wailed her pleasure as she drove down onto his fingers, nearly impaling her hymen on them. He pulled back to her entrance hastily, going for her clit and playing it like an instrument as he slurped and licked her to a gasping, back-thrashing orgasm right there beside the pool.



Behind them, Dr. Reynault thrust her hips against Duncan’s mouth, his tongue jammed deep into her cunt along with three of his fingers. Meghan watched Melina come, and all thoughts but pleasure left her as Duncan’s mouth moved further south and he slipped his tongue around her delicate ring as his fingers pummeled her pussy. Brielle’s hand fell to one of her breasts and squeezed, whether by reflex of her own impending orgasm or for Meghan’s pleasure, the professor was never sure. But the teacher moved it to her nipple, and instinctually Brielle began playing with it, adding a whole new dimension of pleasure to the mix. Meghan glanced over into the beautiful dirty blonde’s eyes, their mouths in matching o’s as their men brought them to orgasm within minutes of each other, Meghan first, Brielle second. Then Brielle, coming down and crying from the pleasure, twisted her head the other way and clasped hands with Sonia. They shared a passionate kiss as Kale kept going between Brielle’s thighs, his tongue a dancing dervish of pleasure.



Sonia broke away, blushing. “I’ve thought about that for a l-long t-time,” she whispered. “With all of us girls.”



Brielle winked and tried to grin, though the orgasm hadn’t yet released her from its aftershocks. “Th-then we’ll have to do it more, ahhhh, often.”



On Sonia’s other side, Emilia felt for Sonia’s hand, and squeezed it as she gripped Paris’s hair with her other, burying his face into her core. “And other things,” she murmured to Sonia.



“Mmm, God, yes,” Sonia gasped. “What do you think, Dr. Reynault?”



Meghan gasped out, “Oh, FUCK!” as Duncan sank his tongue deeper into her ass, and nodded frantically at the other women beside her. “Uh huh, yes, yes, good, whatever.”



Emilia lay back, laughing breathlessly as Paris squeezed her ass, his mouth moving to her clit and sucking hard. “I thi-think we could ask her for a mill-million bucks and she’d give it to… us… so long as we…” She squeezed her eyes shut and her words trailed away as Paris slipped three fingers into her cunt, working her fast and hard. When he nipped at her clit, she bucked nearly upright and shoved him into her pussy. “Like that, oh shit! Paris!” she screamed again, already coming for a second time.



The scream seemed to wake them all up. Meghan pushed back Duncan and glanced over her shoulder at the windows and glass door leading into the place. No one was there, thank God, but someone had to have heard that. “Everybody up, now.”



Melina glanced at her with sightless eyes. “B-but…”



“Robes and towels! Move!” she ordered.



Melina stared down at Jannik as he wiped his mouth and started for the stairs. “Don’t worry. We’ll have plenty of more fun on the trip,” he promised her.



They raced for something to cover themselves up. A staff member was coming down the hallway and caught sight of Melina, bare-ass naked as she hurriedly pulled her robe around her. The clerk, a middle-aged man with a long ponytail, stopped dead in his tracks, his eyes huge. She shrugged as she tied the belt on her robe, and chased after Dr. Reynault down the hallway.



* * *



The students met in the hotel restaurant on the top floor the next morning. Emilia was absolutely terrified they were in deep trouble, and not even Duncan could calm her down until Jannik joined hem with a cheery grin.



“Are we going to get arrested?” she blurted.



“What for?” Jannik asked.



“Public indecency or whatever?”



Jannik chuckled. “No. I slipped the manager a fifty and told him we might be, ah, up to some things through the week and that there would be another hundred if he kept looking the other way. We might have to bribe a few others but no, we’re good.”



The day was surprisingly normal, given how the previous night’s festivities played out. For the tours they would be taking, Dr. Reynault enforced a loose dress code that was somewhat stricter that day due to some of the religious requirements of the places they would be visiting, so the women were all dressed in pants or long skirts, and all of them, including the men, wore long sleeves. The order of business was a tour of religious buildings. The first one was a gorgeous century-old Catholic red brick church lined in limestone, with exposed beams and an ornate Gothic Revival altar handcrafted from cherry trees local to the area at the time the altar was built. The priest who guided them through the building up to the spire and back down seemed to be on good joking terms with Mr. Bjornson, and as the students snapped pictures of ornate work around a set of windows, Melina heard the priest murmur to him, “You could always come back, Jannik.”



The teacher smiled at his friend. “Thank you for that. Really.”



“The door is never closed to you. Think about at least visiting away from the classroom.” The priest glanced in the students’ direction and smiled. “And perhaps away from the temptations before you.”



Jannik grinned and clasped the other man’s shoulder.  “Soon, I promise. Maybe over the winter break.”



He returned to the group and they soon departed, giving their thanks to the priest. Back in the van, as they headed for a mosque deep in the heart of New Bainbridge, Melina took Jannik’s hand. They were seated together in the middle row with Kale. “You knew the priest?”



“Mm hm,” he said, tearing his eyes away from the window to glance at her, an absent smile on his face. “This is my hometown. It’s why I got involved in the first place with Dr. Reynault. We were talking architecture one day and I started in on all the buildings I knew from this area. James was… is… like a brother to me.”



Ahead of them, driving, Meghan listened to all this with half an ear. She’d heard the story before. But Jannik had always stopped it there, and she had never heard the next part.



“Almost by law, once,” he added softly, staring back out the window again.



Melina frowned, then got it. “Oh. You were engaged?”



“To his sister, yes.”



The whole van was silent, and Melina asked quietly, “And…?”



“She made a decision that I wasn’t enough.” Her hand touched his, and he glanced over, smiling bitterly. “This all could be a move to butter you up.”



“I’ve been buttered for a while now,” Melina murmured.



Duncan groaned in the backseat, and Brielle elbowed him. “It’s sweet,” she said.



The mosque was a fascinating experience for everyone but the teachers who had been there now a few times. Before they entered, as a sign of respect, Dr. Reynault asked the women of the group to wear scarves over their hair. They weren’t required to but the local Muslim community usually appreciated the gesture. They all agreed, and each of them took one from a box and did up their hair. A solemnity fell among them, and they quietly greeted several passers-by coming in and out of the mosque. The men were separated from the women and led in through different doors, but were allowed back together in a common room sparse in decoration with a beauty inherent to its simple, functional design. An imam warmly greeted them and talked with them for about half an hour about the building’s history and some of its features. They were invited to split up by gender again, remove their shoes, and peek into the prayer rooms. The lack of artwork or decoration made sense once the imam explained that prayer room was quite the literal term, a place where Muslims could connect completely with their faith.



They left not too long afterwards, and headed for a synagogue kitty-corner to a nondenominational church built within the last few years. Again, Mr. Bjornson took point both times, cracking well-worn jokes with several people he knew at both places of worship. After lunch at a diner where the waiters and servers hurled foul-mouthed insults at each other and the customers, they headed for a religious compound outside the suburbs. Sitting on a hundred acres of property, this was a church for the ultra-wealthy, and its buildings gleamed and glittered under the sun like no others they’d seen that day. The church’s main tenet of belief was in reincarnation, and that was evident in a lot of the circular and figure eight designs their architects used in the compound’s structures, fountains, and parks. The interiors were the real focus for both Dr. Reynault and Mr. Bjornson, and they shifted into full professional mode to talk about ultra-modern compounds and materials used in the structures, as well as the groundbreaking technologies they used in regards to solar and wind power collection.



From there came another pair of churches, one an old clapboard sided country church on the verge of decay, another a youth-focused camp. After that, the actual tours ended, but they still had half an hour before the end of the day so they cruised down a series of high-end residential areas in the nearby suburbs to ooh and ahh over several of the houses there.



Done with the day’s activities, they returned to the hotel and changed into less formal wear. As yet, they didn’t have a chance to explore the area on their own, so they decided to split up for the evening. The male students decided to band together and head for a games-packed bar down the street, while Brielle and Sonia, the wealthiest of the youths, invited the other women to a concert put on by a 90s boy band on their dime.



Dr. Reynault begged off, but Melina skipped over to her and took her arm. “Come on, Dr. Reynault. Girls’ night. Let your hair down.”



Not immune to the charms and good looks of her student, Dr. Reynault glanced down at the young woman’s hand and back up. “Maybe that would be… ah… fun.”



“Yessss!” Emilia shouted, pumping her fist. “We are so going to corrupt you, Dr. Reynault.”



Jannik happened to walk by at that moment, jingling the keys for the van in his hand. He took in all the women, and said, “Uh oh.”



“Jannik,” Melina said sweetly. “Whatcha doin’?”



As it turned out, driving them to the venue. He grumbled about it good-naturedly, but offered no real resistance. There was a great sports bar about a ten-minute drive away, and maybe he could talk a few old friends into coming by and catching up. When he found a spot near the venue to drop the women off, Melina stayed back and climbed into the front passenger’s seat.



“Jannik…” she started, then blushed.



“Talk to me,” he said.



“I know you probably wanted me to yourself tonight.”



He grinned. “Always. But I want you to have fun, too. Just like I will.”



“About that… Sonia had another idea. A really, um, intriguing one.” She told him their plan for the night, and he raised his eyebrows. When she asked, he immediately agreed to the amendment to the terms of their week together on vacation. “You’re sure?” she asked.



“Hell yes. That’s fucking hot.”



“And you don’t want anything in return?”



Jannik grinned. “Let us watch.”



Melina’s smoldering eyes lit up. “Oh. Ohhhhh. That’s good. That’s really good.”



He leaned across to kiss her. “And tomorrow, we’ll have some fun. I want to take you on a proper date.”



“Hopefully not a long one,” Melina said. When he arched an eyebrow again, she added, “Because tomorrow I’d really love to give you a blowjob.” Then she was pushing open the door and hurrying out, laughing softly as she scampered away.



* * *



The trip was becoming one of the oddest Meghan had ever directed. She was actually coming to like her students. That wasn’t unusual in ones and twos, and she’d always had her favorites, particularly among the tasty young men she sampled through the years. But every single one of the group resonated with her in a way that she couldn’t quite pin down. Even now, getting over her frustration with not fucking Paris’s brains out that night like she’d planned was easy thanks to the great group of girls she was with.



Before the show started, they were already out for fun. The venue was only three-quarters full, as the band had lost a lot of its luster when the lead singer suffered a meltdown a decade ago and quit music to become a “spirit Sherpa,” whatever the hell that meant. Sonia took advantage of the space this provided them and taught them all some absurd dance moves Meghan was ninety percent sure the redhead was inventing on the spot. Melina threw herself into the moves, laughing and dancing, free in a way Meghan had never seen her. Emilia joined in when Brielle did, and Meghan couldn’t help staring at the similar beauties as they moved together, openly brushing each other’s boobs, butts, and waists. Brielle noticed and gestured for her to join in. Meghan grinned and finally acquiesced, doing a dance she remembered her parents teaching her from their disco-crazed youth. As she basically ran in place, the other girls whooped it up and imitated her, save Sonia, who got in a few pictures and shared them with the other girls.



They must have taken twenty selfies before the lights even popped onstage. It made Meghan shake her head, but she couldn’t shake the big dopey grin on her face. This was… fun. And yeah, maybe she wasn’t riding her favorite student’s cock while she buzzed her clit with her travel vibrator, but that would come. For the moment, she relaxed, and remembered with wild surges of heat just how much she loved the female form too.



The music, when it started, was the most pop-sugary thing Meghan had listened to since her own unfortunate choices in music as a youth, but the young women loved it. They sang along, danced the steps they could imitate given their space constraints, they cheered and laughed and listened raptly as their once-idols played it up to the crowd.



It was, all in all, one of the best nights of Meghan’s teaching career. And when Brielle wrapped an arm around her after the third or fourth song, it became something more.



She glanced down at her young, leggy student. The beautiful blonde stared back, grinning, her cheeks flushed as dazzling lights popped swirls of color all around them. Without a word, she leaned in and kissed Meghan. It was more of a question of a kiss, wanting to know if her professor was okay with it – and her professor most definitely was. Meghan kissed her back, and felt another arm encapsulate her waist, this time from the other side. Emilia, in a frilly skirt and a halter top that left her looking like some porn fantasy. Meghan couldn’t help herself. She leaned down for a taste of her other student’s full, pouty lips, and closed her eyes, her whole body humming to the moment, to the feelings of desire and rightness within her.



They let her go, but Meghan’s body wasn’t long for more feminine touches. Sonia pressed her tits against Meghan’s shoulder, her mouth hot against her teacher’s ear. If she said anything, it was lost to the beat, to the absurd forty somethings shuffling around on stage, but Meghan was paying the pop stars no mind anymore. Her existence was Sonia’s lips, tugging at her earlobe, nipping at her shoulder. Another set of full curves pressed against her other shoulder, and she thought it would be Brielle or Emilia again, but to her shock, Melina was there, looking nervous but bouncing on her toes. Meghan hesitated before kissing the young woman, knowing full well her requests of Jannik, but Melina held up her phone and pointed to a message from the man.



It’s okay, Meghan. I know.



Melina slid the phone back into her slim purse and blinked up at her teacher, trying to smile bravely. Meghan reached around the young woman’s neck slowly, and tilted her chin down so their lips could meet. Melina’s mouth was so full, so wonderfully inviting. Meghan sank down into her, their bodies melding as the young woman’s unsure body roared to life and her hands began wandering her professor.



But then she was gone again, replaced by Brielle, and Sonia on the other side swapped out again with Emilia. Meghan moaned in frustration, but the girls laughed and returned to dancing and singing, breaking now and then for a long, heart-stopping kiss with their teacher. That was all it was until the last twenty minutes of the show, when the boy band began a series of their most fondly regarded hits, a sign the show was coming to a close.



As if spurred on, Emilia and Brielle kissed Meghan on both cheeks at the same time, but kept it chaste. Their hands, however, were anything but. They dropped to Meghan’s waist, gripping the thin, gauzy material of her summer dress. Their professor let out a soft whimper as they bunched the fabric in their hands and lifted it slowly, drawing the front of her dress almost up to the soaked wisp of fabric between her legs. Before anyone around them could see, their fingers slipped down to their professor’s sex, and the dress dropped back down, save where their hands were.



As the guys on stage pointed their mics at the crowd so they could bellow the hook to one of their songs back at them, two fingers slipped inside Dr. Meghan Reynault’s pussy, and she nearly came on the spot. The slow buildup to this, the thought that they could be caught if anyone just looked in their direction, it drove her wild. But the girls were not after her orgasm, not yet. They worked her to the beat of the song, shouting the lyrics along with everyone else in the venue, and Meghan nearly lost her balance when someone’s thumb brushed her clit.



The song began to wind down, and Emilia and Brielle glanced at one another, smiling. Then it was Melina and Sonia right there, slipping around their friends and gripping the hem of the dress in their place. Melina stroked her professor’s pussy, unsure of her movements and if she was doing a good job. Meghan eased that worry by leaning down and kissing her again. At the same time, Sonia stroked her professor’s ass, squeezing it, cupping it, running a fingernail down her cleft and across her asshole. Then her fingers joined Melina’s, and they both worked her folds, not penetrating her this time but just teasing their professor.



Meghan had no idea how long that went on, the swapping, the playing. All she knew was eventually the band was announcing the last song for the night, an old anthem of theirs and their first chart topper. Emilia and Brielle took the original positions again, and this time, they held nothing back. Their fingers drove up into their professor’s pussy, their kisses coming hotter and harder with every passing moment. Already riding the edge, it just took a couple flicks of their fingers against her inner walls to set Meghan off, and her wail of pleasure wafted into a sea of gleeful singing. She came and came, and still they weren’t done with her, but she couldn’t know that, not until they got back to the hotel.



They left the venue with her in the middle, her legs quivering. None of them spoke a word about the fingering as they walked to the meet-up point with Jannik. When they were finally in the van and pulling away, Meghan murmured, “Jesus Christ, you four.”



“Did you like it?” Melina asked timidly from the seat up front beside Jannik.



For an answer, Emilia leaned forward and held out a finger close to Melina’s lips. “Give it a lick, sweetheart, and you tell me.”



Melina did, and smiled happily. “Good.” Beside her, Jannik cleared his throat and visibly shifted to adjust himself.



“Is everything good to go back at the hotel?” Sonia asked Jannik.



He ignored Meghan’s puzzled glance, and pulled out into traffic. “Yes. They’ll all be back in fifteen.”



Meghan glanced at each woman in turn. “All right, what do you all have planned?” None of them would answer. “Jannik?”



His fingers danced on the wheel and he said innocently, “How was the concert?”



* * *



“Take a shower, Dr. Reynault,” Sonia ordered her. “When you’re out, Melina will help you get dressed.”



“You know, I am still the teacher here,” Meghan said, exasperated.



They were standing in her hotel room. Melina dug through the suitcase beside her, holding up several items and putting some aside into a pile. With the guys back, everyone was showering too, some together, some managing it solo.



“Right. Sure. You really going to tell me you’re not curious as hell as to what I’ve got planned for you?” Meghan blushed at that and said nothing. Sonia glanced at the clock on the nightstand. “All right. I’m gone. Thirty minutes, you two”



Dr. Reynault muttered under her breath, but stripped quickly and headed for the bathroom. As she started up a nice, hot blast, the door to the bathroom squeaked open and closed again, followed by a rustle of the shower curtain.



Melina. Naked.



“Sonia might be in charge, but she didn’t say I couldn’t play with you before we get started,” she said, smiling tentatively. “Um. If you want.”



“Melina, I more than want.”



Melina grinned and stepped in, her impressive breasts jiggling only a bit with the movement. A tiny paper-wrapped bar of soap on a corner of the tub was her first target, and when she bent over, she put her deliciously round ass in full view for her professor. Dr. Reynault ran her hands across it, and Melina wiggled it for her benefit.



Then she came back up with the soap and turned around. By now, the water slicked down Meghan’s hair and it fell across her breasts in wet, enticing ropes. Melina reached out with her thumbs and brushed it aside, taking her time to trace her professor’s curvy breasts before finally ripping open the soap and massaging the other woman’s shoulders.



“Turn around,” she murmured, and Dr. Renault did. The young woman stepped up so close her breasts rubbed against Meghan’s back. The soap traveled across the back of her neck, across her shoulders again, made circles around her shoulder blades, then under her arms to her pits, so close to Meghan’s breasts that she let out a soft sigh of need and arched her back. But that wasn’t Melina’s plan, not yet, and she ran the soap lower, working faster. Quickly she did her professor’s back and sides, tickling her ribs with her free hand. The soap reached the professor’s spectacularly shapely ass, and Melina squeezed it with one hand while she soaped up the other cheek. She knelt behind Meghan, and the soap and Melina’s fingers slid down the crevice of the professor’s ass, slower than any other tease she’d done so far. When she reached Meghan’s delicate bud, the young woman said kindly, “Spread wide for me.”



Meghan did, and whimpered when the bar of soap teased her asshole, When the soap disappeared, Melina’s finger replaced it, making light circular motions. “Never been this close to another woman’s, um… butt.”



Meghan glanced over her shoulder, smiling. “If we had more time…”



“We might, later.” Melina said. “Does it feel good?”



The question was more a curious one than something she was asking to create a sense of lust, and Meghan nodded. “Some women don’t like it, obviously, but I do. Be careful if you have Jannik back there. He’s very big, and without being prepared…”



“How do you know he’s very big?” Melina asked, and slapped her teacher’s ass as she ran the soap down the back of Meghan’s leg. “Lift a leg.”



Meghan did, and said quietly, “You should probably know we’ve slept together. Every year. Like clockwork. Melina, the way we pick you girls… you know, right?”



“Yes,” Melina whispered as she ran her hands and the soap along the length of one of Meghan’s hips.



“When we choose, Jannik and I always hook up. I don’t know what he is to you, sweetheart, but-”



“If this is the part where you try to warn me he plays around, of course he does. I didn’t walk into this trip blind,” Melina said. She worked the other leg now, and with time running out, she moved faster. Maybe she was angry about the conversation too. Meghan wasn’t sure. “The man I want is someone experienced. Someone who won’t fumble around and who can actually make me feel good.”



“Jannik will do that.”



Melina stood up and turned her professor around. There was definitely a heat to her eyes as she began to run the soap around Meghan’s face and neck. “I saved my virginity for me. Not for someone special, or someone I thought I’d spend the rest of my life with. I do like Mr. Bjornson and if he sees me as something more at the end of this trip, I think I’d love that. But for me, all I want is what he’ll give me this week. And that I’m certain about.”



Meghan slid her hands around Melina and pulled her tighter. Closely, so close their lips almost touched, she peered into her student’s eyes. “I know you’re a brilliant young woman. And you’ve obviously thought a lot about this.”



“Sounds like there’s a ‘but’ coming.”



Meghan shook her head and smiled. She cupped her student’s ass. “Nope. Only butt around I’ve got in mind is this one. And it is fantastic. I hope Dr. Bjornson isn’t the only one you’re thinking about sleeping with this week, because darling, I would love to teach you how much fun it can be with just us girls too.”



Melina pecked her cheek. “Maybe you’ll get that shot,” she murmured, and winked. “But no spoilers. Come on, we’ve gotta hurry up or Sonia’s going to nag me about it forever. She’s stupid angry about punctuality.”



* * *



Melina led Dr. Reynault by the hand up the hallway to Quinton and Sonia’s room. She settled on a purple lace chemise for the professor with a matching choker that attached to the outfit with hook and eye neck straps. An older couple passed them in the hallway, the man’s eyes wide as he blatantly stared back at the sultry woman’s ass on full display under the cut-outs. His wife sighed happily. “Remember those days, George?”



Melina couldn’t hold back her giggles as they entered the room. Meghan’s cheeks roared with the humiliation and lust of the moment. Oh well. It was done.



Melina’s snickering tapered off when she pushed open the door to the room. Lined up against one wall were all the men, including Mr. Bjornson. On the edge of the bed facing them, the women were idly playing with their cocks, save for Jannik who was understood to be off limits. Brielle stared dazedly at Quinton’s enormous dick in her hands, Emilia stroked Duncan, and Sonia was taking care of both Paris and Kale. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled.



“Just in time. Any longer and we’d have had to turn this into an orgy.”



“That’s not what this is?” Dr. Reynault asked, mildly disappointed.



Sonia chuckled. “Soon, Professor.”



“Can we keep stroking while you explain?” Emilia asked.



“Sure. It’s not like the rules are set in stone here,” Sonia asked.



“I don’t know,” Kale said. “I kinda like you dictating what we can and can’t do.”



“Yeah,” Paris said. “It’s fun. Maybe we have a free for all day before we go, but for now...”



Sonia grinned. “Sounds good. In the meantime, enjoy those hands, boys. Because once this gets started, only us girls get to touch each other.” She turned and stood up, stretching. All of the girls were in lingerie or cute bras and panties, and hers left as little to the imagination as Dr. Reynault’s chemise. “All right, so… the guys got to have their turn with you yesterday. We figured tonight… is ladies’ night.”



“Huh?” Meghan asked. She was having a hard time not watching the girls jacking off the boys.



“Dr. Reynault, you are our entertainment,” Sonia said, and when she gestured at the bed, Melina placed her hand on her professor’s ass and nudged her towards the bed. Meghan went without any hint of consternation, salivating over the bounty of flesh in front of her. “You’re going to lie on the bed. And one by one, each one of us is going to get licked start to finish by you and only you.”



“The f-four of you?” Meghan asked. Oh holy shit. This was so fucking hot. Her submissive, on the bed, having her way with four of the most gorgeous pussies on campus. Um, waiter, yes please, she would have all the appetizers, thank you.



Sonia nodded. “You can use your hands on us, but not yourself or the guys. And none of us can touch the guys or you once this starts. Don’t worry, you’re going to get yours, too. Us girls can do whatever we want to with each other.”



“But… how am I going to get off?”



Her student’s grin was either frightening or smoldering. Both, Meghan decided. “Brielle?”



“Heyo!” the leggy blonde said.



“Got your toy?”



Brielle reached under the bed and produced a box. “Right here.”



“Excellent. Introduce the professor to her boyfriend for the night.”



Brielle opened the box and pulled out a vibrator egg. That wasn’t all, though. She also produced a remote.



“Oh Jesus,” Dr. Reynault said weakly.



“We are going to Freakytown,” Brielle said happily as Emilia handed over a bottle of lube. “Guys, whoever makes me the best offer gets to slide this baby home. Second best offer gets to control the remote first.”



“I’ll fuck your ass,” Duncan offered.







Brielle frowned at him. “You want that anyways. How does that benefit me?”



“Good point.”



Quinton flexed his cock. “That’s my offer.”



Brielle stared at his girth. “That’s definitely some hard negotiating.” Emilia groaned but Brielle ignored her. “Kale?”



Kale opened his mouth, but Paris leaned in and whispered into his ear. Kale nodded, and blurted, “Paris and I will double-team you tomorrow night.”



“Sold,” Brielle shouted.



“Rock paper scissors for the remote?” Kale asked his friend.



“You can have it. I want to slide this baby into Dr. Reynault’s pussy.”



“Dude. We are killing this friendship thing.”



Sonia laughed at the pair, then turned her attention back to her professor. “On the bed, there you go. Make yourself comfortable. You’re going to be here a while.” Turning to the guys, she said, “One last thing. When you’re going to come, don’t waste it. Shoot it on her. I want that picture, damn it.”



Quinton gaped at her. “You are the sexiest monster I’ve ever known and I love it.”



Sonia winked at him and turned her attention to the rest of the women. “Who’s first?”



“Um,” Dr. Reynault said, squirming around until she was comfortable. “I think Melina should be first. I said some things just now I need to apologize for.”



“It’s okay,” Melina said meekly.



“No. It’s not. You’re a grown, capable woman. You know what you want and you’re getting it. I respect the hell out of that and I should not have doubted you. So come here. Let me show you how good a woman can make you feel.”



Melina glanced around at the others, and they nodded encouragingly at her. She stripped, drawing every eye in the room on her, and Mr. Bjornson murmured something under his breath, his cock straining hardest of them all. She swung by his side first to peck his cheek and then climbed up onto the bed. Dr. Reynault rested on the sheets, her chest rising and falling as she drew in excited breaths. Melina straddled her carefully, and settled her pussy over her professor’s mouth. Sinking down onto Dr. Reynault’s lips elicited a moan from her, and her head rolled back as Meghan took her first long lick.



It seemed to set the room off. Sonia gestured at Paris, and he crawled onto the bed with the vibrating egg in hand. Emilia handed him a bottle of lube and he worked a fat dollop over the egg before pressing it against his professor’s hot, waiting cunt. She spread her thighs wide, giving him a jaw-dropping view of her pink folds, and he rubbed her clit almost on instinct.



“The rules,” Sonia warned him.



“Sorry,” he murmured, and pushed the egg home. Dr. Reynault bucked immediately, the wet slurps stopping momentarily for a long, appreciative moan. The egg buzzed with “shave and a haircut” and the professor fidgeted, squeezing her hips together and back apart again, willing the buzzing to go on and on. But Kale seemed intent on toying with her, and there was a luscious pussy to be tongued, so she got back to work.



The best part about Melina’s inexperience was that she was so responsive to everything. Everything was still mostly new to her so everything felt amazing. Her hands went absolutely everywhere they possibly could – running through her long, silky hair, scratching at her own cheeks and chin, her shoulders with her arms crossed over her breasts, shuddering in pleasure, her big, heavy breasts, her taut tummy, her wide oh-so-fuckable hips, her ass in a show all the guys loved, even her ankles as she leaned back, staring up at the ceiling caught in a long whine of pleasure. A few times, she reached out towards Jannik as though she wanted him to walk her through this.



Jannik himself looked absolutely lost to his pleasure, his eyes half-lidded from the moment when his young lover mounted his colleague. He stroked his cock with a fervor unmatched by any of the other guys, Comparatively, though none of them were small or even below average, Jannik’s cock dwarfed all of theirs, save for Quinton. His was just as full, but an inch shorter.



The women in the room lounged around like cats at first. Sonia took a seat on the second bed in the room, thighs spread wide as she fingered herself. Every now and then her gaze wandered to the guys, or to Brielle or Emilia, but by and large, her focus was zeroed in on her teacher and the horny young virgin of the group.



Emilia had her arms wrapped around Brielle, sucking gently at her neck while she ran her hands expertly over her friend and partner-in-crime’s body. According to the rules, there was no licking one another to climax, but Sonia said nothing about them playing with their hands, and Emilia took full advantage of the loophole, though she had no intention of letting Brielle get off easily. Eventually, as Melina began rolling her hips and moaning harder, Emilia pushed her leggy friend towards the same bed as Sonia, and they sprawled out together with their heads near the foot of the bed, Emilia still spooning Brielle and stroking her body.



Kale followed no pattern as to when he buzzed the vibrator, and he was merciless in his teasing. Sometimes he’d flick it on just for a second or two, enough to give his professor a taste of pleasure, and other times, he would lean on it hard, letting it bring her near the cusp of a climax before he shut it off again for minutes at a time. All the while, Melina’s hands settled on her own ass, the rolling of her hips intensifying as she neared a peak.



“Dr. Reynault, your tongue feels so nice,” she gasped. Her professor reached up and clasped her student’s bottom, burying her mouth deeper into Melina’s hot and hungry center. To Jannik, Melina said, “We were sh-showering to-together, baby.”



“Oh fuck,” Jannik whispered. “Did you touch her?”



Melina nodded slowly, her eyes half-lidded. “Uh huh. I soaped her up.”



Jannik jerked faster and stepped closer to the bed. He reached out, but pulled his hand away at a warning from Sonia. His fingers trembled on his cock and he said, “What did you touch? What did you do?”



“Everything,” Melina whimpered. “She’s got such n-nice boobs. I liked squeezing them. B-But it was her ah-ass she really liked. I t-touched her little hole, baby. Sh-she loved it.”



Jannik’s fist was a blur on his first few inches, his ass bucking forward as if he was fucking one of the two women. “I can’t wait for to-tomorrow,” he gasped.



“Mmm, I want your cock in my m-mouth so bad,” Melina moaned. “I w-want you to co-come in it too. I want to taste you. Use my f-face like these boys c-can’t.”



Sonia on the other bed gasped wordlessly when Brielle’s hand cupped her breast, squeezing. She parted her thighs wider, fingers whipping in and out of her pussy. Melina glanced over, her mouth parted. “Want to… r-ride you too, Sonia. After I-I’ve fucked h-him. Want to taste all of y-you.” She glanced back at Jannik, blushing. “Is th-that okay? Would you m-mind me sleeping with… ahhhh, God… the other w-women?”



Jannik groaned, “Fuck no, I don’t mind…”



“Do you want to… to watch me licking Sonia’s pussy, baby?” Melina began to shudder on top of Dr. Reynault’s mouth and it was clear she was close. “And Brielle? Tho-those long legs.” Brielle whispered a yes under her breath, her feet kicking as Emilia plunged three fingers hard into her cunt. “And Emilia, oh my God, Emilia, you’re s-so pretty, I want to see those s-sexy eyes…” Melina scrunched up her face and shuddered, “Oh my God oh my God I’m coming I’m coming so fucking hard!”



Her head fell forward and she clutched her ankles, desperate to ride this out. As she came, Kale buzzed the egg vibrator without pause, making Dr. Reynault moan into Melina’s pussy. Her hands fell to the bed, clutching at the sheets, her tongue still licking on instinct but she was too close herself to focus. Jannik stepped up next to the bed, his cock raging red and ready to fire. Melina’s eyes fluttered open and watched him, a slow, easy smile spreading across her face.



“Where should I paint her, baby?”



“Her belly and her breasts, Mr. Bjornson.”



Melina fell away from Dr. Reynault as the other woman stared up at the ceiling, her back arched, her hands clawing the bedding. Jannik slapped one of her breasts with his cock and she tried to grip it out of instinct, but Melina took her hand and pulled it away just as Jannik started coming, his loads whipping across Meghan’s heaving tits and her shuddering body.



Meghan was so close to finishing, but Kale all of a sudden decided to stop the buzzing. She sat up, furious. “What are you doing? I’m right there.”



Kale winked at her. “My turn’s over. Time for the next guy.”



“Oh, you little…” She collapsed back on the bed, licking her lips. “Whoever’s next, I need water.”



Emilia, Brielle, and Sonia glanced at each other. Brielle said, “If you two don’t mind…?”



“Not at all,” Sonia replied, and Emilia nodded. Sonia turned to the other woman. “Come here. Sit between my legs. You were taking such good care of her. I want to take care of you.”



“No argument here,” Emilia said, grinning.



With Melina laying on her side watching, Brielle swung her long legs over Dr. Reynault’s face. The blonde was skinny and flexible, and winked at Kale and Paris, who now had control of Dr. Reynault’s remote. “Watch this, fellas,” she murmured, and leaned forward, resting her hands on either side of Dr. Reynault’s head as she lowered herself slowly, her legs spreading wide and straight out.



“Hooooly shiiiiit,” Kale breathed. Paris watched, bug-eyed, jacking on the vibrator remote and his own cock. Duncan glanced at the guys irritably, but his own focus was quickly back on the tall blonde as she did the splits right on her professor’s mouth. Soon, though, Brielle pushed herself back up into a much more normal position, much like Melina.



“Mmm, Dr. Reynault,” she moaned. “You’ve been holding out on us. Those lips are fah-fantastic.”



Something about a classical beauty like Brielle being involved in such a base, crazy situation was hugely erotic to Sonia. She’d seen the young woman naked in their pool group licking, but her focus then had been on Melina, Jannik, and Quinton. Now she realized just how gorgeous the woman in front of her was – young looking as sin, with a dancer’s body, but well over twenty-one. Hers would be a face that would get carded probably well into her forties. Her eyes danced with good humor across her whole audience, knowing everyone was glued to her performance, and she reveled in it. Sonia wasn’t afraid of her own nudity but she’d never been so joyous about it as Brielle. Her classmate was actually showing off, twisting her hips and legs into impossible configurations as she kept her pussy firmly within reach of Dr. Reynault’s tongue.



Waves of heat thrummed through Sonia and she drove her fingers into Emilia’s cunt. She wanted the young woman in front of her to feel her need as Brielle rode Dr. Reynault’s face. The professor’s grip on Brielle’s tight ass faltered for a moment, her hand waving in midair before coming back down hard and fast. Slap!



Brielle jerked her hips against her professor’s face. “Ow!” she yelped. Then a moment later, she added, “Harder!”



Kale groaned, stepping closer, his fist working his cock with hard, slow strokes. He was close, and when Dr. Reynault slapped Brielle’s ass again and again, he climbed up onto the bed on one knee, his cock aimed at his professor’s exposed pussy and her belly. Brielle glanced over her shoulder again, and moaned, “Oh, fuck, Kale’s coming, Dr. Reynault, he’s going to come all over you, slutty professor.”



Meghan squirmed under Brielle, her fingers falling to her pussy, but Emilia pried herself loose from Sonia and smacked the professor’s hand away. “No!” she said like she was training a bad dog. 



Her hand was right there when Kale came. Load after load wound up painting Brielle’s ass, Meghan’s belly, and Emilia’s hand. His last, hot blast streaked across Dr. Reynault’s pussy, and he stumbled backwards, gasping his professor’s name. Emilia leaned over and slurped up the come on Brielle’s ass, and spanked her best friend too for good measure. Then she returned to Sonia, and making sure both Duncan and Quinton were watching, she climbed onto Sonia’s lap and leaned in for a passionate kiss, sharing half the load of come in her mouth with the fiery redhead.



“Oh shit,” Quinton gasped. “That’s fucking hot.”



Sonia collapsed backwards with Emilia falling with her, still kissing. Emilia’s fingers disappeared into Sonia’s cunt and she began thrusting with her hips as she finger-fucked her friend. Brielle watched, gasping erratically, close to the edge. When Sonia leaned up to suck one of her friend’s nipples into her mouth, Brielle’s hips quivered and she gripped a pillow in one hand, squeezing her eyes shut.



“I’m coming I’m coming I’m coming oh fuuuuuck!” she wailed.



Her orgasm hit her in waves. Dr. Reynault’s lips and tongue kept up a frenetic pace and Brielle wasn’t sure if she came once or multiple times. It felt like it lasted forever until she fell sideways, her pussy quivering, her fingers making clawing motions at nothing at all.



Dr. Reynault sat up, gasping, “Please let me come, Sonia, oh God, please…”



Sonia pried herself away from Emilia’s lips long enough to say, “Not until we’ve all had ours or the boys feel generous, Dr. Reynault.”



“I’m so close…”



“I know,” Sonia said, grinning. To Emilia, she whispered, “You’re up, babe.”



“You’re sure?”



“Mm hm. But we are definitely continuing this later.”



“Good.”



Melina rolled off the bed finally and she helped Brielle down, stopping only to take a nice, long lick of the juices gleaming on her professor’s faces. “You taste good,” she said, and practically every guy in the room moaned as one. She giggled, and as she passed Jannik, she might have reached out and squeezed his cock as it made a rousing attempt at a second wind. Sonia let it slide. This was all in fun, and anyways, if this devolved into an orgy, hey, she wasn’t against the idea either. Her pussy was practically screaming for a dick.



Emilia hopped up on the bed, knee-walking until she was near the professor. The three curviest women in the room were definitely Melina, the goddess of tits and ass, Dr. Reynault, whose thirty-something age hadn’t done much to her breasts or that remarkably tight butt, and Emilia. But Emilia’s curves were different in a way that intrigued and inspired – she was athletically curvy. And that wasn’t to say Meghan or Melina weren’t fit, because they obviously took care of themselves. But besides Emilia’s mouthwatering tits and her bouncy ass, she was fit and lean, and Sonia so very much couldn’t wait until they played again.



She rested on her back as Emilia sank down onto Dr. Reynault’s face. Their professor’s pussy shuddered and hummed again, and this time, it was Duncan holding the button. He stepped up close to Emilia and Meghan, and Sonia wondered if he wasn’t about to break the rules deliberately. But no, he just saw something she’d missed – the vibrator was sliding out of their teacher’s pussy. He pulled it out, gave it a long lick with closed eyes that spoke of his pleasure, and slid it back home, making Dr. Reynault squirm again. Duncan patted Emilia’s ass and she grinned down at him.



“Kinda wishing your tongue was helping out too,” she said.



“Ohhh,” he groaned, stroking his cock languidly and giving the vibrator two short buzzes. “We are definitely doing that sometime.”



Emilia started riding Meghan again. Much like Brielle, she was playful and energetic, humming to herself as she bounced around like a pinball. She was also the most vocal of the bunch, giving her professor commands left and right. “Pinch my clit,” she ordered. “Squeeze my ass.” “Use your teeth just a bit. Oh fuck yeah, just like that.” Melina was wildly fascinated by this and probably would have been taking notes if she had a pen and paper handy.



Duncan stayed right by the bed, and it was apparent why. He was close, and soon he was crawling on the bed by his teacher and his girlfriend. His attention was almost all on Emilia’s ass bouncing up and down on his teacher’s face, and when he was close, he mounted his teacher too, his cock aimed between her breasts. He came with a groan, spattering Dr. Reynault’s cleavage and Emilia’s ass in equal measure.



Emilia spun around on their professor’s face and planted one hand on the bedspread. She began to buck up and down like she was riding a horse, maybe, and swept the hair out of her eyes with her free hand. Her look of total concentration fell not on Duncan, who now leaned against the far wall, but on Kale and Paris.



“You’re going to fuck my bestie tomorrow,” she whispered. They nodded mutely at her, unable to speak as the blonde goddess worked her pussy on their professor’s tongue. “This is the big league, boys. Sure you can handle her?”



“Absolutely,” Kale said, grinning. Paris gulped and nodded.



“Good. You know how she likes it? Hard.”



“Shiiiit,” Kale moaned, stroking himself faster and faster.



“Maybe I’ll join you. Show you how it’s done,” she murmured.



“You’re mine tomorrow,” Duncan growled, working the vibrator’s remote like he was mad at it.



Emilia grinned. “Oops. Sorry boys. Seems I-I’m… oh, that’s very good… spoken for.”



Her eyes closed and she raised her hands behind her head, clenching fistfuls of hair. Her throat started working and she let out a soft series of sighs. Meanwhile, Duncan cranked up the vibrator, and Dr. Reynault’s feet kicked at the sheets, a muffled, “Mmmmmgawwwhhhd,” emanating from under Emilia’s pussy. Emilia’s pleasure took over, and her chin dipped and rose every time she rolled her hips harder and harder. Dr. Reynault gripped her waist and licked her with a frantic, base need of her own, trying to get Emilia off as quickly as possible in the hopes that her own climax would finally be granted. Emilia came with a sudden sharp piercing cry, bending back nearly to the point where her shoulders were touching the bed as she squirted all over Dr. Reynault’s face. She collapsed backwards, watching the professor jerk her hands down to the vibrator.



“No!” Dr. Reynault cried. “No, I was so close! Why’d you stop?”



Duncan frowned. “I didn’t. I was going to let you come for doing such a good job with my girls.”



Sonia sprang up and examined the egg. Sure enough, it was dead. She pulled it out and kissed Emilia. “Move, hon,” she ordered. Emilia complied with the help of the guys, and Sonia immediately threw her legs over Dr. Reynault’s face.



“Please, Sonia, please,” her professor pleaded.



“I’ll get you there,” Sonia said, and plunged her mouth down onto her teacher’s pussy.



“Hoooooo, fuck!” Quinton said, his eyes huge. Of all of the guys, he was the only one who hadn’t come. His cock seemed furious about this, standing bright red and jutting up towards the ceiling. He kept up a slow stroke, though, not rushing, just watching Sonia eat out Meghan.



It was noisy. It was wet. It was filthy and lewd. It was so goddamn hot everyone got closer to watch. The young women crowded the other side of the bed. The buys stood together in a line to watch, jerking their cocks as the redhead and their brunette teacher sixty-nined. Meghan had been riding the orgasmic line for so long that she could barely think straight, but she knew on some base level this was the chief bitch who had so delightfully tortured her, and she reached out with trembling fingers, determined just inches from the finish line to make her student come first before she finally crested.



The lube. It was right there on the nightstand. She gripped it, and someone was there, helping her out. Quinton. He winked at his teacher, and helped her uncap the bottle and pour a generous amount into his teacher’s hand. She quickly played it into her fingers and coated them, and slid her thumb along Sonia’s puckered bud.



“What are you-?” Sonia asked, then her eyes bulged when the thumb slid into her asshole. “Ohfuckohfuckohfuck!”



Meghan began licking again, her tongue by this point numb and her jaw aching. But she’d be damned if this redheaded firecracker gave her satisfaction before she was good and goddamn ready. She fucked Sonia’s ass slowly with her thumb, the passage tight but not so much that she was causing her student any pain. The girl must have had some experience there. Good. She focused her tongue on Sonia’s clit, and with her free hand, plunged three fingers into her cunt. Again Sonia came up off her teacher’s pussy, her eyes wide and frantic.



“Jesus, God, that’s amazing, that feels so fucking good…”



If they could pay any attention, they would have been surprised at Kale coming first, stepping closer to paint both women’s sides with a few shots of sticky white streaks. But Meghan was singularly focused on her student’s pleasure and Sonia was trying to hang on for the ride, her nose pressed to her teacher’s ass as her tongue plunged along her lips.



Brielle and Emilia were a tangle of limbs, kissing hard and deep and revealing to the guys their fingers in each other’s cunts. Melina had two fingers inside herself, whimpering as she watched the show. Jannik’s gaze flicked between all three erotic shows, as did the other guys, save Quinton, who still had eyes only for Sonia, drinking her in greedily as his hand worked his cock.



Sonia began bucking despite herself, despite the promise she’d given her teacher, and she glanced up, tears of pleasure streaming from her eyes. To no one in particular, she gasped, “H-help her,” and she came, her pussy convulsing on her teacher’s mouth. Fingers took over the work for her, feminine but she wasn’t sure whose and it didn’t matter. The thumb in her ass shot out, and not two minutes after Sonia came, Dr. Reynault’s hips went wide as they possibly could, her spine popping as she tried to arch her back under Sonia, her screams of pleasure muffled by the redhead’s sopping wet pussy.



Sonia climbed off her teacher and spun around to collapse beside her, an arm draped over Dr. Reynault’s stomach. She watched with half-lidded eyes as Meghan leaned in, frantic to kiss her, to touch her, and someone was still fingering their professor, still making her shudder and gasp and shake, and Sonia kissed the naughty professor back, feeling someone’s come shoot across her belly, an errant shot meant mostly for Dr. Reynault. Somewhere behind her, Melina collapsed on a bed, wailing out another orgasm, and Jannik was there, his dick in his hand, kissing his young lover, unable to hold back any longer as he stroked himself to a climax on her belly and her breasts.



Dr. Reynault whimpered into Sonia’s mouth, her hips shuddering for the second, maybe the third time, her orgasms stringing together. Someone was behind her, his cock still in his hand, and Sonia leaned up as far as she could manage on one elbow. Quinton, her Quinton, still had yet to come, his face gone caveman, his whole soul pouring into his every thrust, and he mouthed three words to her – “I need you,” and she nodded.



Then he was there, climbing up onto the bed, pulling Sonia’s legs up until her ankles were twisting together behind his head, and he slid into her with a primal grunt, his cock so big within her. She arched her back, resting mostly on her shoulders as he gripped under her ass and lifted her, plunging in and out of her. Dr. Reynault cupped her chin, turned her face towards hers, and kissed her again with such passion and desire that Sonia whimpered into her mouth, eyes fluttering.



“Come for him, baby,” Dr. Reynault said. “He’s been waiting for you all this time.”



“I know,” Sonia whispered. “He’s so good, Doctor.”



Meghan’s hand slid down to her student’s pussy, feeling where Quinton’s big cock was making the flesh pooch out, then drifting north until she found Sonia’s clit and toyed with it. The guys watched Quinton fuck with dazed, sated expressions on their faces. He was insatiable, having not come once when they’d all done it twice. No longer was this Quinton, but a roaring bull, a machine meant to fuck Sonia until she could take no more. At some point, his grip shifted to her back and he pulled her upright, settling onto his knees so she was bouncing on his cock as he hammered up into her, He took one of her breasts into his mouth, the worship of her temple in his eyes, and she came when his tongue slipped across her nipple, so hard and so fast she had to cling to him to hold on. Her arms wrapped around him like that, she buried her face into his shoulder and cried her pleasure into him as he thrust harder and harder still, their bodies making soft wet wicking sounds against one another.



When he stiffened, finally, gratefully, his eyes closed and he gripped her tight to him. His cock exploded deep in Sonia’s cunt. They could do nothing but hold each other for minutes afterwards, gasping, sometimes each other’s names, sometimes nothing at all. He twisted with her down onto the bed, and Sonia took his cheeks in her hands, crying with the force of not just her pleasure, but her sudden, unbound feelings for this man. When the tears subsided, she sniffed and said, “Ah damn, still never got that picture.”



Dr. Reynault was helped to her feet and guided to the other bed. Someone – Paris, she thought with a smile – pulled covers up over her, and before she drifted off and the room emptied, she muttered, “One of you assholes had better wake me up tomorrow with coffee and doughnuts.”



* * *



The next day was a strange one. Dr. Reynault woke up to some shifting dynamic in the group, and not all for the better. Oh, certainly, Sonia and Quinton were now definitely, firmly a couple, but something must have happened during the sapphic play session or afterwards that she didn’t understand. At a diner where they met up for breakfast before getting started for the day, Duncan and Brielle sat away from the rest of the group in a corner booth, a platter of biscuits and gravy largely untouched between them. They glanced up at their professor, then resumed their conversation. Duncan seemed tense, and maybe even angry.



Dr. Reynault took a chair at the head of the table with the rest of the students. Quinton grinned at her. “Feeling okay after last night?”



“Ungh.” She reached for a carafe of coffee but Paris was there to fill her mug for her. She nodded her thanks to him, and said quietly, “Everything okay with them?”



They all looked at each other, and Sonia, who looked as exhausted as Dr. Reynault felt, said quietly, “It’s not really our place to say.”



“Well, it’s kind of mine,” Emilia said. “Brielle and Duncan broke it off this morning.”



“Thought they were on a break already?”



Emilia nodded, and studied a fork in front of her. “Yeah. They were. Now it’s a bit more… permanent.”



Dr. Reynault paused with the mug halfway to her lips. “Oh. I’m very sorry to hear that.”



They ate and drank in uncomfortable silence for a few minutes. Sonia finally said, “About tonight, I had another plan. I know Brielle, Kale, and Paris are going to be occupied, but…”



“Can I interrupt?” Quinton asked. She nodded, and he stared into his omelet and bacon. “I want to take you out tonight. On a real date.”



Sonia reached out and stroked his arm. “Just the two of us?”



“Yeah.”



“Sounds great,” she said quietly. To Emilia and Dr. Reynault, “Mr. Bjornson and Melina are out too. Sorry. Looks like you two are going to have to fend for yourselves.”



“I have some ideas,” Emilia said, and Meghan grinned as a waiter brought over a fresh pot of coffee.



The day’s lessons were much more subdued. Meghan’s throat, jaw, and tongue hurt from the previous night’s festivities, and she had trouble speaking at length. That was okay, though, as they were visiting a number of commercially-focused architecture firms and the buildings they were most known for. It was a good opportunity not just to study office buildings and a few nifty restaurants, but for the students to create some new contacts in the fields they would be working in.



Meghan expected broodiness and maybe even anger out of Duncan considering how his morning was going, but he seemed to be the most attentive student that day, asking loads of on-point questions and generally keeping to the front of the pack. More than a few times, Brielle looked after him with some pain in her eyes, but given the way she glanced at the rest of the guys in the group, Meghan had little doubt the young woman would have no trouble moving on.



At lunch in the food court-styled first floor of the last building they’d inspected, Dr. Reynault managed to get Duncan alone as he studied the menu for a Shanghai-inspired vendor. “Any idea what Jianbing is?” he asked his professor.



“Kind of like a crepe. It’s good,” she said. “Try the milk tea too.”



He nodded, still absently studying the menu and rubbing his arm. “You’ve been staring at me off and on all day, Dr. Reynault.”



“I’m sorry.”



“You want to know if I’m going to snap, right?” She took a deep breath, and nodded. He smiled wanly. “I know what I look like and how… intense I am. That’s what she told me this morning. I’m too intense. I try not to be, but I get it. I do.”



“Are you all right?”



“I’m not going to get angry with her, if that’s what you mean.”



“No,” she said, stroking his arm. “Are you okay, Duncan?”



“I liked her,” he said plainly. “She and Emilia… I don’t know. They were fun. Most the women I wind up with are nuts. But they were grounded and cool and down for whatever.”



They were next in line, so they ordered, him the Jianbing and the tea, her a rice bowl. After they paid and received a tray, he carried it to a table and their conversation resumed. The rest of the students filled out a few tables nearby, wisely giving the pair some space.



“Emilia still seems into you,” Meghan said.



He nodded and smiled. “And I’m very much into her. I’m worried though.” He took a bite, chewed thoughtfully, and nodded. “Yeah, that’s good. Thanks.”



Meghan nodded. Her own bowl of rice, vegetables, and meat was too soupy for her taste, but it certainly wasn’t the worst food she’d ever had. “Worried about what?”



He wiped his hands on a napkin and leaned forward. “That I’m not going to be enough for her after this trip.”



“Sounds like a conversation you need to have with her.”



“Maybe. I don’t know. She wants to go too, there’s the door.”



“You don’t really believe that.”



Duncan shrugged. “Doesn’t matter what I believe. Emilia’s her own person. I’d be pissed and disappointed, but I’m not going to flip out on her. My dad did plenty of that growing up with my mom. I might have his temper, but I ain’t him, Doctor.”



“I’m glad.”



He studied her. “Yeah. Me too.”



* * *



When they came back to the hotel that evening, a light rain threatened to ruin most of their plans, but Sonia was adamant on keeping her date with Quinton, and Jannik had something special planned for Melina he didn’t want to cancel despite her weak protests he really didn’t need to treat her. Brielle, Paris, and Kale were as excited as children and decided to keep to the hotel restaurant and bar before starting in on the young men’s “payment” for control of the remote and vibrator the night before.



That left just Emilia, Duncan, and Dr. Reynault, In the lobby near the elevators, the professor smiled at her two students and said, “You two enjoy your night, hm?”



Duncan and Emilia glanced at each other, and his eyes crinkled with good humor when she winked at him. “Doc,” he said, “what do you have planned for the night?”



“Uh, a workout, I think. These trips are always terrible on my diet and-”



Emilia cut her off by wrapping an arm around her shoulder and pressing the button for their floor. “Now come on. Do you really want to spend the evening alone?”



Dr. Reynault glanced between the two and smiled. “No. I don’t.”



They took her hands, and boarded the elevator that way. No one was aboard, and Duncan immediately turned to Dr. Reynault, taking her in his arms and pushing her back against the wall. She tilted her head back, gasping, drinking in the faint scent of his sporty aftershave as he slid a hand underneath her hip and pulled it up, grinding his groin right against her sex under her skirt. Emilia cupped her professor’s chin in one hand and turned her head to her so they could kiss while Duncan nipped at her neck, his other hand on her ass now.



When the elevator came to a stop, they tumbled out of it, heading for Duncan’s room since they’d agreed Jannik would do whatever he had planned with Melina in the room the young woman was sharing with Dr. Reynault. They swept inside, and as Dr. Reynault started on the buttons to her blouse, Duncan grabbed her hand. “No. I want to watch her undress you.”



“Naughty boy,” Meghan replied, grinning. He winked and headed back to make sure the door was locked before he started to strip.



This time, it was Emilia who stopped him from getting undressed. “Uh uh. If we’re going to put on another show for you, it’s only fair we get to unwrap you first.”



He groaned but agreed. Meghan turned him so his butt was to her, and she gripped it in both hands before kissing his neck in lazy, swooping patterns. Meanwhile, Emilia kissed his lips softly, then his chin. She undid the first button on his casual button-down and kissed the hint of exposed skin there. Then another button, and another kiss, staring up at him with those gorgeous eyes. Another and another until she was nearing his stomach. She was so close to his rock-hard cock. Dr. Reynault reached around and unbuckled his belt, drawing it out of the loops and tossing it aside. Emilia worked the buttons on his slacks as she lowered herself to her knees, and Dr. Reynault joined her, coming around with a long caress of her fingers to his back. They knelt together in front of him, grinning at each other before tugging his pants and his boxers down to his ankles. He’d yet to even kick off his shoes.



Meghan gripped him at his root with one hand, staring up at him still dressed in her skirt and blouse, her ankles crossed behind her. “Mmm, a treat,” she murmured, and guided him to her full, rich lips. She sucked the first few inches of him into her mouth, her lips forming a wet, sloppy seal around him as she licked and played with his underside. Still gripping him, she slowly slid her mouth off, stopping to run her tongue all along his big, thick head. “And you taste good too.”



She pointed the cock a few degrees towards Emilia, who tossed back her long hair and leaned in to swallow Duncan much the same way as her professor had. Meghan gave her a wink as she began to stroke Duncan’s cock, and the student gave back the dick immediately to her teacher. They swapped like that for a few minutes, only taking one long suck of him before passing Duncan on. Emilia was the first to break, and went deeper on a thrust, his cock hitting the back of her throat.



She gave a muffled, “Urk!” and didn’t give up the cock right away, so Dr. Reynault leaned in closer and bent her head for a better angle – perfect for sucking one of Duncan’s big, heavy balls right into her hungry mouth.



“Oh fuck yeah, Dr. Reynault, suck my balls,” Duncan groaned. “Emilia, baby, keep doing that. You know how much I love your fucking mouth.”



“Mm hm!” Emilia confirmed, pulling back off him far enough to slam her mouth back down along his length, taking him deep again and again. “Urk! Urk! Urk! Urk!”



The sound of her student choking on a mouthful of dick was too much for Dr. Reynault and her mouth came off Duncan’s balls so she could first kiss Emilia’s cheek, then reach behind herself to pull up her skirt. A tiny white thong disappeared between her cheeks, and she spread it to one side to play with herself as she returned to lavish her oral attention on Duncan. He stared down at the globes of her ass and said, “I’m fucking that tonight, Dr. Reynault.”



She whimpered around his ball, and jerked him harder.



“You like that idea? Me fucking that pretty, tight professor ass?”



She moaned her agreement, staring up at him. Emilia popped off his cock and swapped places with Dr. Reynault, but not before kissing her professor deeply, their tongues dancing in a show for Duncan. He gripped Dr. Reynault’s ponytail and urged her face towards his dick. She took him deep again, but Emilia wasn’t done with her professor. She leaned in and began kissing the side of Meghan’s neck, her cheek, her chin. Her lips pressed against Meghan’s ear, secretly one of her hottest erogenous zones, and she whispered, “I can’t wait to see his come drizzling out of your ass.”



Meghan moaned around his cock and stroked her clit faster and faster and Duncan’s shaft harder. Emilia began working at her professor’s buttons, reaching under her blindly to find them, stopping to run her fingers over flesh and lace alike, driving Meghan wild. She frantically sucked and slurped Duncan’s cock, coming off him each time with a wet, loud pop and making an “Mmmf!” sound every time his cock hit the back of her throat.



Emilia didn’t undo all the buttons, but enough that her professor’s big breasts swung freely as she rocked back and forth sucking Duncan’s cock. She wanted to share on the feast now, and tapped her professor’s cheek on a long deepthroat. “I want to share,” she whispered, and Meghan pulled off, gasping for air as her eyes watered. Emilia took the cock again, watching her professor this time as she sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing out. They built up a rhythm again, each taking three long sucks and licks of Duncan’s big beautiful dick before giving it up reluctantly to their partner.



“I’m close,” he groaned.



“Come on our faces,” Emilia murmured. “Give it to us, baby.”



Meghan pulled her lips off his cock and started jacking him hard as she pressed her cheek to her student’s. “Going to come for your slutty professor? Do it, Duncan. Paint us with your load.”



“Oh fuck!” he grunted, and stiffened. Meghan pulled her hand away just in time to get a long, hot streak of come across her lips and her cheek. Emilia took the next one on her chin, the come dripping down off her and onto her blouse. Shot after shot streaked across their faces until they were both glazed in it, grinning up at him. Emilia turned to her naughty professor and ran her mouth along the biggest globs, sucking them up and swallowing them until Meghan’s face was clean-ish. Then Dr. Reynault did the same to her, lapping it up and swallowing it down as fast as she could, her fingers back under her panties again.



Duncan guided them to their feet, and Dr. Reynault sprawled out on the bed much like she had the night before in another room, her legs hanging off the side as Duncan quickly stripped Emilia. They left Dr. Reynault in her panties, skirt, bra, and blouse, though the blouse was pulled wide and hid nothing. She undid her ponytail, her brunette hair spilling across the bed as Duncan knelt between her legs, preparing to taste her pussy. Emilia climbed up onto the bed, and leaned down to whisper, “This seem familiar?”



Dr. Reynault grinned and leaned up to kiss her student. Then Emilia was swinging a leg over her face with her head down towards Dr. Reynault’s pussy. Experienced at threesomes with Brielle already, Emilia and Duncan quickly worked together well. He snaked his tongue along Dr. Reynault’s folds and slid three fingers deep into his teacher’s tight cunt while Emilia sucked and licked her clit. Dr. Reynault tried to make her student come first, her own tongue whirling here and there around Emilia’s pussy, but two tongues were better than one and it wasn’t long before she lost her focus to the pleasure she was receiving.



Jannik was the best lover she’d ever taken, absolutely no contest, but he had, what, fifteen years of experience on Duncan? Given that amount of time, Meghan was dead certain her student would become an even better lover than him. Duncan found her g-spot early with his fingers, brushing her most sensitive spot with quick, assured strokes that weren’t so hard as to leave her numb to the feeling and not so soft that she didn’t get what she wanted either. Same with his tongue. He felt for her pleasure and made sure to hit those spots regularly while giving her room to come down for just a few seconds at a time. A difficult task, considering Emilia was going after Meghan’s clit like it was dinner.



Dr. Reynault held on as long as she could, but the combination of tongues and fingers drove her over the edge lightning fast. The orgasm seemed to start at her toes and roll all the way up to her head, and she writhed with its passing, gasping her pleasure into Emilia’s cunt. They gave her little respite before Emilia climbed off her and the bed. She grabbed her boyfriend up under the arm and helped him to his feet to kiss him long and hard, sharing their professor’s juices between them. Then Duncan was turning her, bending her over the bed until she was at face level with Dr. Reynault’s cunt. He grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her back, sheathing himself in Emilia in one hard plunge. Meghan pulled back so Emilia could better balance herself and lick her professor’s still quivering slit with the same abandon she’d shown before. There was no art to it – Duncan fucked his girlfriend too hard and too fast for her tongue to have any degree of accuracy – but it was like the after-dinner mint of orgasms and Dr. Reynault enjoyed it thoroughly, cupping her student’s cheeks in her palms and watching the show.



It was the first time she’d seen Duncan fuck. Quinton the night before had seemed like a barely contained beast when he was ploughing into Sonia, but where Quinton had been mindless, there was nothing but devious pleasure written across Duncan’s face. He knew exactly how hard he was fucking Emilia. He knew what the show would do to his professor. This was a game to him, and it was one he knew from the get-go he was going to win. Had he played her emotions that day? Set her up for this? Maybe. But did it really matter? Meghan Reynault wanted this threesome, wanted him fucking the both of them silly and raw, wanted his hot come shooting deep inside her cunt and watching him do the same to her slutty little student. Oh, he might be a bastard, all right, but tonight, Dr. Reynault wanted a bastard.



His balls slapped hard against Emilia’s ass as she rocked back and forth from his thrusts. Her eyes squeezed shut as she squeaked out a string of half-formed syllables and swears. “Mmm fu-f-fuck! Ah. Ahhhh! Dun… Dun! Fuck… fuck me… so hard… ahhhh!” She buried her head against Dr. Reynault’s pelvis, crying her pleasure into her professor’s flesh as she was used like a fuckdoll, her tits bouncing everywhere. Duncan pulled back on her arms, making her rise up, and Dr. Reynault took the opportunity to quickly divulge herself of her blouse and bra. She still wore the skirt but at some point someone had torn her panties and they hung on only by the waistband. She finished the job and tossed the ruined fabric aside. So much of her best lingerie and underwear was ruined on these trips. Definitely a price she was willing to pay.



Duncan had Emilia standing with her back and head bent haflway to the bed, thrusting up into her while words tumbled out of her. “Duncan! Fuck me! Fuck me, baby! Don’t ever stop fucking meeee!”



Still he pounded into her harder and faster. The slap of their flesh coming together made Meghan’s legs part and she slid a hand down her breasts to her skirt and under it, playing with her slick folds. Duncan watched her, grinning, knowing she was his and he could do whatever the fuck he wanted to. He let Emilia’s arms go and she nearly pinwheeled into the bed. He jerked out of her and spun her around.



“Move,” he told Dr. Reynault, and she did, rolling off to one side as he lifted Emilia up under her ass and dumped her backwards onto the bed. She spread her legs out wide as his cock slid back home. To Dr. Reynault, he said, “Sit on her face. I want to watch you.”



Dr. Reynault did, blushing under his gaze, her legs quickly straddling her young student. She lowered herself and immediately started rocking her soaking wet folds across Emilia’s parted mouth. The young woman was too far gone to help much, but Meghan could play with her clit easily in this position and lean forward to kiss Duncan with a soul-rattling hunger. She wanted that big fat dick inside her. Needed it. He gripped the back of her head, not letting her face get far from his, his lips plunging against hers as he pumped Emilia hard enough to elicit a scream of wordless pleasure from the hot blonde.



Emilia’s legs kicked out again, stiffening this time, and Meghan felt her whimper into her cunt, knew the orgasm was coming, and she prepared herself like a sprinter off the mark, because the moment that young cunt was done convulsing, she would be next and she would own that fucking dick. Emilia shuddered, hiccupping out her pleasure as she came, and finally Duncan let Dr. Reynault’s head go. She fell off Emilia, on all fours, and he jerked out of the still-coming young woman, his cock slick and angry as he climbed onto the bed on all fours, positioning himself behind his wanton teacher and pounding into her pussy with one long, hard thrust.



“Oh FUCK!” Meghan screamed.



Giggles from next door went unnoticed as Duncan jerked back and thrust in again. Thrust forward by the force of him, Meghan was lost to the pleasure of him along her walls, hitting her g-spot with effortless ease only the biggest of her lovers could manage. He gripped her hips and built up the same blistering pace as with Emilia. The young girl was still flat on her back, gasping for air, watching the fucking beside her with fluttering eyelids.



“Oh God, yes, holy shit,” Meghan wheezed, her tits brushing the bedspread underneath her. She bounced back and forth with every thrust and every withdrawal. Her student fucked her so hard she lost her balance on her elbows, winding up face-first in the blankets, her ass even higher in the air. That just seemed to spur Duncan on, and his grip tightened.



“You like that, Dr. Reynault? Huh? You like your student pounding your cunt?”



“Yeeeeeessssss,” she cried, “fuck my cunt, Duncan…”



“I’m still going to take that ass, too. It’s as sweet as a fucking peach.”



“Keep fuuuuucking meeeee!” she gasped, desperate to keep him in her pussy until she’d come again. He laughed behind her and cracked her ass with a hard slap. Without pause he reared back and smacked her other cheek, leaving a pair of blisteringly red hands on her otherwise tanned butt. “Spank me, Duncan, oh fuck, spank your teacher, I’ve been bad, fucking all my students…”



“Goddamn,” he grunted, and reared back to slap her ass again. Smack! Smack! Smack! She screamed her pleasure into the mattress, writhing underneath him, his cock still pounding into her. “I walk into your office and want to fuck, what are you going to say?”



“Y-yes Duncan yes, fuck me anytime…”



Smack! “I want to fuck you in your classroom bent over your desk, what are you going to say, slut?”



Smack! She was close, so close, and she gripped the covers, eyes squeezed shut, her breasts rubbing the fabric, her nipples so hard they hurt. “Yes! Fuck me over my desk! Fuck your naughty teacher!”



He jerked out and shoved her ass down into the bedspread, then got up onto the bed behind her, aiming his cock right between her legs and fucking her on her belly, drilling Dr. Reynault into the mattress. Leaning in, he grunted, “And if I tell you in the middle of the class it’s time for a blowjob, what are you going to say?”



“Fuck my mouth fuck my ass fuck my pussy Duncaaaaan!” she screamed, coming, coming, coming. Her body writhed, her fists hit the mattress, her ass stung like fire, and still he was fucking her so hard, his cock a blur within her.



He jerked out of her yet again, and this time stormed over to a table in the corner. He swept off everything on it to the ground, came back, and hauled Dr. Reynault to her feet as she was still coming down, her spine jelly, her pussy quivering. He guided her to the table and laid her down on her back, lifting her legs up and over his shoulders. If he wasn’t supporting her back, her head would have rammed into the wall with his first few thrusts, but he gripped her as he continued whipping his cock in and out of her, his dense muscles flexing with every thrust. Dr. Reynault watched him with unseeing eyes, her mouth ajar. He pulled her up tighter until her breasts pressed against his chest and without much conscious thought, she wrapped her arms around his neck, holding on for dear life on the edge of the table as her student fucked her ragged.



Emilia scooted across the bed to watch, sitting with her legs parted, fingers buried deep in her pussy as she bounced up and down, mimicking their thrusts. The teacher’s eyes locked with the young blonde’s, and they watched each other grow more and more frenzied, each catching their second wind. Duncan grabbed his professor’s face and forced her to look at him. She couldn’t help it. His face was ugly and savage in that moment, and mean, and he knew what the hell he was doing all along, she knew it, she knew it, and she still wanted to kiss him anyways, crushing her mouth to his, their lips wide, tongues fighting with each other for control. Able to sit up on her own again, she gripped him tighter and his hands slid down to her ass, squeezing the sore flesh. Then he was lifting her again, but this time he didn’t guide her anywhere. He just fucked her standing, her legs wrapping around his tight ass as he lifted her and let her drop, lifted her and let her drop. She had no chance in that position. Her climax was damn near instant.



“Oh shit Duncan coming agaiiiiiiin!” she wailed, her pussy clamping down on him, her juices flooding his cockhead.



“Fuck her ass,” Emilia gasped. “Do it, baby. Fuck our whore’s ass. Fill that bitch’s butt with come.”



His eyes had finally lost their wicked edge and even he seemed shocked by his girlfriend’s language, but he spun with Dr. Reynault anyways and dropped her down to the bed. He dug in a drawer, and came up with a bottle of lube as Emilia started licking Dr. Reynault’s pussy again, perpendicular to her as she kept one gleeful eye on her boyfriend.



Together, the two young students flipped their professor over again onto her stomach, and Emilia took the lube to lather up her fingers and their professor’s sexy ass. When Dr. Reynault’s bud was nice and glistening, she slid a thumb in, watching her boyfriend as he stuffed his cock into his professor’s mouth to keep himself hard. Meghan accepted him meekly, her tongue sliding loosely around his cockhead, content to let him do most of the work. All the fire and willpower to dominate this threesome had been utterly fucked out of her and she moved submissively, her mind gone to her pleasure. The thumb in her ass by that point was barely a blip on her radar, but when Emilia pulled it out and nodded to Duncan, she gulped.



His cockhead slid through the crevice of her ass, and he asked one question that rocked her. “Are you sure you want this, Dr. Reynault?”



Maybe that kind boy hadn’t been the act. Maybe this snarling, gleeful fuck machine was the act. She didn’t know. All she wanted in that moment was a fantastic finale to their debauchery as a threesome. Meghan Reynault swallowed hard, and whispered, “Do it.”



His cockhead slipped into her ass. And she loved it.



The pain of his spanking along with the usual soreness of having something big in her ass made a fascinating cocktail mixed with the sheer pleasure of feeling so full. He didn’t fuck her nearly as hard as he had her pussy, but he was still giving it to her good, his cock going unmercifully deep and his balls slapping against her cheeks. She thought back to Jannik fucking her ass as they’d picked the students a few months prior. She thought about this man fucking both the gorgeous, curvy, athletic Emilia and the leggy dancer-like Brielle. Most of all, Meghan thought about how she must look in that moment, on her stomach with her legs parted, her ass getting pounded by the big cock of a man barely out of his teens.



And although Duncan was racing towards his own climax finally, Meghan had one last little one in her, her body shuddering, her whimpering almost going unheard as she reached out to Emilia and clutched her hand.



“Did she…?” Duncan asked.



Emilia nodded and smiled. “She came again, yeah.” She leaned in and kissed Dr. Reynault. “Our favorite professor.”



Duncan wasn’t long. A minute. Maybe two. He drove deep in Dr. Reynault’s ass with one last shove, then he was blasting shot after shot of come deep within her, filling her up in that strange, uncomfortable but pleasant way men had with her ass. When he pulled out, Emilia watched the come slide out of her gaping hole.



“Beautiful,” she whispered.



“Th-thank you,” Dr. Reynault croaked.



When they had all recovered, Duncan grabbed a washcloth and soaked it in warm water. He carefully, gingerly cleaned his professor, and they helped her into the shower where they both had to support her. Then they all collapsed together into the other bed in the room, Dr. Reynault snuggled up tight between them.



Before she drifted off, she had to ask the question on her mind. “Duncan.”



“Hm?”



“What’s the real you? The student at lunch, or this man?”



He stared into her eyes. “I wish I knew.”



* * *



“This is nice,” Sonia said. Her arm was entwined with Quinton’s. It was strange. They already slept together, but this, this date, holding his arm, somehow felt more intimate than anything they’d done so far.



The meal in front of them wasn’t actually much of one. A fondue set ringed in a variety of breads and nibble-sized meats and fruits split the table. They’d wanted something light, and Mr. Bjornson had recommended this place. Cozy, he’d called it, and unusual. The sort of place you go to once and never forget. And he was right. The soft lighting, the towers of bookshelves along the walls, the candles… everything was lovely. Fondue was a brilliant choice for a first date. They fed each other little bites, licking cheese off each other’s fingers.



“It is,” Quinton murmured. “I… wasn’t expecting this.”



“Fondue?”



“Us.”



“Mmm.” She sipped from a glass of Chianti, and smiled to herself. “I was. Or I was hoping, anyways.”



“Yeah?”



“I’ve had a crush on you since freshman year.”



He glanced aside at her, an eyebrow raised. “No joke?” When she shook her head, he asked, “Why didn’t you say anything?”



“You were with Kelly.”



“Kelly and I broke up two months in. We hung out together because she has a bad case of social anxiety and she didn’t know anyone else.”



“Wait, really?” Sonia groaned when Quinton nodded, grinning. “Oh my God, we could have been sleeping together so much sooner. What happened to her, anyways?”



“Went home. She toughed it out that first year, but she’s a small-town girl. Too many people, too open a school for her.”



Sonia swirled a bite of tough, chewy bread she really liked through some of the cheese and popped it into his mouth. She kissed off some of the cheese that dribbled onto his chin and murmured, “Her loss.”



The rain was really picking up when they finally left the sleepy little restaurant and slid into their cab. Sonia leaned her head against Quinton’s shoulder, and they watched the lights flash by. “I really like this place. New Bainbridge, I mean,” she murmured.



“Me too.”



Sonia kissed his neck and stared at him. “Quinton?”



“Hm?”



“When this is over…”



He turned and grinned. “Yes.”



“Yes?”



He kissed her nose. “Yes. Whatever it is you want, so long as it’s us, together, yes.”



“Hm. What if that’s the entire football team and you?”



He laughed. “Tell me after last night I’m not enough for you.”



“Oh you are. You definitely are.” She nestled her head against his shoulder. “But let’s not close the door on this trip yet. I want to have some fun with the other guys. And I know you want to have some fun with the other women.”



The cabbie jerked his eyes up to the mirror and then back on the road. Kudos to the guy. He didn’t wreck the car.



“I do,” he said cautiously. “So let’s put a pin in the relationship and… have fun?”



“God,” Sonia murmured. “You could make a girl fall in love.”



* * *



Melina climbed onto Jannik’s lap on the edge of the bed. She tossed back her hair, and murmured into his ear, “Jannik?”



“Hm?” he asked, fiddling with the clasp to her bra. She kissed his neck and he groaned with need.



Her bra fell away, and she leaned back so he could suck one of her big dark nipples into his mouth, sighing happily. “Those definitely were not the best hot dogs in the world.”



His lips fell away from her nipple and he stared at her in mock horror. “What did you just say?”



She giggled. “You need to come home with me sometime. I’ll show you real hot dogs.”



He cupped her ass in her boy shorts and squeezed. “I’m sorry, I just don’t think this is going to work out.”



“Guacamole does not belong anywhere near them!”



“You take that back!” he growled, squeezing her ass tighter. She laughed helplessly, and he leaned up to kiss her. She responded in kind, running her hands along his broad shoulders and the muscles flexing under his shirt. She pulled away, staring down at him, her smile disappearing, and she slid one foot off the bed to kneel in front of him. “Melina, I need to say-”



“Don’t,” she said, staring up at Jannik with fire in her eyes. “I know everything you’re going to ask me because everyone else already has. Even Duncan. Yes, I’m sure. I was sure a week and a half ago when I knew what this trip was. And maybe I thought this would be just a fun fling and maybe it’s turning into something more. I don’t know. But what I do know is I’ve been waiting a very long time to find someone who can treat me right, and that’s you, Jannik. So unless you want out, the next thing I want to hear you say is, ‘Melina, would you suck my cock?’”



He slid a thumb along her cheek. “Melina,” he said, his voice firm as he sat up to draw his boxers down his thighs. “Would you suck my cock?”



The sexy Latina’s lips parted, and she leaned closer, her breath hot on his tip. Then she stopped, and glanced up at him. “Sure. But one thing.”



“I’m not giving you any ground on the hot dog thing.”



“Damn it,” she said, grinning. “Oh well. I’ll have to convince you then.”



Despite her good humor, there was some obvious tension on her part when she slid her tongue out tentatively. It was hard to believe this was really her first time giving a blowjob, but the way she just barely touched his tip with her tongue made him wonder if she thought his dick was going to bite. The determination in her to go through with this won out, though, and she gave it a longer lick, followed by a jackrabbit kiss, no more than a brush of her lips against his tip.



“Tell me if I do anything wrong, okay?”



“Apart from biting, honey, there’s never been a wrong way to give a blowjob.”



Her smile was much more genuine, and she kissed the head again, this time taking her time. His flagging cock hardened under her scrutiny and her eyes lit up. “Ooooh, someone likes this.”



Jannik laughed. “See? Told you. Whatever you do, the little guy’s copacetic.”



“There’s nothing little about this guy.” Her lips smacked the side of his dick, a long, pleasant kiss as though they were lovers returned to each other after a long day of work. Then she moved her lips down his shaft, kissing all along the side of him until she reached his balls. “Should I kiss them too? I know some guys like that.”



He shrugged. “I like them played with a bit, or licked or sucked, but it’s really up to you. You can pretty much get a guy off just playing with the first few inches of him. At least I’m that way, anyways.”



She hesitated, then kissed his ball, followed by his other one. Her tongue slid across them and she shrugged. “Nothing wrong with that, I guess. I’m glad they’re clean shaven.”



“I feel the same way about your pussy. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t mind hair there. But nice and clean’s great.”



“Good,” she said, pleased. “I like knowing that. I’ll keep doing it.”



She returned to her exploratory kissing, now sometimes running her tongue over a few random spots. He realized though they weren’t as random as they seemed – she was tracing his veins with her tongue. Eventually she returned to his head, apparently satisfied with the getting-to-know-you part of the evening.



It was like her batteries had been charged. Before she’d been tentative and unsure, but now Melina attacked his cock with her tongue, licking all over his head, his shaft, his underside. He was shocked and more than a little pleased.



“I’m…” Lick lick. “Trying what I saw.” Lick. “Brielle do to…” A long, long lick. “Duncan.” She glanced up at Jannik, blushing. “It was really hot.”



“I’ll bet. She’s beautiful and he’s a handsome guy.”



She nodded and reached up for his cock. Her hands were surer than her tongue, and she gripped him just right. “Is that too tight?”



“Nope. Perfect. No joke. Just be careful not to jerk it too hard without some lubrication. It’s gonna be like your pussy that way. No fun when it’s dry.”



She rolled her eyes. “I know how this is done, ding dong. I just need to know what makes you feel good.”



He laughed. “All right, all right. Sorry.”



With a shake of her head, she began licking again as she gently stroked him. His cock was now hard as a rock, and Jannik ran his fingers along her head and her cheek as she worked him in earnest. To emphasize to her what he liked, he gave a series of “mm hm’s” and soft “ahhhhs” when she flicked her tongue across a particularly sensitive part of him, mostly his underside and his thick, bulbous helm. With both her hands on his cock, she shifted her tongue’s deeds to the first few inches of his cock, staring at his girth with wide eyes when she wasn’t licking.



Slowly, like a gyre in reverse, she centered her licks back to his tip, her hesitation clear in her eyes as she opened wide. “It’s so big,” she whispered, and slid her lips over the tip.



Holy
 shit
 .



Jannik was not a man given easily to release unless he wanted to, but in that moment, he felt almost virginally ready to come as Melina got her first mouthful of dick. The curvaceous Latina was hot enough without the virginity, but the thought that his cock was the one entering her mouth and breaking in her oral skills was damn near enough to send him over the edge. He calmed himself by making a checklist of the places they needed to visit tomorrow, but Melina couldn’t hide her own excitement, jerking him off faster and faster as her mouth closed over his first two or so inches.



Slowly she sank down further and further, her mouth and jaw stretched wide by his fat prick. She couldn’t take much more than that, though, and her eyes watered as she focused on keeping his cock in her mouth. Her tongue didn’t move, but that would come with practice. Slowly she pulled back and off him, taking a deep breath.



“That’s… really kinda fun,” she whispered.



“I liked it too. Damn near made me come.”



“Bullshit,” she said, blushing.



“Dead serious. It’s all you. You are one hell of a sexy woman and this is driving me wild, knowing I’m your first blowjob.”



“Good.”



The words buoyed Melina, and when her mouth sank back down on top of him, she got another half an inch down. She tried for more several times, but even for someone with some history doing this, that was a pretty goodish amount of his oversized dick to be swallowing down.



“What I like is a bit of randomness,” he told her on her sixth or seventh suck. “Tease me with your tongue for a bit now and then, especially along the head and the base.”



“Like this?” she asked, taking his tip into her mouth and flicking her tongue along the underside before flicking it twice against his cockhead and then taking him as deep as she could before coming up for air, swallowing him again immediately, and then tonguing his head again.



“Exactly,” he croaked. “Fuck, Melina. You’re already great. See? Nothing to worry ab… oh, shit,” he gasped as she popped off him and sucked one of his balls into her mouth.



Eventually he had her swap positions, and he rested on the bed while she swung her legs over his face. Next door, Dr. Reynault shouted, “Oh FUCK!” as clear as day, and they both went into wild fits of laughter. Melina settled her pussy over Jannik’s face, and leaned down to kiss his cock again before she sucked it deep. She could take him more easily in that position, she found out, and even tried to deep throat him. She just wasn’t ready for that, though, and when he hit the back of her tongue, she had to pop off him in a hurry, promising herself she would try it again and again and again until she got it right.



She wasn’t as ready as he was to come, but Jannik was devastatingly good with his tongue and fingers. It wasn’t long before her need left her wet, and when he began stroking her clit with his thumb, she hissed her pleasure around his dick, holding on tight to his thighs as she tried to maintain control.



They raced. Keeping his focus on Melina helped Jannik stave off his orgasm, and she began to lose herself to the moment, her hips rolling hard against his mouth and his chin. Finally she came up off him gasping, “Jannik, oh my God, I’m going to come…”



He gripped her ass and pulled her tighter against his tongue. She was still so wildly responsive. It was hotter than hell to feel her listing from side to side like a ship, trying to get as much of his tongue in her as possible. She cupped her breasts and lifted them to her lips, though he could not see this, and she flicked her tongue against her own nipples. When she came, her hands fell back to her sides and she stiffened.



“Jannik, oh my God, Jannik, c-coming!” she wailed.



Her juices flooded his face. She was so wet, and he loved it, sucking her down, slurping her quivering pussy, stroking her ass. She fell back to his cock as she was still coming down, gripping his base again and jerking him harder as her hot mouth circled his tip. She had his number this time, or maybe he was just too close to the edge after making his young lover come like that, but whatever the reason was, it wasn’t long before he pinched her ass and gasped into her hip, “Baby, I’m close, pull your mouth away.”



“Mm mm,” she murmured around him.



Oh fuck. She wanted a mouthful of his come. The thought was enough to make him hurtle over the edge, and Jannik stiffened, trying to pull back for her sake, but completely, wildly unable to. He came buckets into her mouth and she gasped after the second shot, coughing up some of the come and taking the rest on her cheeks and forehead.



She rolled off him quickly, and Jannik thought she hated it, that he really should have pulled out, but once Melina coughed again, she stared at the globs of come all over his groin, his belly, and the sheets, and began to scoop as much up as she could. Her eyes closed, she brought it to her mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste it again before she took it all in, staring at him. Her throat worked, and she swallowed it down slowly, frowning.



“Holy shit,” he gasped, stroking her cheek. “Melina, that was amazing.”



She tapped her lips with one finger. “It’s not… terrible,” she decided. “Not exactly a treat, but… it’s definitely not like battery acid or something.”



“Thanks,” Jannik said, laughing.



She swatted his chest. “Hush. My best friends from high school hated the taste. I think that’s part of why I held off so long. But it’s really not as bad as they said it was.”



“So glad you approve,” he said, grinning. “Come cuddle with me, crazy lady. Then we’ll try for round two and really put your taste test to work.”



* * *



Their last two full days in New Bainbridge were devoted to houses. The first saw them exploring various classic styles of architecture. Through their contacts in construction, architecture, and real estate, Dr. Reynault and Mr. Bjornson pulled together a list of some of the coolest housing in the city they could actually visit. Along the choppy waters of a lake, they walked through Tudors and Cape Cods, their owners excitedly telling them their favorite features and some things they’d do differently if they could have it their way. In the heart of a downtown district, they wandered through a Greek Revival house that felt and looked more like a museum, its dry, stuffy owner watching them like hawks with a frown on his face. In a shingle-style Victorian bed and breakfast, they took tea while Dr. Reynault explained, along with the building’s original designer, the subtle differences in Victorian design.



One thing all the students had in common, and this was a rarity for Dr. Reynault, was that they were all totally invested into the discussions and the excursions. Despite the sexual charge in the air, this was their future they were discussing, and they were smart enough to recognize that this was not just an opportunity to learn, but doors were being opened for them left and right into their field. They shook hands, repeated names back to the individuals taking time to talk to them, tucked business cards away and signed up for mailers. They were exemplary students, and that wasn’t always the case with these trips, but it damn well was with these eight and Dr. Reynault couldn’t have been prouder.



To celebrate her students’ wonderful performances that week both when it came to learning and in more physical ways, she offered to take them all to dinner that night. Surprising no one, Mr. Bjornson and Melina politely declined, their eyes consuming each other with barely hidden glee, but the rest were game. At an Italian-dim sum fusion place, she told them all how proud she was of them, and they in turn thanked her for the opportunity.



Eventually, with plates finally pushed back, they relaxed and fell into a discussion of their plans for the night. Dr. Reynault smiled and looked straight at Sonia, seated between her and Paris. “Seems like you’re in charge of the nightly festivities. What’ve you got?”



“Uh,” Sonia said, grinning, “actually, I was thinking about going a little silly.”



“Come on, just say it,” Quinton said, squeezing her hip. “It’s a funny idea.”



“Ah. Spin the bottle,” Sonia said.



She was greeted by silence, then Duncan started chuckling. “Like… junior high spin the bottle?”



“Uh huh. Sort of. I’ve got some ideas to make it, ah, kinkier.”



Brielle burst out laughing. “What are we, twelve?”



Sonia looked hurt by that, and Quinton jumped in. “Look, this trip… it feels like the end to a lot of things.” He caught Duncan casting a quick glance at Brielle before staring back down at the remains of his food. “Most of all, that kind of new adulthood feeling, you know? I think Sonia’s onto something. We celebrate it.”



“Yeah,” Paris said, nodding slowly. “That sounds fun.”



Kale rolled a glass of water between his hands and finally said, “I’m in. Assuming we don’t have to kiss any guys playing spin the bottle.” Quinton made smooching noises at him and he mock gagged.



“Nothing like that,” Sonia said, smiling. “No one does anything they’re not comfortable with.”



Emilia spoke up next. “I’m definitely in.” Duncan surprised them by nodding, but said nothing.



Brielle glanced around and said, “You’re all nuts and I love you for it. Oh, what the hell. I’m in.”



Paris turned to Dr. Reynault. “How about you? Want to join in?”



She stiffened, surprised to be invited to something celebrating their youth. But seven sets of eyes watched her with smiles and nods, and she cleared her throat. “Yeah. All right. Sure.”



Sonia breathed, “Holy crap. I can’t believe you all wanted to… this is going to be great. First, we’re going to need to make a bigger space…”



* * *



Melina paid the conservatory’s gorgeous greenery and flowers absolutely no mind through their long, slow walk. Jannik did most of the talking for them both, talking about some of his funniest classes and the students he had throughout the years. Her heart wouldn’t slow down the entire date, from dinner at a wonderful seafood place to this, a lovely stroll through the indoor garden away from the rain.



She watched his lips move, the nervousness of him. It amused her he was more worried about this than she was. Soon her virginity would be gone. The thought had excited her all that week, but now, tonight, came relief. Melina waited so long to find the best guy for the job, and she was eternally grateful she had. As he finished talking about a disastrous driver’s ed course he taught back when he was a high school teacher, Melina stopped Jannik with a hand on his chest. He cocked his head at her, smiling quizzically, and she leaned up to brush his ear with her lips.



“It’s time.”



A slow, easy smile spread across his face, and when he called a taxi and it arrived, he guided her out of there, their hands clasped. In the backseat of the taxi, she turned and climbed onto his lap, her skirt sliding up her thighs almost to her panty line. Jannik wrapped his hands around her back as they brought their mouths together, not hard, not slow, but with the passion they’d both been stoking all week. The driver had a hard time keeping his eyes on the road as Jannik started kneading Melina’s ass, moaning her name into her mouth as their lips danced.



By the time they hit the hotel, he was so hard it hurt, and anyone who might have looked in their direction would have gotten quite an eyeful. Neither of them cared. It was Melina who led him this time, pulling him towards the elevators. Nobody was on them when the doors opened, thank God. After he punched the button for their floor, Jannik pushed her gently back towards the gleaming metal walls of the elevator, his hands on her ass again, pulling the skirt up before he lifted her against the wall, her legs coming around him instinctually. Her head rolled back as he kissed her neck, her shoulder.



“Yesss, Jannik, yesss,” she whimpered, her eyes fluttering.



The door opened behind them, stayed like that for a long moment, and closed again, their stop forgotten as he rubbed his clothed cock over the thin flimsy fabric of her panties. Melina was already so wet and ready. He guided one of her legs back down to the ground and reached under her skirt, his thumb against her sex, finding her hood with ease like they’d done this a thousand times before. She stared into his eyes as he stroked her clit, her orgasm already rushing towards her. When her teacher plunged his lips against his student’s, she whispered his name, and that was it for her, she was coming, oh Lord, she was coming already and they hadn’t even really gotten started yet.



They held each other until the elevator started back down. Jannik helped Melina tug her skirt into place and turned around to press their button again. At the ground floor, a young man, not much older than Melina, stepped on and pressed a button for his floor, smiling politely at the two other occupants. They smiled back, stifling laughter when the guy sniffed the air, looking puzzled. By the time it dawned on him what must have happened, they were already sliding around him when the elevator hit their floor, Melina unable to hold back a burst of giggles.



In Melina and Dr. Reynault’s room, she pushed Jannik towards one of the beds and made him sit down. She straddled his lap, and ground her pussy along his pants-covered cock as she wrapped her arms around him again. “That was perfect,” she whispered to him, and peppered his lips with kisses. Then she pulled back again and knelt between his legs, watching him with a shy smile on her face. He groaned as she unzipped him, and helped her tug down his pants and his boxers. With her mussed blouse and skirt, she looked absolutely stunning as she gripped his cock and guided it to her mouth.



Where the night before she’d been studious and careful, tonight she approached the blowjob with a buoyant energy he loved. She slid her tongue around his tip and length like she was trying to hit every spot of him all at once. All the while her hands slid along his length, getting him so hard it hurt as she slurped and sucked away.



“You’re so sexy sucking my dick like that, baby,” he said to her, stroking her cheek. “Goddamn. Luckiest man on Earth.”



She winked up at him and took him as deep as she could in her mouth. It still left about five whole inches of him exposed, but she was sure giving it her all. “Gwork!” she said happily, and came up off him with a gasp. “You can come if you want,” she panted. “I know it’ll last longer the second time.”



He cupped her chin in his hands. “Trust me. I’ll be fine.”



Melina grinned, and her glossy lips parted to lick at the precoma building at his cockhead. “Someone’s pretty…”



“Don’t say it,” Jannik groaned.



“…cocky.”



He stood up, and mock growled, “For that, get on up here and get naked, young lady.”



“Ooooh, I like it when you order me around, Mr. Teacher.”



Well, that didn’t do his aching cock any favors. Oh, how he hoped this week’s fun extended into the rest of the semester. The rest of the semester? Hell, he would be happy if he could have her…



His mind stopped. Jannik stopped.



Forever.



He’d be happy if he could have Melina forever.



Shaking the thought loose, Jannik refocused and helped his beautiful young friend slip her blouse free of her skirt and unbuttoned it from behind her, lavishing her shoulders and neck with more kisses. When her breasts in their bra were freed, he cupped them and she turned her head so he could graze her lips with his.



Jannik pulled her skirt up around her ass and guided her to put her hands on the bed. She glanced behind her, unsure what he was doing until he was kneeling down behind her, pulling her cute little lacy panties down her thighs and legs. She kicked them off, and he gripped her ass, rolling his tongue across each cheek before going lower, resting his nose at her bud as he kissed her pussy. So clean tasting, so sweet and pure, and it wouldn’t be after that night. He smiled to himself, wanting to take her now, but willing himself to wait. Melina was worth it.



Slowly, with great relish, he made love to her with his tongue. It had been a long time since he’d gone this slow giving a woman oral, maybe since before his fiancé walked out on him in another lifetime, and the old genuine pleasure of giving that worship to someone else’s body returned to Jannik. He took his time. There was no rush. They had hours and hours ahead of them, and he wanted this to be a night Melina never forgot. She cooed back at him as his tongue slid across her folds so lightly and playfully, and when his hand slid down her folds and gently stroked her hood, she leaned back into him, trembling.



His lips and tongue kept up a light tease, but his thumbs stroked her clit with increasing intensity. She was still so sensitive after her orgasm in the elevator, and the pleasure seeped through her as she buried her face into the blankets.



“How do you make me feel so good?” she whispered, her hand running down between her legs to cover his as he played with her lips.



“You make it easy,” Jannik told her before returning to her core.



She came like that, her hand on his, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure grabbed her up and swept her away. When she came down, Jannik pulled the blankets down and made a comfortable nest for Melina out of the pillows. He hadn’t asked how she wanted it the first time, but she seemed pleased with his choice of simple, pleasant missionary, and when he guided her down onto the pillows, she stopped to cup his cheeks in her hands and kiss him.



“Thank you,” she whispered. “I’m glad it’s you. I’m glad I waited.”



“Thank you for the gift,” he murmured back to her, easing over her and sliding his hands down her hips. He lifted her legs, folding her knees back just a little to make it easier on her, and leaned down to kiss her again, his cockhead poised at her entrance. She wanted him to take charge, to lead in this, and Jannik did, sliding his cock into her wet, ready folds with a soft sigh of satisfaction. Tight, so tight he worried he might hurt her, but she was wet too and accepted him slowly. Melina breathed with him, a hum of pleasure, of a lifetime of waiting finally fulfilled. And when he encountered her resistance, there was a little pain, yes, but Jannik stopped, gentle with her when she cried, more out of the sheer emotion of the moment than the actual breaking of her hymen.



When she finally nodded up at him again, he took it slow and easy within her, rocking to her waves, leaning down to brush his lips against hers. Her pain subsided to pleasure, and she smiled at her teacher, her lover.



“This is good, this is so good,” she murmured.



“Anything you want, tell me,” he replied, and kissed her neck again.



“I love that, right there, you kissing my neck. Maybe… a little harder.”



He smiled at her and complied, rocking his cock deeper into her. That really worked for her, and she brought her knees up higher, tracing them with her fingertips before she clasped him around his neck, her fingernails playing at the expanse of his muscles.



“God, yes,” she whispered. “I’m so full.”



“I don’t have words to tell you how tight you are,” he murmured back. “I love your pussy.”



“She certainly loves you,” she breathed.



They rocked together, her feet idly kicking the air as he built up a nice rhythm she really liked. Somewhere outside in another world, thunder crashed and the lights flickered, but neither of them noticed much. They didn’t need the lights to be together. All there was in that moment was the connection of their flesh.



She came again sometime later, neither of them aware of how long. It was good, and sweet, and she moaned into Jannik’s shoulder, his name spilling out of her mouth as she urged him on. He took her faster, one hand planted above her shoulder as he thrust into her, his whole body flexing. She drew her fingernails across his pecs, his chin, and she cupped his cheek as his need overwhelmed him.



“Come in me, come in me, it’s okay, I’m okay,” she whispered, and he kissed her as he thrust one last time deep inside Melina’s needing center, his come spilling into her, filling her in a different way.



He fell beside her and she rolled on her side to keep touching him, to thank him, to cry into his breast. A kaleidoscope of feelings washed over her as he held her. She thought she felt his heart beat in his chest and wondered if it matched her own. Melina hadn’t meant to fall in love with him. This was not supposed to happen. The whole point of having Jannik take her virginity was that he was a playboy and a dangerously taboo figure in her life, and now… now she realized, heart and soul, she wanted him more than she’d wanted anything else in her entire life.



Oh God, what had she done?



* * *



In Kale and Paris’s room, the group pushed apart the beds as wide as they could and hauled the other unnecessary furniture save for the chairs into the next room. Once everyone had a chance to shower and regroup, they met back up there. Quinton made a quick trip down to the hotel’s concession area and brought back up bags of snacks and drinks. “If we’re going to have a party, we have to have all the garbage food,” he said, grinning.



Kale and Duncan poured a bottle of root beer out into four glasses and doled them out to people who wanted a drink so they had an empty bottle for the night’s fun. They quickly figured out the problem, though. The carpet didn’t allow the bottle to spin very well.



“Well, shit,” Kale said, frowning.



“Uh, I think we could download a randomizer app,” Sonia said.



“Or just write our names on paper and put them in a couple of cups,” Brielle said. “That’d make it easy to keep the guys and gals separate.”



“Well…” Emilia said, blushing. “I wouldn’t mind having my name in there twice so we could, um, do some girl on girl stuff.”



“I definitely like that,” Sonia said. “And for whoever draws, let’s make up another cup full of stuff to do to each other.” She turned and winked at Quinton. “Just us girls, though, or it’s going to just be a whole bunch of votes for sex, sex, and more sex.”



“I’d throw in some butt play too,” Quinton said, resting back on the bed languidly. “But you’re not wrong.”



Emilia tugged on Dr. Reynault’s hand. “Come on, Dr. Reynault. Into the bathroom. They can’t hear us if the fan is going.”



Duncan groaned. “Don’t tell us we’re doomed to a night of painting nails and braiding your hair.”



Emilia pushed Dr. Reynault towards the bathroom, and cocked her head. “Wait. Can you really braid a girl’s hair?”



Duncan shrugged uncomfortably. “I have nieces.”



“Adorbs,” Emilia said, and jumped into the bathroom with the rest of the women.



Kale, staring at Duncan, started snickering, and Paris joined in only a split second later. Quinton maintained his lazy grin, and Duncan scowled at all of them. “Oh, fuck yourselves with a crowbar, dicks.”



The women took quite a while, so the guys entertained themselves with creative selfies of their dicks using Sonia’s phone. Quinton knew the password and they set up a picture of his as her home screen. They all agreed they were being childish douches, but also agreed none of them had any better ideas on how to use the time. As Duncan was tearing open a bag of chips, the girls finally came out of the bathroom, strutting their stuff in their nightgowns and pajamas, knowing they had every guy in the room’s attention.



“All right, guys, down to your boxers,” Sonia said. “You don’t gotta sit around naked, but shirts and shorts, boyos.”



They agreed gamely, and the girls had them sit in a circle with them, alternating guy and girl so something fun was always within reach. Sonia took one bag containing the names, and Emilia took the other containing the fun things to do. Quinton leaned over and gave Sonia a kiss before they got started. “Have fun, baby,” he said.



“You too. I wanna be one jealous ball of lust by the end of the night.”



Quinton leaned back against the bed and grinned. “If it’s a ball of lust you want…” he said, pointing downwards.



“Oh goddamn it,” Sonia grumbled. “That’s awful. Let’s get started.”



“Ahem,” Emilia intoned. “The first and only meeting of the Hot and Horny Hudwell Club has begun. Gentleman. Prepare thy lips.” She ignored Duncan’s groan. “First, kiss your partner on your left.” The guys glanced all around, but at Emilia’s frown, they complied with quick kisses to their partners on the left. “Now your partner to the right.” They obeyed again, and Quinton snickered softly. “Yea, verily, the ritual has been completed, and all are ready for the celebration of the meat staff and the warm clams.”



“Jesus Christ, why’d I agree to this?” Dr. Reynault muttered.



“Sonia!” Emilia cried. “Call out… our first victims!”



Sonia dug in her bag for the first names. “Oooh, we’ve got… Kale and Dr. Reynault!” Sonia called. “And what are they doing, Em?”



Emilia wiggled side to side as she drew from her cup. “Kissing nipples!”



Kale blushed furiously, but got on his hands and knees and crawled across the circle. He ditched his shirt, and Dr. Reynault slid a thumb under the shoulder strap of her blue silk and lace nightgown. As Kale’s eyes widened, she pulled the strap down. Her breast called for him, and he barely stopped before his mouth was descending towards her big, dark nipple, sucking it greedily into his mouth. His hand rested high on her thigh and she squeezed it before pushing his face away, laughing softly. He grinned as she leaned over to suck one of his nipples into her mouth in kind, giving it a playful nip at the end.



As they separated again, Sonia called out, “Em and… Kale again.”



“Lucky bastard,” Quinton said, grinning.



“Hey man, I got the body they can’t stop loving,” Kale said, flexing his muscles. Considering he was, by far, the leanest of the group, it got a laugh from the other man.



“Ah, this is one of my contributions,” Emilia said. “It’s kinda tame. Gotta kiss each other’s butts.”



Kale shrugged. “Hey, I’m enjoying it.”



Emilia’s eyes crinkled. “Good.” She turned over and peeled down her pajama bottoms, waggling her tasty curvy cheeks in a cute thong. He cupped her cheeks, leaned in, and gave her ass one hell of a make-out session, running his mouth, his tongue, and his fingers all over. He even nibbled on it, and finally slid her pants back up for her.



“Amazing, Em,” he said, and turned around for his turn. She mimicked him, moaning overly theatrically for effect, but Sonia caught Quinton adjusting himself and winked at him.



Sonia called out the next two names. “Duncan and… whoops, Paris.” Catching their looks, she held up a hand. “We knew this would happen so we came up with a plan. Whatever girl we draw next, you just do whatever it is with her together. Or… as best you can, I guess. I don’t know, we’ll figure it out.”



Emilia nodded. “Gonna be an easy one anyways. Sexy selfie!”



“With…” Sonia dug in her bag, her lips pooched. “Brielle.”



“Oooh ooh ooh, I got an idea, boys. Come here.”



They headed over, and though it wasn’t technically a selfie as Kale took the picture for them, Brielle got a terrific shot gripping both Duncan and Paris through their underwear, only her face and their fun bits visible.



Sonia dug in the bag for the next two names. “Oooh, Paris and me.”



“Hey, awesome,” Paris said, grinning at her. “You’re gorgeous, Sonia.”



“Aw, thanks, hon. You’re become one hell of a stud.” She winked. “Mr. Teacher’s Pet.”



“Wha-what?” Paris asked, blushing furiously as he glanced aside at Dr. Reynault.



Dr. Reynault cleared her throat. “I don’t, uh, play favorites.” “Horseshit,” “bull,” and a single sharp “hah!” came from the group, and Dr. Reynault grinned. “Well… he does have a very nice butt.”



Paris gaped at her, and Emilia clapped her hands. “Hey! Sexy sexy time!” She drew a piece of paper, and gaped down at it. “Oh shit. Well… this just escalated.”



“What?” Sonia asked.



“Uh. Tit job.”



The room fell silent. Paris cleared his throat, and glanced at Quinton. The big man leaned forward, an eyebrow arched. “Well,” he said, “who’s got the lube?”



“Do I… uh… finish?” Paris asked as Brielle got up to run and grab some edible lube.



The girls and Dr. Reynault all glanced at each other, and Sonia nodded. “We, uh, have other slips for just sliding your cock through our boobs. So yeah. We definitely meant for this one to be… uh… finished.”



They stripped as Brielle came back in a hurry with the lube and a stack of towels. “Figured we’d need them too,” she explained, and the pair stood up.



Paris rested a hand on Sonia’s shoulder. “Hey. You all right with this?”



“Yeah. You?”



He cracked a grin. “Yeah. I’ll live.”



They stripped down completely, and Sonia had him sit on the edge of the bed. She knelt between his legs and drizzled strawberry-flavored lube across her breasts. He helped her rub it in, and soon her tits were gleaming and slick, ready for him. Only one problem. As excited as he was to do this, Paris was only half-hard.



“Dr. Reynault,” Sonia called over her shoulder, tossing her red waves of hair back. “Your student needs your help.”



“Hm?” Dr. Reynault asked, enthralled by the sight of Sonia sitting on her heels, her curvy ass splayed out. She rose up on autopilot and came over. Sonia took her hand and guided it to Paris’s cock. “Ohhh,” Dr. Reynault whispered. “I see.”



She rested one knee on the bed, and gripped Paris gently as she tilted his chin up with her other hand. His eyes searched hers as she leaned in to kiss him gently. Stroking him by that point was almost unnecessary. He was going rock hard within moments of her touch, but Dr. Reynault was unable to help herself and kept jacking Paris as she kissed him again and again. Only when Sonia cleared her throat did Dr. Reynault stop and finally pull away.



Paris returned his attention to the gorgeous redhead in front of him. She leaned forward and slid his cock against her cleavage. He kept it there while she cupped her breasts and brought them together, making him moan. “Fuck my tits, Paris,” she said throatily. “Come all over them.”



He slid his cock up and down, enjoying the sensations for a long couple of minutes until Brielle groaned, “This is going to take foooorever,” and hopped up on the bed beside him. She grabbed his chin and twisted his head until he was staring right at her tits. Without being prompted, he sucked one of her pink nipples into his mouth, moaning around it. She stroked the back of his head and gestured to Emilia, who got up on the other side of the bed and rubbed her breasts along Paris’s back. He let go of Brielle’s nipple long enough to glance over his shoulder, but Brielle wasn’t going to let him take the focus away from her, and guided his head right back.



“Suck that slut,” Sonia urged him on, his dick wicking between her breasts faster and faster. “Three sets of boobs, all for you, Paris. You like this? Huh? You like fucking my big tits while you suck on her?”



“Y-yeah,” he moaned.



Back behind them on the floor, Dr. Reynault gripped Quinton’s big dick in her hand, stroking it absently as she watched. Duncan and Kale stroked their own. “Get it man,” Kale said hoarsely. “Come on Sonia’s tits. On her face.”



“Use that bitch,” Duncan said. Quinton cast him a sharp look and the other man shrugged.



Paris broke away from Brielle’s tits, and Emilia was there as he turned, feeding him hers. Not ready to let the other woman go quite yet, he grasped Brielle around the waist, his hand sliding lower until he was squeezing her ass as Sonia ground her tits around his cock harder and harder.



“Come on, Paris, I want your come, baby.”



His ass starting lifting up and dropping down as he started returning the fucking. His hips quivered, and he gasped, “I’m gonna… I’m gonna…”



Then he stiffened, his cock retreating one last time before he jutted it back up through Sonia’s tits, his come streaking first across her chin, then striping her neck before she let him go and he fired a few more shots across her big, glistening tits. When he fell back, gasping, Brielle and Emilia dropped to the ground beside their friend, sliding their fingers along the come. They sucked down globs and swallowed, but Brielle hadn’t forgotten their sultry professor. She collected the last few drops and brought it over, walking on her knees. Her finger rose to her professor’s lips. Paris sat up on his elbows and watched intently as his professor stared at him, and opened wide. Brielle fed her the come, and Dr. Reynault made a big show of swallowing.



“Mmm,” she whispered. “I can’t wait until I get some of that all to myself.”



Kale ran to grab a washcloth and warm water, and Emilia helped Sonia clean up. They returned to a loose circle, Paris resting against the bed, leaning his head back as Sonia drew the next two names.



“Aw, Brielle and Emilia,” she said.



“Yaaay!” Brielle said, bouncing up and down. She and Emilia had both ditched their tops, leaving really only Dr. Reynault dressed in much.



Emilia dug into her bag and brought out a slip. “And we… get to play in the shower for two minutes.”



It was too crowded to fit everyone into the bathroom, but Paris wanted to rest and Sonia needed to wipe herself down a touch more, so the rest filed in and watched as Brielle turned on the shower until it was blisteringly hot, and they dropped their panties to step in. Almost from the get-go, their hands were all over each other. Brielle twisted Emilia around and ran her hand across the other woman’s cunt. She surprised them all by murmuring, “I love you, Em.”



Emilia glanced over her shoulder, but was drawn back to the moment as Brielle’s digits plunged into her, the water cascading over their shoulders. “Oh Jesus,” she whispered, “two minutes isn’t enough.”



“Fuck the two minutes,” Kale said, stopping the timer on his phone. “Get her off, Brielle.”



“Yeah,” Sonia said hoarsely. “Rules were meant to be broken anyways.”



Brielle watched them all as she worked her fingers in and out of her best friend’s cunt. Emilia was alive in her hands, writhing, lifting a foot to balance it on the lip of the tub, leaning back against her leggy friend, fondling her own breasts, slipping her own fingers into her mouth and sucking them, her eyes closed. Her body began to jerk as Brielle’s fingers played, then sank deep again, plunging in and out a few times before she would stop and stroke the other girl’s clit. They knew each other’s bodies so well, and with her relentless fingering, it wasn’t long before Emilia cried her pleasure, her thighs slapping together as she shuddered in the shower. The water came off, and Quinton helped Emilia out of the shower, letting her use him for balance as they wrapped her in a towel and guided her back out to the main room. Everyone else followed suit, and only Kale was left to hear Brielle whisper, “I wish things didn’t have to change.” He glanced at her but she wouldn’t meet his eyes.



The next pair was Emilia and Duncan, but Emilia was still coming down and asked if she couldn’t forfeit her turn to Brielle, who hadn’t gotten much attention in the shower. Nobody was in a mood to be too strict about the rules, so they agreed heartily and Brielle clapped when she found out she had to give Duncan a lap-dance.



Music pumped through a laptop wasn’t exactly the highest quality, but it worked. They put on a classic rock song, and since they were already all but naked save for Duncan’s boxer shorts, they could forego the teasing and get right to the good stuff. He took a seat on one of the armchairs, grinning wide as the leggy blonde drew closer, all eyes on her mile-high stems and her tight little ass as she swung her hips side to side, grinning at Duncan.



He leaned back as she approached and straddled him, her breasts just an inch from his face. His hands rose to cup them and she swatted them away. “You don’t get to touch the goods, mister. Only the dancers get to do that here.”



“Pure. Evil,” Duncan growled, but dropped his hands.



She rolled her body like a wave, starting from the hips and keeping it going all the way to her head, undulating on him to the drumbeat and wailing guitars. At the top of each roll, she would toss her head one way or the other, flipping her hair back and drawing her breasts even closer to his face. He licked his lips, almost reaching out with his tongue, but holding off at her request. Behind her, on the carpet beside one of the beds, Sonia crawled over to her teacher as they watched the show, their hands finding each other’s wet and waiting pussies.



Brielle leaned in and whispered into Duncan’s ear, “Lift your butt.” He did, and she rolled his boxers down to his knees, shaking her ass and her hips for everyone watching from behind. She whipped around and bent backwards, resting her hands on the shoulders of the chair beside Duncan’s head. Her back arched like that and her legs spread wide, it put her pussy on full display for everyone watching, and Quinton groaned, “Fucking hell, Brielle.”



Her head beside Duncan’s Brielle ran her tongue along his neck and chin before she pushed herself back upright and thrust her ass back into his face, brushing his chin and mouth. He sought her skin with his lips, but she pulled away too fast and instead rolled her ass down his chest, along his belly, down all the way to his dick. Everyone in the group seemed to inhale at the same time as she slid Duncan’s big dick along her wet folds, not quite letting him penetrating her but definitely splitting her pussy lips along the topside of his shaft.



Duncan could take no more. No man could. He groaned, “I have to fuck you. One last time, Brielle.”



Brielle glanced over her shoulder, grinning. She clasped his hands and pulled them around her waist. Then she reached underneath her and gripped his cock, rising up an inch or two before settling back down on him, her legs coming together as he sank deep inside her cunt.



“Shit,” Duncan groaned.



Still moving to the beat, Brielle guided the action, rising and falling along with the music. The song changed to another stripper anthem and she leaned back again, rocking her hips on him as she rested her head against his shoulder and gripped him around the back of his head with her arms. He clutched her around her stomach, rising up to meet her undulating body, and began fucking her in earnest, his strokes trying to match her downward thrusts.



Everyone expected Duncan to come first, save maybe Dr. Reynault, whose ass was still tender after their intense fuck session the night before. But he hung on like a superhero, eyes bulging as he fought to steer away from the cliff, trying to get her there first. Brielle did, with a shuddering orgasm that seemed to explode out of nowhere. She melted back into him, screaming, “Ahhhh, God, Duncan, I’m coming, I’m coming so fucking hard for you!” He clutched her harder, pounding up into her, keeping her riding the high as he neared a finish too. Just a couple minutes later, as the second song wound down, he exploded deep within Brielle’s tight pussy, and Emilia was shooting forward and falling between them, slurping up the juices leaking out of her bestie’s pussy to the whoops of everyone else in the room save for Sonia, riding her own high as Dr. Reynault fingered her to a sharp, fast climax.



The bags were forgotten about. The game was over. Kale knelt behind Emilia, his cock jutting out and ready, and he slapped her ass to get her attention. She glanced back, a fever in her eyes, and said, “Do it.” He sheathed himself in her with one satisfied gasp, and started pounding away at her pussy.



Sonia pulled Dr. Reynault’s fingers free of her pussy and sucked on them as Paris got up and walked over to them. Both the redhead and the professor turned as one to him, and their mouths descended on his cock, slurping away on the left and right side, their lips meeting noisily time and time again as they neared his tip. Sonia slipped her hand between her teacher’s legs again and found the rhythm they’d lost when she came, fingerfucking her professor hard until Quinton urged them all to move and fell behind his teacher, posing her until she was on all fours, still able to suck Paris’s cock with Sonia. He spread her hips wide and plunging his cock into her pussy.



“Faaaaugh!” Dr. Reynault exclaimed, her mouth full of Paris’s dick.



“Fuck her, baby,” Sonia moaned, “fuck our professor’s tight pretty cunt. I want to suck her taste off your cock.”



Dr. Reynault stared up at Paris as he drove his cock deep into her throat, fucking her face with short, hard thrusts. Sonia shifted so she could suck and lick his heavy balls, occasionally coming off them with a loud, wet slurp. Across the room, Duncan was pulling out of Brielle slowly so Emilia could try to eat up as much of their come as possible, all the while getting fucked ragged by Kale. He had a death grip on her waist, and watched her lap up the come with a  shell-shocked glaze to his eyes.



It was a buffet of flesh and Dr. Reynault thrilled to see it. As she was pounded from both ends, a stray thought crossed her mind, wondering if Jannik would regret missing out. Oh well. He made his choice, and she was reveling in hers, in the cock hitting the back of her throat, in the humongous dick spreading her pussy so wide and driving so deep. She watched from the corner of her eye as Kale pulled back from Emilia and she spun and rose to guide him to the bed. He crashed backwards and she raced after him, sliding down and riding his dick like she was on a bucking bronco, her hips slamming up and down on his cock.



Sonia pulled Meghan off Paris’s dick and she almost snapped at her, so ferocious was her need, but the redhead ordered Quinton onto the bed and helped Dr. Reynault up there, pushing her back down onto the big student’s cock while Sonia grabbed the lube and squirted it all over her hand. As Dr. Reynault rode Quinton’s cock, Sonia slid two fingers into her teacher’s ass with one hand and stroked Paris with the other, keeping him hard and lubing him up all at once. Dr. Reynault realized what was going to happen in a flash of pure lust, and she pumped her hips down on Quinton, forcing as much of him into her as she could, her fingers strumming her clit hard and mean. Then Paris was there, her lovely Paris, and he was gripping her cheeks and spreading them wide before placing his cockhead against her ready puckered hole.



Everyone in the room save for those two men and their dirty professor stopped what they were doing and turned to watch, a reset born of pure human lust.



“Holy shit,” Kale whispered, and Paris slid home.



Dr. Reynault could not move. All she could do in that moment was feel – feel Quinton’s huge cock deep inside her, pulsing with his barely-contained need. Paris’s slimmer cock sliding deep inside her ass. The fullness of both of them, the pleasure, the pain. Her breasts slid along Quinton’s chest as she lowered herself to kiss him, her mouth frantic to be doing something as the two men started thrusting.



Someone tapped on her shoulder, then slid his hand under her throat and pulled her face up to his level.



To his cock’s level.



Duncan was ready again.



And Dr. Meghan Reynault swallowed her student down.



“Ohhh shit,” Kale whispered, watching from the other bed. Emilia didn’t look at him once while they fucked after that. Her attention – and the attention of everyone in that room – was on their slutty professor, triple-stuffed, barely able to hang on as her students fucked her completely.



Brielle crawled over to Sonia, and together they rose up and settled on the bed next to Kale and Emilia, their fingers sliding deep into each other almost on instinct. They watched as Dr. Reynault was pounded from underneath, from behind, in her mouth. None of the three boys took it easy on her. She wouldn’t have wanted it that way. They used her pussy. Her ass. Her mouth. Theirs was not a language of words, but primal grunts and moans. Meghan could say nothing at all. Duncan had her hair in a tight grip and fucked her face. The pace Paris was keeping in her ass rivaled the one Duncan kept the night before, a hard, fast pounding that left her ass cheeks jiggling with every deep thrust. And Quinton, big Quinton, mauled her breasts with his hands and his tongue as he drove his cock up into her pussy, hitting her deep.



There was no holding back her orgasm. Meghan stood no chance. She came, coating Quinton’s dick in her juices, her whole body clenching and unclenching as she gasped and moaned around Duncan’s fat dick. The waves of pleasure just kept rolling, and rolling, and rolling. There was no coming down. The orgasms strung together like firecrackers, and she lost track of the world around her, did not hear Emilia coming again, wailing her pleasure as she leaned so far back she nearly fell off the bed. She did not see Kale pulling out and getting as close to the wall as he could, guiding the other three women until they were on their knees in a row on the bed in front of him, watching their hottest professor take three men at once. She did not see Kale as he fucked Sonia in the middle, fingering Brielle and Emilia’s messy pussies as he rammed into Sonia’s cunt with abandon. If Meghan could have, the erotic sight wouldn’t have added even a drop in the bucket to her own sea of lust. In those long minutes of frantic pounding and skin slapping against skin, there was only the fucking, and it washed away the rest of the world.



Quinton was the first to come. He drove deep into Dr. Reynault’s well-stretched pussy one last time, gasping as he spurted rope after rope into her. Behind them somewhere, Kale was sliding into Sonia’s ass, her wail of pleasure only barely rising above the grunts as Quinton pulled out, exhausted but quick to dart to the other bed, feeding his girlfriend the seed and juices still coating his dick.



Duncan pounded hard into Meghan’s mouth, and though he’d come once already, the sluttiness of his professor was too much for him, and he jammed her mouth down hard one more time onto his cock, coming deep in her throat, making her swallow him down lest she choke. She kept him in her mouth even as he softened, mostly because her mind was too far gone to contemplate tackling even the simple task of letting a dick go. Paris held on. Paris was a fucking god of stamina. His dick kept pounding her and pounding her and pounding her. At some point he pulled her up under her arms so she was almost upright, his hands gripping her sweat-glistening breasts as he fucked her ass, squeezing her nipples, burying his mouth against her neck.



Kale jerked out of Sonia and cried out as he came across her back, then across Brielle and Emilia too. Emilia and Brielle rolled together, making out with wild kisses and a frantic need to touch one another. Paris eased backwards, pulling Dr. Reynault with him, his cock buried deep inside her bottom until he was flat on his back and she was riding him, picking her pace. Quinton came to her, stroking her clit, unable to stop staring at the come rolling down her chin like drool as she bounced and bounced and bounced on Paris’s dick.



She came again. The fourth time? The fifth? She didn’t know. Math wasn’t a function of her brain firing on all cylinders at that moment. All there was, was Paris’s cock, so close now, his grunting faster and faster. Finally, sweet Jesus, finally, Paris moaned, “Oh, God, Dr. Reynault…”



Meghan bucked down hard against him, her favorite student, and he was coming, holding her tight down against him, panting into her ear as he fired, fired, fired. His warmth deep inside her made her cry out with pleasure, even if her orgasms were behind her now, and she pulled off him quickly to flip over and hold him tight, crying into his shoulder, her whole body shaking and her muscles completely fried.



They took turns showering in pairs. Sonia and Quinton first, a quick dousing of the fluids on their bodies before they collected their clothes and left. Kale and Brielle hopped in next, taking just a little longer as Brielle’s legs could barely keep her upright. Kale helped dress her back in the main room, and caught the flash of sadness in Duncan’s eyes. The two men shared a nod, an unspoken sentence hanging in the air between them. Be good to her.



Kale would. Six months later, Brielle would find out she was pregnant with his child. In another two years, when she was holding their second baby in her arms in the hospital bed, Kale would slip out the ring he’d been badly hiding that week, and she cried so hard she could barely force out the yes.



Duncan helped Emilia into the bathroom next, the tattooed man washing her gently, as she stroked him under the blast of the water. He hardened again, and laughing, they didn’t bother with their clothes, only wrapping towels around themselves to race down to an unoccupied room. Their relationship was doomed to its ups and downs, and they would split the next semester not long before summer. Emilia taking an internship in California while Duncan went north to Boston. They would hook up a few times their senior year, but it was only when they were named godparents of Brielle and Kale’s firstborn did they come back together and realize how badly they missed and needed one another. They were married the next week.



That left Dr. Reynault and Paris. Once they both gargled and brushed, he started up that room’s shower one last time for the night. They stepped under the now-lukewarm water blasting the tub, and she clutched him to her, resting her head against his shoulder again as they had when they were in bed.



“Was it true?” he asked. “Teacher’s pet?”



She laughed softly and sniffed before she brushed away her tears.  “Yes.”



“I thought… well, you were with everyone else, and I didn’t think maybe you were into me.”



“No, Paris.” She sighed. “Truth is, I think you were always going to be my main event. I didn’t plan it that way, but this trip… it’s never been like this. So intense. So many people right for each other. I think we were only supposed to come together here at the last because I had to see who it was I really wanted.”



“And what is it you want from me?”



She pulled back. “I don’t know yet. But this just went way further than I expected it to. And I don’t think there’s an easy way to come back from that.”



“I don’t want to.”



“Me either.”



He sighed and kissed her forehead. “This complicates things so much, doesn’t it?”



“You have no idea.”



“Will you get in trouble?”



Dr. Reynault laughed and twisted so the water could hit her very sore backside. “At Hudwell? No. Probably get a raise or something. The administration is… very odd.”



“Then we… feel this out?”



She looked over her shoulder and smiled. “I suppose we do.”



* * *



The last full day.



Meghan woke up in Paris’s arms, his cock nestled against her ass. She’d yet to actually take him in her pussy, and amended that as the sunlight began to trickle in around the edges of the window shades. He wrapped her in his arms as he made love to her on their sides. Him behind her in a spoon position was going to become their favorite position for decades to come, though neither of them knew that yet.



She came, and it was good, and she cried again as he showered, out of joy and out of letting go of something bitter and twisted that had always been the reason for the New Bainbridge visits. The cynic who had invited all these students here because they were hot or handsome was gone in the wash of her feelings for Paris and the rest of them. These trips, even if they continued, could never be quite the same.



All throughout the day, she watched the pairs slowly break apart from the rest of the group. They would all finish school together, but already, she could see them saying goodbye in a spiritual sense to one another, an era of their lives ending and a new one beginning. It was beautiful, and a touch sad, but hopeful and wonderful too. A week’s worth of depravity and debauchery transformed them all into adults. Who knew?



That night, they got together one last time for dinner, this time courtesy of Jannik. He and Melina seemed oddly unsure around each other that whole day. Over fantastic barbeque, he toasted all the students, and they clinked waters and sodas, grinning at one another with the mad exuberance of an end to what would be the wildest week of their lives. Back at the hotel, they gathered in Quinton and Sonia’s room one last time. Even Melina and Jannik joined them. The group’s partners took each other missionary style at first, the girls laughing and enjoying themselves as Sonia took charge again in the end.



At her cries of “swap position,” they did, the girls now riding the guys, breasts bouncing like they were trying to keep time in a marching band. When Sonia called “swap partners,” Jannik and Melina hesitated. She said quietly, “I know it’s what you wanted.”



Jannik stared at all the young, curvaceous flesh around him, licked his lips, and stared back at her before firmly shaking his head. “No. You’re what I want.”



“But when the trip ends…” Melina whispered.



Everyone had fallen silent, watching, listening. Jannik cupped his young lover’s face in his hands. “Melina. You. Are. What. I. Want. Now and tomorrow.” He swallowed. “Forever. If you’ll have me.”



Melina’s lips parted, and she whispered, “Oh God. I was so afraid because I fell in love with you, and…”



“I love you too,” he murmured back, and kissed with a passion the group had yet to see from him. He slipped back inside her, and from that point forward, neither of them saw or cared much what happened around them. They were together, and that was all that mattered.



“Did they just get engaged?” Brielle whispered to Kale.



“I think so?” he whispered back, and the room erupted into cheers and whoops.



Sonia, grinning down at Quinton, kissed him too. “Take notes,” she whispered into his ear before shouting again, “Swap partners!”



* * *



The flight back was uneventful and almost anti-climactic, but they were on a much bigger plane and didn’t wind up with the magic seats they had before. That was okay. They found a way to pair off again, and at the very least, there was some quality cuddling and handholding on the way home.



Home.



For some of them, Hudwell would remain that. Paris became Dr. Reynault’s first – and only – assistant the next semester and his senior year, and after graduating, he decided to pursue his Master’s degree at a later date, opting instead to teach carpentry and construction, taking over Jannik’s job when he announced he was moving with his newly pregnant wife to pursue graduate school for her while he worked construction for a small crew. Whereas Jannik’s days of wild orgies with young students were firmly behind him, Paris’s were just beginning. He and Dr. Reynault tried the monogamy thing, and they liked it well enough, but when Dr. Reynault’s new favorite student Pamela found their way to their house for dinner one evening, they found themselves wishing to each other in private that they could have fucked her brains out together again.



It forever changed their relationship.



They did not give into their temptations easily. The New Bainbridge trips resumed, and became their weeklong anniversary gift to each other, a time when they could fuck whoever they liked and have as much fun outside their relationship as they wanted. That they took these trips together and often were fucking right next door or within the very same room, definitely helped any trust issues they might have, and it wound up strengthening their relationship even further. Otherwise, they mostly stayed monogamous, but exceptions did crop up. When they celebrated birthdays, occasionally they would bring home a fun young toy for their partner. One Christmas, Paris came home to discover six sweet presents wrapped up in red and white lace for him to sample, guest teachers from a new sister college to Hudwell opening in New Bainbridge. Also visiting with them? Their hotshot architectural professors Quinton and Sonia.



The young couple married a year after they both obtained their Ph.D.’s. There was no rush on their part – by that point, the marriage license was just a formality, but they wanted to have a nice wedding to celebrate and didn’t feel like they could do that with student debts hanging over their heads. With secure jobs lined up at the new college, they could finally breathe and pursue a great many things they wanted, namely children, but also a reunion. Every one of Dr. Reynault’s students came to New Bainbridge for their wedding, along with their old professor and Jannik. Together, they held a week even more debaucherous and wild than their time in college, getting kicked out of two hotels and receiving a ban for life in an all-you-can-eat restaurant that needed to be shut down and cleaned when they were finished.



And when Quinton and Sonia said their I do’s, it was their eight friends who stood with them, who hugged them the fiercest, who cried and laughed the hardest. And over all their students’ shoulders, Dr. Meghan Reynault and Jannik Bjornson caught each other’s eyes, and he mouthed, “You did it.”









Fall Break-Up



 



Contains: MF romance. These last two are mostly sweeter, shorter stories focused on those damn feelings.



 



Dr. Clara Adams loved her students.



Loved
 them.



Their success was her success. Their failures hers. She soared with them when they were victorious, she fell with them when they crashed. Her soul was the men and women of Hudwell.



So when Sebastian, one of her favorite students, started slipping three weeks prior to the Thanksgiving break, she didn’t just see it as a good student facing a bit of burnout. She saw it as an out-and-out challenge, a problem she didn’t just want to fix, but
 needed
 to.



It started with some of the in-class quizzes. These were short, generally fluffy sorts of things to keep the students on their toes and paying attention to their math professor. It was a basic course, just a one-hundred level, and most anyone who listened even the slightest in class could scrape by. But Sebastian failed one test with almost half the answers wrong. At first Clara brushed it off, thinking that maybe it was just the usual student off-day or two. He’d bounce back.



Except he didn’t. Sebastian’s scores on the next quiz dipped even lower, and most damning of all, he flunked a more important test. Something was wrong, and Clara was just the sort of woman to sniff out what it was.



When she had the students back in class and handed them back their tests, she held onto Sebastian’s and asked him to stay after class. If he looked angry, it might have meant he wasn’t capable of doing the work, and that would have been an educational problem, not a personal one. But he didn’t. Sebastian looked lost and withdrawn, glancing down at the center of his table until it was time to head out of class. Once everyone was filing out, he slowly got to his feet and marched to the front of the class, watching as his pretty teacher got up to close the door behind her students and lock it.



Clara was often called a MILF behind her back, but she wasn’t a mother, and in fact, couldn’t get pregnant thanks to a nasty infection she suffered as a teenager. She did have the sort of looks that made a person think of her as the type – full-bodied, and a face that had that angelic mother-next-door quality to it. She was pretty, and solid, and real in a lot of ways the near supermodel-like professors at Hudwell couldn’t be.



When she stood, she undid her light brown hair from its ponytail, a habit she had after her classes for the day were done. Sebastian watched, then glanced away quickly again as she approached. Clad in a long skirt that hugged her hips and a light blue blouse, there was nothing really overly sexual about her appearance, and yet she fulfilled so many fantasies by her male students of that quintessential hot teacher look. Homey and sexy, all at once.



“Um, I think I know what this is about,” Sebastian said hollowly. “I’ll try to do better.”



She laid his test down on the table and pushed it towards him with one well-manicured nail coated in swirls. Clara looked at doing her nails as a sort of miniature art, and took great pride in her many designs.



The test had a big “46%” written on it, and she knelt down, folding her arms on the table and peering over it to study him. “Hey. Sebastian. Are you okay?”



He laughed tersely. “I guess not if I’m failing that hard.”



“I don’t mean in class. You’ll do better, I know that. I mean you. Are you okay?”



He sniffed, and to her surprise, he started crying. She got up hastily and came around the table to hug him to her stomach, aware but not really processing how close his head was to her breasts. Although at least in that moment, neither was Sebastian processing it either. He cried and cried, and finally he pulled away long enough for her to retrieve a box of tissues from her desk.



When she plucked one out and handed it to him, he wiped at his eyes and gave her a sad smile. “Thanks. I… didn’t know how badly I needed that.”



She pulled up a chair and sat down next to him, taking his hand in hers. “Tell me what’s wrong. Please.”



He studied the marker board at the front of the class and smacked his teeth. Usually Sebastian was a well-put together kid. Handsome and a little rugged, with a five o’clock shadow he kept cropped close to his face. His hair, usually curly and boyishly cute, needed something of a trim and his jeans and tee shirt looked rumpled, as though he’d slept in them or not bothered folding them when they were done drying.



Finally, he said, “A month after I came here, my parents called to tell me they were getting a divorce.”



“Oh, honey,” Clara murmured, and squeezed his hand.



“They called it irreconcilable differences, but I think they were cheating on each other. I don’t even know who started it. My sis, she’s a few years older than me, she says it’s been a long time since they’ve really been happy with each other and she thinks they were holding on for…” He sniffed again, but no more tears came. “For me.”



Clara squeezed his hand again, and he smiled at her distractedly.



“If that was it, if that was just it, maybe I would have been fine. But just before that first quiz I flunked, my girl… my girlfriend Amanda called me. We were trying the whole long-distance thing and… well, you can guess what happened.”



“Oh no. That’s terrible.”



He drew a deep, shuddering breath. “Yeah. She found someone. That’s what she said. Like I’m not someone. Like everything we had for two years was just… a warm-up, I guess.” He shook his head and grimaced. “I even had a flight planned to go visit her at her college during the break. She’s got family there and they were going to have me over to stay and all that. I’ll get a refund on the ticket, but flights anywhere are going to cost me double what I paid. And I… this is going to sound terrible, Dr. Adams, but I don’t really want to see my family right now. I know I’ll have to deal with them eventually, and I need to talk to them in person about all… this. But not right now, you know?”



She nodded. “My parents got a divorce too. Right after Christmas one year. I didn’t understand why they didn’t get anything for each other, and when I asked them, my mom just started laughing. I’ll never forget that sound.”



“Oh jeez, that’s terrible. How did you deal with it, eventually?”



Clara grimaced. “Time. It sounds like the most cliched answer, but it’s the truth. It sucks until it doesn’t. It only started getting real for me when my dad dated someone else, someone I realized I kinda liked more than my mom. That messed me up, but it made me think about things in a really critical way.”



Sebastian ran his thumb over the back of her hand absently. There was nothing sexual about the gesture but it gave Clara little thrill anyways. She had a tendency to get horny at the drop of a hat and had learned to ignore her inappropriate feelings at the most wrong moments.



“Can you do me a favor?” he asked her.



“Of course. Whatever you need.” She smiled. “Within reason. I’m not buying you a Porsche, if that’s what you’re thinking.”



Sebastian let out a surprised laugh, then looked immediately guilty about that as though he weren’t supposed to find any humor in the moment. “Could you… could you not tell any of the other students? Please? Not even my roommate knows. I don’t want a bunch of pity invitations to people’s houses or anything.”



“Of course. If you don’t mind, though, I will let the other teachers know you’re going through a rough personal spell and ask for some lenience for you. You’ll have to pick up the classwork, but we’re all human.”



Wait. An invite to people’s houses for Thanksgiving…



“Thanks,” Sebastian was saying. “I appreciate that. And I will try harder, I promise.”



“Oh, I don’t doubt,” Clara said. “Um. Sebastian?”



“Hm?”



“About those pity invites. Now… I’m going to do something dumb, but if you really don’t have anywhere to go, come to my house for Thanksgiving.” She held up a hand at his protest. “It’s just a small get-together, a few teachers who hang around during the break, some of the other staff, a friend or two. It’s friendly, it’s safe, and I guarantee you, once you get a taste of the pies Samuel Morales brings in from Beckfield, you’ll have a religious experience. No joke, absolutely serious, the best thing I’ve ever tasted. Period.”



He smiled wanly at her. “Dr. Adams, I know you mean well, but I’m serious. I think I just want to be alone during the break.”



“Okay,” she said, and patted his hand again before she rose. “Come on. You’re at least getting a hug.”



He laughed and rose up, Clara stepped in close, liking the sharp bite of his soapy smell. She wrapped him up in a hug, her breasts pressed tight to his chest as he tentatively gripped her tight, holding her to him for what was probably an inappropriate time, but she liked hugs and barely noticed it until she felt something start to stir against her stomach.



She pulled back and glanced down. “Oops.”



“Oh man, I’m so sorry, Dr. Adams,” Sebastian said, blushing.



“It’s okay. It happens.” She let him pass with a smile, but before he got completely around her, she smacked his butt. “And don’t worry. Some woman’s going to realize she’d be awfully lucky to snatch you up soon.”



He grinned back at her over his shoulder, but his eyes looked so tired and worn out. “Thanks for listening, Dr. Adams. And for, ah, not making that weird.”



“You got it, hon.”



* * *



Over the time leading up to the Thanksgiving break, Sebastian tried to crawl his way back academically. He didn’t like the idea he was letting Dr. Adams down. She was genuinely one of his kindest teachers and really seemed to care about his situation. Would he have said the same of his burned-out high school teachers if the situation had happened a few years prior? He didn’t know, but he had a sneaking suspicion none of them would have approached him outside of class on a regular basis to give him a friendly hug or slip him a sticky note with a smiley face on it.



His roommate Montell even took notice when Sebastian’s professor spotted him coming out of the cafeteria and jogged over to say hi. The sleek athlete watched the beautiful professor’s tits bounce under her blouse, his jaw agape, and couldn’t stop staring all throughout Sebastian’s brief chat with her and her pat on the arm before she headed out, her long waves of hair bouncing nearly all the way to her butt.



“Jesus Christ, man, I gotta fuck that,” Montell muttered.



“Hey. She’s a nice lady,” Sebastian snapped.



His roommate punched his shoulder. “Tell me you haven’t damn near broke your dick off jerking it to her.”



In fact Sebastian had, five or six times, usually to thoughts about Dr. Adams on her knees in front of him in class, her blouse undone as she blew him in front of all the other students, that cute, vibrant face smiling up at him innocently while he came across her sweet porcelain skin.



“Fuck off,” Sebastian muttered, but his words lacked any sort of bite.



Montell crowed, “Oh, you have, you have!”



The closer the fall break loomed, the more hesitant Sebastian became about staying on campus alone that week. He’d already plotted out a week’s worth of fun stuff to do, and to make up for the news of the divorce, his dad sent him a pretty big check and told him to have fun visiting his girlfriend, even if Sebastian told him twice already they’d broken up. His mom caught wind of this and sent Sebastian a digital gift certificate to buy a game system or whatever he wanted.



The truth was, Sebastian just wanted one of them there. Or for one of them to reach out and say they desperately wanted him to come to them for the holidays. Or anything that sort of resembled a loving gesture from them instead of what felt like bribes for his happiness.



The last day of class before the break, Dr. Adams held him back after class again. He figured he hadn’t done too badly on their last quiz, so this had to be about the break again. It made him smile. It felt genuine for the first time since Amanda gave him that terrible call, the one he hadn’t expected. He thought they were doing great, texting and video chatting, and out of the clear blue, she wanted to “explore what college meant.” It wasn’t like he was thinking about marriage yet, but Sebastian thought they were perfectly healthy as a couple ever since they hooked up in their junior year of high school. He’d been an idiot.



Now, though, the nights of loneliness were starting to abate, thanks in large part to the small kindnesses of Dr. Adams. None of his friends at Hudwell knew. He supposed he’d tell them maybe after the Thanksgiving break, but for now, he was content just dealing with it on his own. And with Dr. Adams in his corner, life was becoming bearable again.



Catching his smile, Dr. Adams returned it a dozen times over, lighting up her already pretty face. “Hey, there’s something I haven’t seen in a while.”



“This?” he pointed at his mouth’s upturned corners. “Just got some Botox done. Can’t do anything else with my lips.”



She laughed softly and came around the desk to hop up on it. He had a vision of gripping the hem of her blue-and-white floral dress up her legs and burying his mouth against her panties, nuzzling her pussy through the fabric until she came.



“-oing okay?”



Sebastian snapped back to it and broadened his smile. “Yes. I think so. Better, anyways, thanks to you.”



“Aw, glad to help. Oh, almost forgot. I got you something.” She hopped off the desk again and he watched her high heels clack across the floor. Christ, his dick was already rock hard. He hoped he didn’t need to stand up to take the gift.



“You really didn’t have to,” Sebastian protested. “Honestly, Dr. Adams, I really am doing better.”



“It’s nothing at all, really.” She dug out an envelope from her purse and brought it around to him, sliding it across the table. He took it and skinned it, pulling out a sheet of paper. Printed onto it was a mock-up of a gift certificate reading, “Good for Free Hugs and Hot Meals Anytime During the Break.” At the bottom was an address, an email, and a personal phone number.



He glanced up, his smile disappearing. “I… um…”



Dr. Adams’ voice dropped and she said quietly, “It’s not just a gesture, Sebastian. If you need me, I’m there. Don’t let yourself think you’re alone this week, okay? Not if you don’t want to be.”



He stood up, uncaring if his boner had gone down the whole way, and came around the table. This time it was Sebastian who gave her the hug, “This means a lot to me,” he whispered, and it might have been his imagination, but he thought he felt Dr. Adams shiver in his arms. The craziest thought passed through his mind as she stared up at him with those big doe eyes.



Kiss her.



The alien thought so took him by surprise it immobilized Sebastian, and he couldn’t break his gaze. The shudder might have been in his head, but not the quick flick of her tongue between her creamy pink lips, wetting them. She blinked several times as though waking up and pulled herself away, blushing. “Um. I’m glad. Will you come, Sebastian? To Thanksgiving? Please?”



Will you come?



The words left him rock hard in a moment.
 Will you come, Sebastian? Come, Sebastian. Come.



His gaze locked on her beautiful, soft eyes, he croaked, “Yeah. I think I will.”



* * *



The more, the merrier, Clara always firmly believed around the holidays. Ever since her own parents divorced, she dreamed of having a bunch of kids of her own, ones that would never go without feeling loved or wanted, especially around the holidays. And friends! She loved the idea of her friends dropping by for Thanksgiving or Christmas and being able to host them all. When she started working at Hudwell, her dreams suddenly became more and more feasible.



Her pay was great enough that she could buy a nice-sized home in the heart of the residential district. It was only a two bedroom, but that was deceptive because what she really bought it for was the massive dining and living rooms along with the kitchen she could remodel to her heart’s content. When she put in an offer ten grand under what she could actually afford, the owners agreed, and she had enough money left over to splurge a bit on some niceties. The biggest gift to herself was new appliances from head to toe, from a double oven to a fridge and all the way down to some small personal pleasures like a new electric kettle and a griddle. She went a little crazier than she expected to, but everything was exactly what she wanted and she figured she could pick up the rest of what she needed to entertain that fall when she’d settled in some.



One of her coworkers found out she was saving for a dining room set. Cadence was a sweet woman, and when she spotted a gorgeous monstrosity of a black walnut table at an estate sale surrounded by plush, high-backed chairs, she had to ask the price. What she paid for it, she wouldn’t reveal, but that afternoon, a truck hauling a trailer showed up at Clara’s door.



It wasn’t just a beautiful table, but it had a wonderful history to boot. The previous owner’s husband made it for her when he retired as a carpenter. It was his first of many projects for her and their children, and the wife’s favorite. He passed away, and just six short months later, was followed slowly by his wife as she pined for him, and the family just had nowhere they could store the huge twelve-seater table or its accompanying chairs.



Under the careful supervision of Jannik Bjornson, several students restored it, giving it a fresh sanding, adjusting the legs until it was perfectly balanced, and finally giving it a coat of new lacquer, leaving it the gleaming, gorgeous centerpiece to Clara’s house that she’d always dreamed of. She didn’t so much thank Cadence as sob into her shoulder when the PE teacher gently refused her money.



Now Cadence was a regular at Clara’s holiday gatherings, along with her ex-boyfriend Samuel Morales, the chief administrator for the school. Usually Dr. Kara Stone accompanied her friend too along with her boyfriend Troy, but she couldn’t make it the year Sebastian was invited. She was missed, but it was Clara’s best turnout yet. Along with Cadence and Samuel, a handful of other professors, teachers, administrators, custodians, and cooks from the dining halls showed up. All told, about fourteen people were slated to come to dinner, which meant anywhere from ten to twenty would actually show. It never failed that people canceled or brought unexpected guests, and this year was no different. Samuel had friends in town, a gigantic man named Barrett and his wife Olivia. Clara genuinely would have been happy for them just to show up, but they called ahead that morning and asked what they could prepare or bring. That made her day, and she happily accepted their suggestion of fried green tomatoes and roasted eggplant. It sounded amazing, and when they came through the door, it smelled just as good. The couple themselves were delightful, and spent just as much time at the party visiting as they did on their phones video chatting with their children, on a tour to see a local zoo with their grandparents. They were doing a lighter dinner together later in the evening, and Clara told them next time just to bring the little ones along.



Many of the other guests brought side dishes too, and her friend Tatianna brought a wonderful looking spiral ham. But the surprise of the day came when Sebastian showed up in a dress shirt and his best jeans, toting a plastic container and a paper grocery bag. Someone had let him in the door, and he made his way through the crowd of people picking at appetizers as they chatted over the breezy coffeehouse music Clara had going on her speakers. She was working on the green bean bake in the kitchen when he said her name, cleared his throat, and said it louder.



“Uh, Dr. Adams?”



She turned, the bottom of her light summer dress swishing with her. He stood there, his hands full, smiling sheepishly. Sebastian was not normally a dreamy-looking guy – not ugly by any means, but sort of boyishly normal. But now his face was clean shaven, his hair trimmed into stylish, wet-looking curls, and his shirt clung to a frame she hadn’t realized was quite so defined.



“You came,” she breathed, and for some reason his cheeks went bright red at that. Then louder, Clara said with a grin, “And you brought something, you goof. You know you didn’t have to do that.”



“Oh, it’s not anything major,” he said, smiling sheepishly. “I’m a terrible cook and all the restaurants were slammed so I couldn’t order anything to go. It’s just celery with canned cheese, and when I was in line, they got me with one of those loaves of French bread right there next to the aisle.”



Barrett, the big man Samuel had brought with him, overheard and ambled over. “Did I hear celery and cheese?” He clapped Sebastian’s back and nearly sent the young man sprawling. “You, sir, are officially my hero.”



“Sebastian, this is Barrett, ah… I’m sorry.”



“Carney,” the big man said. “I’m a friend of Samuel Morales, kinda tagging along on a last-minute thing.”



“Everything should be done in about twenty minutes or so, guys. Barrett, would you mind showing him where he can drop off the food?” Clara asked.



“Absolutely! Follow me, and just go ahead and dump that whole container right in my mouth. Because that’s where it’s going, my friend.”



Sebastian already looked more at ease, and Clara turned her attention back to the stove, smiling. Cadence strutted in, happy to be salivated over just as much as the food. Acting as Clara’s number two, she whirred around the kitchen, keeping up a breezy conversation the two had started earlier. Together they checked on the food, and did a quick resupply on the appetizers. Barrett really wasn’t kidding about the celery and cheese. He had a plate loaded with it, engrossed in a conversation with one of the other professors and a janitor.



When they came back into the kitchen, Sebastian was at work washing up some of the dishes in the sink. “Sebastian!” Clara said. “You are not being put to work today!”



He turned and grinned. Cadence murmured, “Oooh, he’s tasty,” and Clara elbowed her.



Having heard none of that, Sebastian said, “Hey, it’s no problem. Really. Terrible cook, pretty decent with a rag. We all gotta have skills, right?”



Clara sighed, but she smiled too. “All right. Fine. You can stay. Cadence, do you know Sebastian?”



Cadence gave Sebastian her best wide smile, which pushed her already jaw-dropping looks to scorching levels of heat. “No, but I’d like to. Are you a student at Hudwell?”



“I am.” He held out his hand and she shook before leaning in for a kiss on his cheek that Clara thought lasted far too long. “Um. Um. Do you work there?”



“PE, yes. And a variety of extracurriculars.”



They started chatting, and Clara returned to the food. A pang of sadness rolled through her. And yes, a bit of jealousy too, but she was happy Sebastian was finding it so easy to talk to Cadence. Every guy did. She was one of the school’s most stunning teachers, right up there with Kara Stone.



Soon, the food was nearly ready to serve, and everyone started gathering around the enormous dinner table. Sebastian learned how to carve a turkey from Clara, and helped her with the final touches in the kitchen. Cadence was hauling things for them, and when she was caught up and back in the kitchen, she asked cheerfully, “So, why’d you stick around the school for the break?”



Pain flashed across Sebastian’s eyes but he hid it in a heartbeat. “Ah, um…”



“Flight got canceled at the last minute, can you believe that?” Clara asked, her voice chipper and bright. “Weekend before Thanksgiving, too.”



“Bad weather where I’m from,” Sebastian jumped in. “I think everything’s clearing up now, but you know, can’t take chances.”



Cadence clucked her tongue. “Aw, this year’s been crazy like that. I have a cousin, he saw hail this year the size of golf balls. Broke a window on his car. No joke.”



“Wow, that’s crazy,” Sebastian said. They finished slicing the turkey, and he handed a platter off to Cadence. When she disappeared, he leaned in and whispered into Clara’s ear, “Thank you.” She surprised him with a kiss to the cheek.



“Come on, let’s get some food,” she murmured back. He smiled tentatively at her, and together they walked into delightful chaos.



* * *



Platters of everything were whirled around the dining room table so fast it was impossible to identify what was going onto Sebastian’s plate. He took everything he could, getting in half-bites before someone at the table was plying him with questions about classes, where he was from, how he was liking Hudwell, what he was up to the rest of the break, what extracurriculars was he doing. It was clear they didn’t usually have students at these things and they were trying to make him as comfortable as possible without letting him fade back like a wallflower.



And surprisingly, he loved it. There wasn’t the usual acid being flung around the table about politics or familial problems. These people were here to eat, drink, and get out of their own personal bubbles for a while. They were… kind. Around the holidays, that was supremely weird for Sebastian to see. At his house, his dad would have been drinking since ten in the morning and start screaming at everyone at the dinner table at some perceived insult. His mom wouldn’t have been far behind on the bottle before storming out of the house after one of his dad’s tirades, leaving Sebastian and his sisters to deal with the aftermath of both their father, whatever he broke, and the leftovers.



Instead of the tension he’d been feeling since he woke up that morning, he sank into the comforting, laughing chaos of it all, and began to wonder if this wasn’t how people were supposed to live.



Afterwards, the meal was cleared away by Cadence and Clara, who this time encouraged Barrett to forcibly hold Sebastian down if he tried to help them again. The big man agreed with a booming laugh. Sebastian really liked him. His wife was lovely too. Olivia was athletic and slim, and dwarfed by her husband who not only towered above everyone else in the room, but was clearly hard into weightlifting. The guy had a face that would have terrified Sebastian if he’d seen him coming down the sidewalk on a dark evening, but it was a little hard to take the man as ferocious when he ate practically his entirely meal with his offhand so he could hold his wife’s in his good one.



Soon, Cadence and Clara brought out five big white boxes, and some of the adults who had been there before cheered and leaned forward in anticipation. Written on the sides of the boxes in a flourish was the name of each pie above “Crowne’s Bites.” Barrett slapped Sebastian’s back, practically drooling. “Wait till you try these,” he said.



“Clara really talked them up.” To Mr. Morales, he said, “Mr. Morales, Clara said you had them brought here all the way from Beckfield?”



Barrett and Samuel locked eyes for a moment, and Olivia reached for a napkin to pat at her lips, her eyes twinkling. Samuel gave the student an easy smile. “Yes. They do come all that way.”



“Wow,” Sebastian said, impressed. “That’s pretty cool of you.”



Olivia coughed, and Samuel turned beet red, his grin looking more and more forced. “Uh. Thanks.”



“Trick is,” one of the professors said, waving a bottle of beer in Sebastian’s direction. None of them had offered him any alcohol and he hadn’t asked for any. They were breaking the rules Samuel himself had set up for the school by drinking around a student, but there were always certain exceptions. “Take tiny slices of each of them, Sebastian. Then, you get to try all of them. And trust me, you’ll want to try all of them.”



Good advice, and Sebastian took him up on it. Traditional apple. Blueberry pecan. Sweet potato. Maple cream. Sebastian’s favorite? A honey pie kissed with lavender. Left to his own devices, he would have stolen that box away and tried to eat the entire thing by himself, and said as much out loud.



“No, no,” Samuel protested. “The classics are classics for a reason. Gotta go with apple.”



“Maple cream,” Olivia said. “Sorry guys, but you’re both wrong.”



They argued about that good-naturedly, and Sebastian was so drawn into the conversation he didn’t notice something odd. With only one exception of someone who had to get to a family gathering that evening, no one was leaving. If his extended family came over for holiday meals, they shot out of his parents’ place like arrows after they’d been fed. Here, now, everyone seemed reluctant to leave, and it was beautiful and wonderful all at once.



At Clara’s request, someone found a peppy station on satellite radio playing hits from a decade ago, and the group broke into the living room, kitchen, and backyard. A few more hands helped Clara and Cadence with the leftovers and the kitchen seemed crowded, so Sebastian headed out back, thumbs in his pockets. Most everyone outside was lounging around a set of patio furniture, but someone dug out a bocce ball set from a big backyard tote full of games, and they started up an impromptu tournament. Sebastian was pulled into the game, and refereed a second. By the third, he had to go take a leak, so he meandered back inside, feeling good. Clara was talking animatedly with one of the strangers, and gave him a wave as he walked by. That kiss on the cheek… that had been strange and unexpected, but not unwelcome. He wondered if it had meant anything.



No line waited for him at the bathroom, but the door was closed. He reached out to knock and heard faint giggling inside. Cadence, he thought, and a moment later, a man moaned. He didn’t recognize the voice.



“Like that, Tim?” Cadence murmured inside, her voice muffled.



“Shhh. Someone will hear us.”



“So?”



“Oh Jesus,” the guy moaned. “You are the best cocksucker in the school, you know that?”



“That’s what the football team told me too.”



Sebastian’s eyes shot wide open and he nearly fell into the door. Holy. Shit.



Someone psst’ed at him nearby. Clara. She whispered, “What’s going on?”



He crooked a finger in a “come here” gesture, and she tiptoed over like she was a cartoon character trying to get away with bags of money. She leaned in close to the bathroom, clapped a hand over her mouth, and looked at Sebastian, her eyes shining with good humor.



She raised a fist, and pounded on the door loud enough to draw every single set of eyes in the house to her. “Hey! Cadence! You okay in there? Your upset tummy okay?”



“Uh. It’s fine!” Cadence called back. “Taking something for it now.”



The door flung open a few minutes later and Cadence rushed out, glancing every which way as she shut the door behind her. Clara, feigning innocence, charged the door as though she really had to go, and Cadence grabbed her arm. “Um. Don’t. It’s, you know, bad in there.”



“Oh really? How bad?”



“Um. Uh,” Cadence said, then she scuffed her sandals on the floor. “All right, who figured it out?”



The guy, a slightly overweight man in a band tee and a sport coat Sebastian thought might be one of the school’s janitors, came out with a sheepish grin on his face. He said quietly, “Uh, so I should, uh, go. Thanks for the wonderful night.”



That seemed to trigger a slow exodus out of Clara’s house. She passed out leftovers to everyone who would take them, gave a dozen hugs, and accepted a dozen thank-yous graciously. Barrett and Olivia gave Sebastian an enormous pair of hugs on their way out too, and before he left, the big man paused and came back. He dug in a leather business card holder and pulled out a card. After he’d written a number on the back, he gave it to Sebastian.



“You keep in touch, Sebastian. I want to know how your story turns out.”



“I will do that, sir. Good to meet you.”



Barrett clasped his shoulder and chuckled. “You too. Enjoy the pie.”



Sebastian thought that was an odd comment, and would only figure out the meaning a week later when a deliveryman showed up at his dorm room with a just-made-that-morning pie of his own. How much it must have cost to have it delivered that quickly and efficiently, Sebastian didn’t know, but it had to be staggering. Attached to the box was a gorgeous handmade Christmas card with a simple message inside. “Happy holidays, Sebastian. Barrett and Olivia.” At the bottom was a post script – “She won’t let me call us BO.”



But that was a week from that lazy early evening at Dr. Adams, and so much would change between those two moments.



* * *



Clara watched Sebastian say goodbye to Barrett and Olivia. He was one of the last ones left, and her heart ache at the thought of him going back to his dorm room alone again. So when he started looking like he might make a break for it too, she blurted, “Sebastian. Stick around a while?”



He looked confused, but shrugged. “Sure, Dr. Adams.”



She said goodbye to the rest of her guests, and when she’d closed the door on the last of them, she joined Sebastian in the living room and turned off the music. The house would take hours to put back together, but the important business of stowing away the leftovers, getting rid of the leavings, and taking out the garbage were done. She felt satisfied.



“Would you like a cup of tea? Coffee? A soda?”



Sebastian said, “Um. Tea actually sounds really good.”



She nodded. “After the holidays is about the only time I drink it. I think it’s the big meal. Coffee just seems too heavy.”



She was rambling, she knew, and tried to compose herself as she headed into the kitchen to fix them both a mug. “Grab a seat, if you like. Find us a movie to watch or something,” she called over her shoulder.



“Dr. Adams, if this is because you think I’d be lonely or something alone, I promise you, I’m better now.”



Clara set the electric kettle to boil and dug out two mugs before coming back into the living room. She stared at him for a long minute, then finally said quietly, “Maybe you’re not the only one who sometimes feels lonely. Okay?”



“Oh. Sure. Yeah, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make it all about me.”



She smiled. “I know. But if you do have other plans, I don’t want to keep you.”



“No. No. Really, I…” Sebastian drew in a deep breath. “I liked it here today. I sure don’t mind sticking around as long as I can.”



“Good,” Clara said.



They settled on opposite ends of a comfortable couch to watch a comedy neither had seen. Clara’s laugh was sweeter than the pies earlier, and he loved hearing it. But where the meal had been relaxing, winding down was hard for Sebastian. He got an email from his mom halfway through, something she’d pre-written and scheduled to send during Thanksgiving. She couldn’t even be bothered to write it that day. He shoved the phone back into his pocket and powered it off, wondering when Clara would tell him it was time to go back to his dorm. Maybe that would be the best thing, he thought. Go be alone now so he could get through it. Tomorrow would be better. Right?



As the credits rolled, Clara stood and stretched. Though she was chastely covered, her breasts did rise and fall with her upstretched arms, and the motion was goddamn hypnotic. She turned and smiled. “Gonna graze a bit, I think. Can I fix you a small plate of something?”



“That’d be good. Those mushrooms have been calling my name.”



“Right? Alexis does so good with those. She grills them with wine, but she won’t tell me the other ingredients. I swear I’m going to get it out of her one day.”



She dug out two platter-like plates, and they dug through the fridge for their favorite leftovers. Sebastian was surprised at how hungry he felt given that they’d just eaten four or five hours ago. Clara carried her plate out first, calling back, “Okay, my call on the next movie.” He started out of the kitchen, his plate in hand as she continued, “I think you’re going to like it. It’s this weird com-”



Sebastian caught the edge of a runner with his foot and it shifted underneath. He caught his balance but the plate in his hands jerked up and down and all the food flew off it onto the hardwood floor.



“No,” Sebastian whispered, and dropped to his knees, cradling the plate to his chest. “Shit. Shit shit shit.”



“You okay? I really need to get some adhesi…” Clara’s words faded when she saw him shudder. “Hey, Sebastian, it’s okay, it’s just food.”



He crawled around, scooping up everything he could with his fingers, moaning it, “No. No no no. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”



She came to him in a hurry, her own plate resting on the table. When she knelt next to him, she took his arm and squeezed it. “Sebastian, honey, it’s okay, it’s okay.”



“I fucked up, it was such a good day,” he said, looking away from her.



Her heart broke, and what came next was borne of pure human need. Clara Adams leaned in, draped her arms around her student’s shoulders, and kissed him.



Ethically, it was all sorts of messed up. He was going through some horrible life experiences, she knew that, but she was acting on instinct, and out of the kindness roaring in her heart, and her own human desire, and sometimes, you just do the best you can do even if it’s not the perfect solution, because sometimes there are no perfect solutions. There is only the moment, and in that one, Clara did the very best she could and regretted nothing in the days, weeks, months, years to come.



Sebastian’s eyes shot wide, the tears slowing to a stop. His lips were unresponsive at first. Hell, all of him froze up. But then his own hands found her shoulders, and he was kissing her back. There was no great synergy of their bodies at first. His hands were clumsy around her, trying to find that sweet spot of pulling her tight before relaxing, and hers were all over him, unable to settle. She started to rise and he chased her, their noses whacking against each other with their next kiss, causing Clara to giggle. The giggles turned to a sharp moan when his hands slid down to her ass and he pulled her tight to him to press his lips against hers again and again.



He guided her to the couch and she fell against it, pulling the hem of her dress up as he kicked off his shoes, undid his belt, and dropped his pants and boxer briefs to the ground. Her eyes widened at the good size of him. She lifted her knees and slid her cotton thong down her legs. He finished the last few inches for her, tossing them onto a chair beside the couch and lowering himself to his beautiful, sweet teacher.



“I need you,” he murmured, and she nodded.



“I know,” she whispered.



He guided his prick to her entrance, and without any more words between them, he thrust slowly but firmly into her, driving deep and making her gasp. He didn’t pause, didn’t take time to savor it. Sebastian needed his release. Needed to make his feelings take shape. That didn’t mean it wasn’t good for her. Far from it. His fast rhythm was just what she needed too, and she was already wet for him, for the passion and heat and naughtiness of this moment. One of his free hands slid under the hem of her dress and found the joining of their flesh. His thumb brushed her stretched lips and she arched her back to him.



“My clit, my clit,” she begged him, and when he slid his thumb along her hood, she spread her thighs wide and gasped, “Right there! Mmm, Sebastian!”



His other hand cupped one of her breasts in the dress, squeezing it, trying to find the nipple under the fabric. Her hands joined his again and she lowered the shoulder of the dress and her bra, her breast bouncing free of its confines. He stared at her nipple as he teased it to hardness, then leaned down and kissed her hard again, his cock pumping in and out of her in a frenzy now.



Neither of them was sure who was going to come first. They held nothing back from each other. There was no coyness or shyness. His cock hammered his gorgeous professor, and she thrust her hips back up at him, her legs eventually circling around his butt and kicking the air as she grew closer and closer to her climax.



Then he was nipping her lip, not hard enough to draw blood, but hard enough to put some pressure there, and just that bit of extra stimulation was enough for Clara. She cried out, “Coming, baby, I’m coming for you…”



Her body rocked with the explosion of her climax. Her hands clasped behind his back and she pulled herself up to him, clinging to Sebastian, to her student as she came on his dick. He lowered her back down and started pumping into her harder and harder.



His chest heaving, Sebastian gasped, “Where should I…?”



“In me, in me, I can’t get pregnant.”



He nodded frantically, and gasped out, “Oh damn, Dr. Adams!” His cock gave a final jerk and warmth shot deep inside Clara, filling her up as her knees jumped with the feel of him finishing. She leaned up again and showered him with kisses, holding him tight against her as they both started to finally come down, bodies entangled.



They stared together at the mess on the floor, and Sebastian said, “Well… shit. Don’t want you to get ants.”



“I guess we’d better clean it up,” Clara agreed, but his head turned towards hers, and she gave him another tender kiss. “Want to talk about it?”



He let it out slowly, the message from his mom, the lack of communication from anyone else in his family other than a half-hearted message from one of his sisters. About how badly all his holidays had ever gone compared to this one, about wanting to hold onto the perfection of the day.



“It’s okay, Sebastian. It’s really okay.”



“With you, I can believe that,” he murmured.



* * *



Clara glanced up when he started fishing his underwear from his pile of clothes. “What are you doing?”



“Um. Getting dressed?”



“Oh, you think we’re done?” She gripped her dress, and lifted it up over her head. All she had on now was her shoes and her bra, and she quickly relieved herself of those. Sebastian gaped at her big, heavy breasts. Though he’d seen the one basically bared, all boobs were catnip for a young male, and he was definitely not immune. “We’re cleaning up, then it’s bedtime. Well… maybe we’ll finally snack first. My plate of food wasn’t dumped all over.”



He grinned, his previous distress about the dropped food gone entirely. “Yeah, yeah. Can I blame it on ninjas hiding around your place?”



“Probably had this whole thing planned,” Clara said, nodding. “Get a chance to see your fine butt naked.”



“And your jaw-dropping sexy body.”



“Oh, you think I’m sexy?” Clara asked. She cupped her breasts and presented them to him. “I don’t know.”



“Jeeeeezus, we need to clean or I’m not going to stop fucking you for a week.” He blanched, and said quickly, “Uh. Can I say…?”



Clara laughed softly and let her breasts fall again. “Considering what we just did, honey, you can say whatever you want.” She thought about that, and added, “But I like to be treated like a lady, okay? I don’t want to be called a bitch or anything in bed.”



“I wouldn’t,” he said. “But good to know.”



“One other thing. You’re not going back to stay at your dorm this weekend. You’re staying with me. And that’s final.”



He stepped over and kissed her. “Okay.”



“Good. Because we’re not leaving my bed for days.”



In retrospect, it was amazing how close they came to that goal. Apart from the obvious needs of the body, neither of them stepped out of the bedroom much that weekend. Clara called up some friends she was meeting with and told them she came down with a bug. Seated on the edge of her bed as she knelt between his legs and sucked his cock back to life, Sebastian emailed his family and told them happy Thanksgiving and that he was going to be hanging with friends on a boat that weekend and not likely go get service. When he tossed the phone aside and returned his attention to the beautiful brunette smiling around his dick, Sebastian thought about asking if this was a pity thing, but the answer was clear. Of course it was. Why else would Clara have invited him here? Why else would she sleep with him? But the dark thoughts weren’t going to ruin the moment for him. With Clara, he’d take what he could get for however long they had together.



His cock roared its approval in her absolutely magic mouth, and he murmured, “Come here.”



Her mouth slid off him and she kissed his underside, those beautiful doe eyes holding him in a trance. Then she was springing up and onto his lap in one smooth motion, giggling as he fell backwards in surprise. “Stay just like that,” she murmured to him, and guided herself a few inches forward and down. Down onto his waiting cock. The warmth of her was damn near holy. Amanda had been warm too, but not like this, not so comforting, not so needing. His cock and her pussy moved together like old friends, and despite her request, he had to sit back up to kiss her, because that day, Sebastian never wanted to be far from Clara’s lips. She kissed him back, laughing softly into his mouth, and he both wondered why and knew on some level.



She began to roll her hips, her breasts pressed to his chest, and her lips chased his and his chased hers. She couldn’t stop her hands at one place for too long – something he’d find out was almost always true of Clara when they made love – and when he found the rhythm she liked, her fingernails scraped his back. He didn’t mind. Marks of pride. Her marks.



She came with her lips in a quiet “o,” her whole body quivering on top of him but not slowing down. He lifted her and twisted so he could gently guide her down to the bed. Sebastian slid back into her with one neat plunge, and wasn’t that just right? A plunge. He was falling, wonderfully falling, and she was there too, hands together in the dark, both falling, falling, falling.



Then they fell for real.



He was pushing so hard he was scooting Clara across the bed. Neither of them noticed the angle until they were tumbling off the bed, him landing on his elbow on his side, her on her butt. Maybe there would be some bruises later, but she was laughing so hard he couldn’t help but join in, their arms entwined, and she was kissing him again, leaning over onto her side too so they were facing each other. He lifted her thigh and slid back into her, rolling her onto her back again there on the carpet, and he stared into his professor’s beautiful, blazing soul and he told her the words in his heart, the only words he could put voice to at that moment.



“Thank you.”



* * *



Theirs was a gentle rise and swell of lovemaking. After their fourth time that first day, he could do nothing more, and rested in bed with his professor as they fed each other small bites of food, finally getting around to their leftovers.



In the morning, she woke him with a hand on his cock and guided him to the bathroom, where they slipped into the tub together, her butt to her student, his cock nestled in the cleft of her ass. They still hadn’t actually said much to one another, and that continued as she rubbed a soapy loofah all over her body before turning around and slowly jerking Sebastian to a quiet climax as she kissed him over and over again.



Then it was back to bed again for a long, lazy nap together. This time, he woke first, and made love to her with his tongue for the first time. It was not something Amanda liked him to do, but his teacher was kind and patient, and with her help, soon he brought her to a gasping climax. He enjoyed it so much he kept going, throwing her legs over his shoulders and bringing Clara there again until she begged him to please fuck her. And he did, taking her from behind, taking the time to appreciate her every noise, from her moans to the soft squelch of their bodies together.



Sebastian never wanted to forget that sound, no matter where he went in life.



That night, she cooked for him, the first time they’d eaten all day, and she sat on his lap as they ate together, feeding one another by candlelight. He talked to her, stories about his parents and what the dinner the day before meant to him, and she cried until he was guiding her to the dining room table. She sat on the edge, her legs spread wide as he slipped into her again, one of his hands at her back, the other clasped tight with one of hers.



Back in bed the next day, perhaps feeling the clock upon them, she nestled into him and they watched movies and listened to music and fucked, joyously and with an exuberance only matched by their cries of pleasure. That night, holding her when she drifted off into sleep, Sebastien whispered, “I don’t ever want to leave.”



She heard, and slipped into darkness.



* * *



Reality had to kick in sometime. He went back to his dorm and brought back his homework for the vacation, doing it in bed while Dr. Adams teased him by playing with herself. She wouldn’t let him touch her until he’d finished his work and she triple-checked it – and that wasn’t just for her class, either.



“No more moping,” she told him. “You’ve felt it. You move on from it. You grow and you do better than they ever did.”



“Yes ma’am,” Sebastian said, guiding himself into her pussy.



“And you work ha… aaard,” she said, whimpering with the pleasure of him finally back in her where he belonged. “You keep your grades up and anytime you want to, you can swing by my place.”



“Yes ma’am,” he repeated himself, grinning. “But don’t give me an open invitation like that. You’ll never get me off your doorstep.”



There was humor to his words, but it didn’t escape her notice how his eyes shifted elsewhere. She cupped his cheeks in her hands as he thrust in and out of her slowly. “Sebastien.”



“Hm?”



“Anytime.” She bit her lip, and tried to convey the seriousness in her. “But I need you focused on your future too. Okay?”



“Yes. Of course, Clara.”



“Good,” she breathed. “Now, you’ve never come on my boobs. Why? Aren’t they nice?”



He laughed helplessly and leaned down to kiss them. “Very nice. We’ll have to fix that.”



They did.



* * *



The morning they needed to head back to school, they made breakfast together, him in boxers and a tee shirt, her wearing only her apron. Pancakes and bacon were forgotten about as he made love to her one last time, Clara with her hands on the counter, Sebastian behind her, arms wrapped around her waist as he came and came and came deep inside her trembling cunt. It was their best bout of sex yet. Somehow, with him, it always was.



Later, when they’d both showered and dressed, it was time for him to go back to Hudwell for his first class. They clung together on the front porch, neither of them trying to hide the emotions coursing through them.



“I can’t thank you enough,” he said when they finally broke apart. “See you at school… Dr. Adams?”



She nodded, trying to smile even as tears starting to slip down her face. His car was still parked out near the sidewalk, and she watched him shuffle towards it, casting looks over his shoulder now and then.



“Turn around,” she wished so inaudibly only she could hear.



His keys jingled, and Sebastian stopped with his hand on the hood. His throat worked, and then he was rushing back to her, and she was racing down to meet him for one more kiss,



“I know…” He kissed her again, his words coming hot and frantic. “…we shouldn’t date…” More kissing, and her hands circled his ass, pulling him tighter to her. “…while I’m your student…” She chased his lips, wishing, hoping. “…but Clara, that’s only a few weeks.” She nodded frantically, grinning like the love-struck maniac she was. “So what are you doing for Christmas break?”
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“Thanks, but I’m not really interested.”



Nadine uncrossed and crossed her long, athletic legs. “You haven’t even heard what the charity is for.” Her words were pleasant, musical. There was a hint of humor to her, as though she knew she’d already won him to her cause.



Rich folded his hands together. “I’ll make a contribution. And I’d be happy to be a designated driver, if anyone needs it. But I don’t feel comfortable with being, uh….”



“Bought?” She smiled and looked pointedly at her own skin. “I get it. But we’re not auctioning off people. We’re auctioning off a date. And you wouldn’t be some kind of sex slave either. I know you’re not as, ah, open with the students as some of us choose to be and I respect that.”



He frowned. “So I wouldn’t be an… an escort?”



“No. Just a date. Or not even that. Maybe someone decides you’re going to help out cleaning their house for a couple hours. Or they want someone to, I don’t know, go to the beach with them. Drive them around. Whatever you two decide. But no one, and I mean no one, has to do anything they don’t agree to.”



He unclasped his hands and leaned back, sighing. “Who’s the charity for?”



“Twila Lopez.”



“Ah, damn it, Nadine,” he groaned, not because he disliked Twila, but because he did. Twila, a sweet fifty something, ran one of the state’s most successful group foster homes. She was a firecracker of energy and spirit, and the kids from her home loved her. She and her wards made constant appearances at the college’s extracurricular activities, whooping on the scrimmaging kids, watching plays, or dancing along in the stands with the cheer team’s routines.



Nadine uncrossed her legs again and leaned forward, losing the glint of humor in her eyes. “If you tell me no again, I’ll leave you be, and no one else will bug you about it. But you’re one of the favorite male professors here, and not just at the school. The community loves you. You’re one of their own, and they will show up to support you.”



She was probably right, but Rich doubted he’d raise more than a few bucks for the charity. Just over forty, he didn’t think of himself as handsome as some of the other guys around campus. Still… volunteering for the “hire a teacher” part of the charity event meant he got a free prime rib dinner, so even if he fell on his face financially for sweet Twila, he’d at least get a good meal out of the thing.



He frowned at her. “Two questions.”



“Yessss!” she said, and did a happy dance in his chair.



Rich chuckled. “Do I need to rent a tux, and when is the thing?”



* * *



The fundraiser took place at an Italian-style villa right off the coast, and almost immediately, Rich felt out of place just walking up the driveway to the front gate. He hadn’t expected the turnout to be this wild, and ended up parking several blocks away. The whole place was lit in festive Christmas lighting. He particularly liked the swirling holographic images playing out along the stone wall surrounding the villa. Very cool. The gaudy ginormous Santa Claus peeping over the top of the fence though? That he could have definitely done without.



Two men in suits greeted guests at the front gate, and he stepped into line, fidgeting with his black suit jacket. It turned out he didn’t need a tux, but Nadine asked that everyone show up in their best, and for him, that was a suit he’d bought for his mother’s second wedding a couple years back.



He didn’t recognize anyone waiting to get in, and occupied his time mostly with fantasies of racing out of there and heading back to his apartment for a night with a book while he rode his elliptical.  Keeping in shape and reading were his two favorite hobbies, and he loved nothing more than a simple night in doing exactly those two things. His ex-wife hated that. She’d have gone dancing and drinking at the bars every night if she could, and in the last year of their marriage, that was pretty much what she did.



“You’re so boring,” Janae would tell him. “You never want to do anything.”



That wasn’t true. Not at all. Rich just loved quieter things. He loved the theater, both at the school where he’d watch plays and the old movie place twenty miles north of Hudwell where marathons of all sorts played at least once a week. He liked long, lazy walks, and sprawling out on the beach with a book. He liked to people watch in coffee shops, again usually with a book. But Janae saw all that as dull and stupid, and finally they parted ways, his heart crushed even if he knew it was for the best. Once, Janae felt like his partner, his friend. In the end, it felt like he was poisoning her and he didn’t know why or what had changed.



Thoughts for another time.



When it was his turn to enter the villa, one of the young men gave him a bland smile, checked his invitation, and said, “Oh, hey, sorry, if we knew you were one of the professors up for grabs tonight, you could have cut in line.”



“Oh that’s all right,” Rich said. He was handed a pendant on a thin black rope and told to put it on. Everyone who was doing the charity date auction would be wearing one of those so people could get to know them better before the bidding started.



The function largely spilled out of three separate buildings. To the left, people were coming in and out with drinks and music thumped inside, so it was pretty easy to tell what that was about. A sign in front of the centermost building said, “Silent Auction/Professor Charity,” which he supposed was his building. The third had its doors flung open wide, and inside, he could see people seated around tables, talking and laughing. Another bar had been set up in that area as well. Must be where they served dinner.



Nadine worked her way through a stream of people and found Rich trying to decide between the dining area or the auction section. She was wearing a classy strappy yellow dress, and her hair was twisted into some new complex braided updo. She gave him a warm hug, and told him they’d need him in the auction house in an hour. With plenty of time, he decided to find a bite to eat and maybe a drink to steady his nerves.



What was he even doing here? Rich knew a few of the other guys that would be going up there. Banks, the assistant football coach, had so many muscles Rich wondered how he could wipe his own butt. Cesar had a smoldering badass look to him that left him hugely popular among the female students. Rich was just… Rich. No way anyone was going to bid on him.



He headed into the dining building and ran smack dab into a group of female teachers he knew from Hudwell. Kara Stone was there with her boyfriend, the security guard… Troy? Trey? Rich shook hands with them, and echoed their “merry Christmas” just as cheerfully right back to them. One of them, Melanie, didn’t let Rich get further than her hand could reach as they talked, and he finally had to excuse himself, feeling awkward and more and more like a piece of meat.



Dinner was going to be served in another ten minutes, so he headed for one of the donation bars, intent on getting a drink and dropping off the check he’d written previous to the event. Twila, the event’s beneficiary, stood with a half-dozen of her wards in suits and dresses near the appetizers, surrounded by a flock of the city’s affluent. The kids were destroying the dessert table, and Rich grinned watching them.



“Looks like fun, doesn’t it?”



The voice was soft, but rich, and it was one he’d heard hundreds of times in the last few years. Subconsciously he straightened. There weren’t supposed to be any students at this thing, and of all of them to show up, it was her, the single most gorgeous, fascinating student he’d yet to come across.



Ashley Trignetti.



He dry-swallowed and turned. “Ms. Trignetti,” he said, hoping as he always had when speaking to her, that his voice wasn’t wavering or giving away a hint of his roaring desire for her. Perhaps alone among his peers, Rich didn’t believe in sleeping with the students. He wasn’t a prude and didn’t mind the others doing it, but that wasn’t a line he was willing to cross.



Ashley Trignetti tested his willpower. Oh God, did she test him.



Her long, strawberry blonde hair cascaded in front of one shoulder like a vertical sunset. He imagined himself reaching out to run his fingers through its silky, soft waves, and his hand damn near acted on its own accord. Her lips had barely been touched by lipstick, leaving the emphasis on her sky-blue eyes. Normally she didn’t look so sultry, but tonight her eyes spoke of elegance and just a hint of darkness, and it all made his heart race to crush her to him.



She toyed with a lock of her hair, drawing Rich’s eyes further down to the gorgeous gown putting her height and her curves on display. The dress was low cut, but lace tastefully covered the upper slopes of her big breasts. Again, he found himself wanting to reach out and touch the subtle rings of fabric around her waist, like black spider silk draped in endless loops around her curvy hips and bottom.



“Hey, Dr. Legley,” she said.



Her body and oval face belonged on an oil painting hanging on someone’s wall, but her smile belonged in the Louvre. It transformed her gorgeous good looks into something mysterious, as though if you were the one to take her hand, she could guide you to a thousand different wonderful worlds.



Rich could not help smiling back. It was foregone, as it always was when Ashley smiled at him.



“I didn’t think students were allowed into the fundraiser,” he said.



Her eyes crinkled and if he suddenly found himself melting into a puddle, Rich wouldn’t have been surprised in the slightest. “So good to see you too, Professor.”



“It is. Um. Good to see you.”



She nodded at the bar, where an opening finally presented itself. “Buy you a drink?”



The response came to him automatically. It was one of the few rules drilled into all the professors at Hudwell. “I’m sorry, but professors can’t drink with the students.”



Ashley looked up at him. Considering how tall she was, that wasn’t difficult for her. There was only about two inches difference between them. “Good thing I’m not your student anymore.”



He could have slapped his forehead. If Rich wasn’t so distracted, he would have remembered Ashley was set to graduate. The college was still young, but she’d transferred with loads of credits and had finished that semester. “Oh, I can’t believe I forgot.”



“So is that a yes?”



“Sure. I’d enjoy that.”



She laughed softly, and they started for the bar. Despite the opening, it still took nearly five minutes to get served, and they turned to each other to make conversation.



“Congratulations, by the way,” Rich said. This was not the sort of gathering where a lot of obnoxious drunks made loudmouth conversation, at least not yet. The night was still early and the alcohol cheap, so maybe that would change as the evening went on.



“Thank you very much. I’m still shocked I made it.”



“Never doubted you,” Rich said. “Did you ever get anything less than an A?”



Ashley’s cheeks dimpled with her smile. “B plus in a biology class back in Phoenix. Thought I might go pre-med for a while. Turns out I’m not great with memorizing body parts.”



“Medical world’s loss,” he said, “but the editing world’s gain. I’ve got to imagine you have job offers lined up.”



She grinned. “A few,” she said coyly.



“Don’t keep me in suspense, Ms. Trignetti. Where are you thinking about working?”



The smile slipped somewhat, and Ashley said, “I’m weighing my options. For the short term, I have a half dozen independent clients lined up. They’re definitely paying the bills so I’m not in any rush to make up my mind.”



The bartender came by, interrupting that line of conversation and giving him a momentary reprieve to collect his wits. She ordered a gin fizz, and him a rum old-fashioned.



When the bartender walked away again, Ashley gave him a secret little smile. “You ready to be rented out for a date?”



He groaned. “Oh no. The students know?”



“Everyone knows, Dr. Legley.”



Rich wanted to tell her to call him by his first name – the honorific had always made him uncomfortable – but he thought they should maintain a professional relationship even if they were drinking together and she had graduated.



“I wish I’d never agreed,” Rich said.



“Why?”



“I’ve never much liked the spotlight. And those other guys, they’re all way more qualified for this sort of thing than I am.”



“That’s not true,” Ashley protested. “That is absolutely not true. You’re kind, intelligent, you’re sweet to everyone, and funny. And you had practically every girl who came through your doors out biking hoping to catch you on the trails. Whoever wound up with you would be one of the luckiest women in the world. Even if it’s just for an evening.”



He glanced at her, surprised, but at that moment, their drinks arrived and he shoved her words to the back of his brain, thinking she was just boosting his ego. The bartender nodded towards a sign about the drinks being free with a donation, and Rich dug out his check from his wallet while she plucked a pair of twenties from her slim purse. The bartender gave them another nod, and disappeared down the line.



After they clinked glasses and had a sip, Ashley said, “Come on, let’s find a table.”



“You don’t have a date?” Rich asked.



“No.” She glanced over at him. “You?”



“No.”



Two locals recognized Rich and waved him over. He gestured to the table, and Ashley nodded, following behind him. Rich shook hands with the wife and husband duo, and introduced Ashley.



“Pam, Tim, this is Ashley Trignetti. A… friend.” The last word almost came out like a question mark, and Ashley let loose with a dazzling smile that made both men straighten their backs.



“He sounds so happy about it, doesn’t he? A… friend,” Ashley said. She shook hands. “Very pleased to meet you.” Tim and Pam both offered helloes, their eyes twinkling at Rich’s obvious discomfort.



Rich said, “Pam and Tim both work for the bank over on 3
 rd
 .”



“Oh oh oh!” Ashley said, grinning. “I know that one. You folks always do the big barbeque at Halloween.”



“That’s right,” Pam said.



“I have to admit because I feel guilty about it, but I’ve crashed it a couple times even if I’m not a customer.”



Tim chuckled. “That’s why we throw it. Flies to the trap. Free hot dogs and burgers gets them every time.”



They chatted, and a server came by to see if everyone had ordered the prime rib, halibut, or the zucchini ravioli. All of them had ordered the prime rib, and they settled into a loose, flowing conversation.



Tim asked, “So Rich, where you been keeping yourself? Still teaching here in town?”



Rich nodded. “Plugging away.”



“We haven’t seen your parents around much lately,” Pam said.



Rich grinned. “They finally picked up and hit the road.”



“The RV?” Tim asked. He slapped his hands against the tabletop when Rich nodded. “Boy, good for them. They’ve been talking about that for years.”



They had. What Rich didn’t tell them was that the RV was a gift from him. It was used, but still in great shape with low miles. Since he didn’t spend much on himself, it was a gift he could afford with a loan. Living with Janae had been a blessing in one regard. He learned fast to scrimp and put away what he could, lest she spend it all on rounds of drinks for her friends and the bars at large. With what he had saved after the divorce and what he was making at Hudwell, Rich managed to surprise his parents that year during their anniversary. Much as he hated seeing his mom cry, her tears that day had never made him feel prouder of his accomplishments, even if Hudwell had a certain reputation.



“I didn’t know you were a local,” Ashley told Rich.



“His family’s practically been here since the beginning of time,” Pam said. “What are you, hon, fifth generation?”



“Eighth? Something like that,” Rich said.



“Oh wow,” Ashley said. “Deep roots.”



“Where are you from, sweetheart?” Pam asked.



“Santa Fe originally, then I did a few years of college in Phoenix before transferring here.”



Eyeing Rich, Tim said, “Oh. You’re a student?”



“I was,” Ashley said. “Don’t worry. He hasn’t sullied my good reputation.”



She lifted her cocktail, and turned to glance at Rich, a gleam in her eye as she took a sip. Her lips moved after she swallowed, and only later did he understand the word she mouthed.



“Yet.”



* * *



Despite several offers from Rich and the others at their table to get her a fresh cocktail, Ashley kept herself to just the one drink, explaining quietly she had a low tolerance and didn’t want to make a fool of herself. Rich could relate. More than about three drinks and he’d be singing dorky hits from his own college years. Their conversation was pleasant, but Ashley seemed distracted now, and he figured that was it, his allotted time as her temporary companion was over. He excused himself to save her the awkward part of the conversation where she offered up a reason why she needed to mingle. Besides, he really should go brush his teeth and make sure there weren’t any food stains on his suit or anything.



Rich parted with Ashley, sure that would be the last he ever saw her in person, save maybe for alumni functions if she decided to come back and visit. The whole world was in front of her and he assumed his role to her was done. It was surprisingly sad, and he hugged her tight, trying to keep it as brief and professional as possible.



When he finished with his personal business, Rich headed into the auction building and made his way through cloisters of people keeping an eye on their bids for the silent auction. At the front of an enormous ballroom was a portable stage. Nadine was there guiding traffic, and pointed him towards a back room with the other guys up for a charity date.



The half he knew personally from the college and town talked to him, but there was a sense of one-upsmanship there, of peacocking Rich didn’t like. All these guys seemed to be on edge and wanting a fight, and that wasn’t him. He was there to hopefully raise a few bucks for charity and maybe cheer up whatever poor old lady wound up bidding on him. He didn’t want to compete with anyone about how much money they would raise.



Banks and Cesar joined him, both of them looking like they’d just come from the pages of a fitness magazine. Much looser than anyone else, they were easier to talk to, but as the conversation steered towards football and the rowing team, Nadine poked her head in and said they’d be getting started momentarily.



The fundraiser’s beneficiary took the stage outside the room and delivered a tearjerker of a speech thanking everyone involved. Her kids jumped up on stage to tell her thank you next, and that got to Rich. He had to clear his throat several times, and a few of the other guys sneered at him. Rich shrugged, and murmured, “Come on. That was sweet.”



One of the men’s names was called out by Nadine, who was running the bidding, and he stepped out of the room, already raising his arms like he was a prizefighter. There was a raucous cheer from the crowd, and soon individuals started calling out amounts. Ten dollars. Fifteen. Twenty. It shot up to a hundred, fast, and slowed to a trickle to over two hundred. Jeez. That seemed like a lot of money to Rich, and he was impressed.



The next guy netted fifty more than that, and Cesar after him nearly four hundred dollars. They hadn’t been told who would go on last, but as the number of guys dwindled, the bidding kept going up. Inwardly Rich groaned. Great. He’d be humiliated out there. Why had he agreed to this nonsense? The final three were Banks, himself, and a tall, suave Irishman named Noah. Rich thought he might puke when Banks was called first among the three. Oh no. Had Rich pissed off Nadine somehow? Was this revenge?



Banks gave him a commiserating smile, and Rich clapped his back. “You’re going to make a fortune out there.”



“Shit, isn’t going to be anything compared to you two,” Banks said, and ambled out while Rich gaped at his back.



Was everyone losing their goddamn minds?



The bidding for Banks started at five hundred. Five. Hundred. And someone immediately leapt on it, followed by a sharp call for five fifty. And up it went, with Banks strutting around on stage, doing up a mockery of poses to catcalls and wolf whistles among the women in the crowd. His bidding topped out at nine hundred fifty dollars, and he hopped off the stage to kiss his bidder with a wet smack on the cheek.



Nadine called out, “And second to last for the evening, ladies, it’s Dr. Rich Legley!”



Noah squeezed Rich’s shoulder in a grip so powerful it threatened to cut off the feeling to his hand. “Luck,” the other man said, winking.



“Yeah, you too,” Rich said. “Christ. I’m going to be an embarrassment.”



“Get out here, Rich!” Nadine hollered. “Don’t be shy now.”



He cleared his throat and stepped out of the room to a wall of applause and whistles. Rich gave a shy wave and gaped at everyone in the audience. There were dozens of the city’s most influential sitting out there along with friends of the school from the region. And there, near the back, was Ashley, clapping as hard as anyone else. She gave him a thumbs-up, and his spine managed to harden just the tiniest bit.



“Dr. Legley is one of Hudwell’s finest catches! A hometown boy through and through, Rich moved back here when the college opened to be closer to his family and he’s been a perennial favorite of all our students and staff ever since. So how’s about we start the bidding again at five hundred dollars, huh?”



Silence.



Utter silence.



Rich expected that. Oh well.



“Seven hundred!” someone near the front shouted.



What?



“Eight hundred!”



What… the… hell?



“Eight fifty!”



“Nine!”



These weren’t just two people shouting out opposing numbers. Every bid was from someone new. Even Pam threw out a number, drawing a theatrical groan from her husband. She winked up at Rich, and utterly astonished as to what the hell was going on, Rich gave her a tentative smile back.



Then a voice, a single voice, cut through all the rest and silenced every last one of them. “Fifteen hundred.”



It became so quiet they could hear the clinking of the plates and glasses from the banquet next door. Everyone at the auction turned to look.



At Ashley Trignetti.



“Ashley, no,” Rich breathed.



Even Nadine looked astonished. “Wow. Woooow. Fifteen hundred dollars is on the table. I think that’s our new record. Do we have any other bidders? Going once… twice… sold to the stunning Ms. Trignetti.”



The room erupted. Rich ignored the applause and the cheers and the stamping feet and raced off the stage. Ashley waited for him near the back, smiling serenely, and once he’d pushed past a dozen well-wishers and women patting him on the back and butt, they walked away outside the house together. One of the event organizers rushed them, and had Ashley fill out some paperwork. She wrote them a check on the spot, and Rich tried to grab at it.



“Don’t you dare,” she said, tearing the check off and handing it over to the organizer. “I’ve been hoping this was the way it would fall out ever since I heard you would be up there.”



“What?” he asked.



“Come on. Walk me to my car.”



* * *



The shock of the moment still hadn’t subsided and they said little until they were both sitting in the front seats of her car. Ashley turned to him, her hands curled on the steering wheel. Before she could speak, Rich said quietly, “That kind of money right after you’ve graduated, that’s… that’s not… you shouldn’t…”



Ashley drew in a deep breath and let it out. “Don’t think to tell me what I can and can’t do with my money. I made a whole hell of a lot these last few years editing books for independent writers. What I spent tonight was a planned expense. Not that it’s any of your business.”



“I’m sorry.”



“It’s all right.” She turned the key and the air conditioning blew gently across them. “If it’s not wildly obvious from the bid, I’ve had feelings for you for a while now. Ever since my friend Molly broke down crying during your test and you paused it to give her a hug. You knew how hard she’d worked and studied and you made it okay. Thought you were cute up until then, but after that, well…” Ashley smiled and squeezed his hand. “I wanted you and I tried so hard to get you to see that. But you didn’t reciprocate and I thought it was me. Then I heard you didn’t sleep with any of the students. Ever. And I don’t expect you to now. That wasn’t the point. I paid fifteen hundred dollars to… to get you to notice me. Even if it’s just for a few hours so I can pretend I have a chance with you.”



“Ashley…” Rich said.



This time it was his hand that found hers, and she stared down at it before looking back up into his eyes, searching them. “You didn’t call me Ms. Trignetti. That’s a good sign.”



Something in him broke. His resolve to never get emotionally intimate with a student was a wall one minute and left in ruins the next. Rich cleared his throat, and they studied each other. “So,” he finally said. “Our date. What day works well for you, and is there anything specific you have in mind?”



“How’s about the day before New Year’s Eve? Everyone goes out the night after, so it shouldn’t be too crowded, and we could sort of fake ringing in the New Year together. As for the date, I had this idea you’d surprise me. Sort of a bit old-fashioned, but… I guess I thought that would make it more memorable.”



Rich smiled. “I like that.”



They agreed he would pick her up at her place, and exchanged numbers and addresses. When he got out of the car, Ashley stared after him. “Hey, Dr. Legley?”



“I think you can call me Rich now,” he said, wondering what the hell he was doing.



“All right. Rich, then. I know I put you in a hard spot. And I know your rule about students and I respect it. If this isn’t something you want, I’d understand.”



Rich drummed his fingers on the roof of the car, thinking how to respond. “I’m… conflicted. This is genuinely a first for me, even entertaining this idea. But you’re a gorgeous, intriguing woman. And like you said, Ashley, you’re no longer one of my students. I think an evening together will be a fun time, and at the very least, a nice send-off for one of the best individuals I’ve come to know over the years.”



Her smile melted him all over again. “That’s all I was hoping for.”



* * *



The preparations required some thought. Even though the date wasn’t quite on New Year’s Eve, a lot of the best places in Hudwell were booked for the evening, and he had to get creative. That meant relying on his rusty cooking skills, a frightening prospect since he’d made nothing more complex than a grilled chicken breast since his divorce.



Finding the right recipe was key. The romantic dinners he used to rely on with Janae were right out so he spent a lot of time browsing his old cookbooks. There was something to actual physical copies of books he loved, and that included his recipe collections. Though he only very rarely used them, he kept close to thirty of them around. A prosciutto-wrapped chicken breast stuffed with cherries sounded romantic. The shopping list the recipe necessitated was huge, and complicated even further by his need to pick up ten times what the book called for. Every night until the date, he wanted to make the recipe until he knew he had it down to a science. Ashley deserved an amazing meal from him, and he’d make sure she got it.



His first two attempts were awful. The first was inedible, cooked too dark on the outside and too pink in the middle. The second was burned and he got the proportions of the spices all wrong. The third night was Christmas Day, and as he prepared the chicken, he got an unexpected text.



Merry Christmas, Rich. So looking forward to our date, friends or something more.



It was perfectly written. Of course it was. Ashley was – or had been – an English major, and specialized in editing and formatting. His own text back was clumsier, telling her likewise, and that he hoped Santa was bringing her all the happiness she wanted.



He did. : )



All that was really left was a couple other arrangements, but these were slightly trickier, and he wasn’t sure one of them would pan out without calling in a favor from his parents. Rich decided to give them a call on a long bike ride. Ostensibly he took it to clear his mind, but he knew he was really trying to shed a pound or two in time for the date. Couldn’t hurt.



As Rich rested in a park in the outskirts of Hudwell, his twelve-speed sitting next to him, he called his dad. His parents were still as energetic as their twenties, and his dad answered with a cheerful, “Yelllllo!”



Rich cracked up despite himself. “Hey Dad, how’s Oregon?”



“Oh, we moved on. Got an invite from a couple of RVers to go to Olympia for New Year’s. There’s a bunch of campers, they do a party every year. What are you up to?”



“Ah, planning for a date, actually. Hoping I could get your help calling in a favor with Mrs. Finch.”



“Oh, that’s great! Baby, Rich is dating someone!”



There was a quick conversation off the phone between his parents, and his mom came on. “Of course we’ll call. Charlene will be glad to have you, I’m sure. Who’s the woman? Do we know her?”



Rich drew in a deep breath. “No. And, well, maybe you’d better put Dad on speaker. I don’t think you’re going to be proud of this one and I don’t want to have to explain it twice.”



“Rich? What’s wrong?” she asked. The timbre of the call changed, and he knew he was on speaker. Slowly he filled them in about his young former student and her play to get him to go on a date. He expected anger and disappointment. Instead, he got a chuckle out of his dad and a long, pleased sigh out of his mom. “Oh, that’s so adorable.”



“Wait. She was a student, Mom.”



“She’s twenty-two, sweetheart. That’s plenty old enough for her to know what she’s getting into.”



“You’re not mad?”



“No!” both of them rang out. Then his dad added, “Besides, we hear things about that college. Kinda thought you’d be sleeping with some fine young co-eds before now anyways.”



“Wait, what?”



But they were already signing off, telling him they loved him and they’d take care of things with Charlene Finch. He hung up, feeling dazed, and stared into the distant waters, marveling at how strange his life was about to become.



Nadine came by the night before the date. She had a belated Christmas present for him, one she meant to give him at the party as a thank-you for participating in the craziness. It was an ugly set of Christmas mugs, and he immediately put them to use making hot cocoa for both of them. Just then, the timer went off on his latest batch of chicken, and he sat Nadine down to taste test it.



“I think I added too much vinegar,” he said as she lifted a forkful to her mouth.



Her eyes widened when she took a bite. “No.”



“No, it won’t work? Damn it. I could always do steaks-”



“No, you didn’t add too much vinegar, you dope.” She pushed the plate towards him. “Try that. You tell me that’s not the best thing you’ve ever cooked, and I’ll propose to you myself.”



Rich took a bite and finally allowed himself to taste it without his usual self-criticism. It really was fantastic, rich and savory and sweet in the middle. They split what was left, and she finally rose up to go.



“By the way,” she said with her hand on the front doorknob. “Want to know how much Noah brought in?”



“I can only imagine. Two thousand?”



“Try seven hundred. You beat out everyone else by a mile. Would have even without Ashley.” She winked at his shocked expression. “Have fun tomorrow.”



* * *



“Holy. Crap,” Rich breathed when he saw her come out her apartment building’s front doors.



The white dress stopped halfway down to her knees, showing off Ashley’s long legs, glowing from a nice soft tan. It was simply adorned, with a thin line zig zagging on the hips but otherwise kept the focus on her. And for that, Rich would have thanked the designer a thousand times over.



Her breasts bounced every time she set her foot down on a new step, and he realized a bra underneath it must have been damn near impossible to pull off. The shoulder straps were thin and barely managed the support she needed to hide away her boobs. She glided to him as he finally had enough presence of mind to greet her. Without thinking about it, Rich gripped her shoulders and gave her a kiss on the cheek.



“Holy… Ashley, you’re stunning,” Rich breathed. “I can’t… I don’t have words.”



She laughed softly. “Speechless is good. I’ll take speechless.”



“Well, you’ve got it.”



He held the door open for her, and she stepped into the car primly, holding her dress in place until he shut the door after her and rushed around to his side. He was already growing hard and he hadn’t even gotten in the car yet.



When he did, Ashley was buckling herself in. “So… what’s the plan, good sir?”



“Ah, that’s a secret,” Rich said, grinning.



“Oooh, big fan of surprises.”



They drove half an hour outside of Hudwell. Out here, spacing between residences grew further and further apart, often nestled in among great swaths of orchards. They kept up a light, nervous stream of conversation, mostly stemming from Rich, who plied her with questions about her family and the books she was editing.



At one point, he sought out her hand and squeezed it, letting it go quickly. “Hey, Ashley, if this is freaking you out, I’ll gladly tell you where we’re going.”



“No,” she said softly. “I’m really enjoying this. Most guys by this point are touching my leg or trying to drop hints about road head or something. It’s so… nice. Being with a man.”



“I’m very glad to hear that. Uh. That it’s nice. Not the whole you getting hit on by scuzzy guys thing.”



She laughed unexpectedly, and seemed surprised by it. That seemed to do the trick, though, and Ashley was definitely more animated the last few miles.



“…always thought I’d love to have an apple orchard, you know? Or any kind of fruit, really. Just a few trees, not anything big,” she said.



“My parents have some at their house. I live in an apartment so it’s obviously not an option for me, but it’s nice to go over there and have a fresh orange.” He began to slow, looking for the right turnoff.



Ashley sat up straighter and gawked out the window. “Out here? Is this your parents’ place?”



“No. They live back in town. Well, they used to and they will again. They’re traveling around trying to visit all the national parks.”



“That’s really cool!” Ashley said. “Retirement goals, right?”



“Exactly. Oh, here we go.”



He pulled off onto a freshly paved side road leading to a gated entrance. An enormous stone archway overlooked it all. There was no name or indicator of who might live there. Rich pulled up to a security panel mounted on an obelisk near the gate and entered a PIN code.



A smoky voice on the other end cackled, “To enter here, questions three you must answer.”



“I brought the beer you asked for.”



“Lo!” the voice intoned. “The questions three may be skipped! Enter, and beeeeeware.”



There was a buzz, and the gate swung open. Ashley gaped at it and then back at the obelisk before turning forward again.



The Finch estate was dominated by a big L-shaped single-story house, still decorated for Christmas, though a pair of men in long khaki shorts and polos were taking down a set of reindeer from the rooftop as they drove up. A trio of mixed-breed dogs, none bigger than twenty or thirty pounds, rushed the car as they approached, yapping happily in a quest for snacks and treats that might fall out of the car. When Rich parked, he gestured at the center console.



“If you want them to leave you alone, just ignore them. But if you want them to be your best friends for life, there are some treats in a baggie in there.”



“Ohhhh,” Ashley said, and immediately opened up the console for the treats. Shit, but she was going to make not falling for her difficult.



From the backseat, he grabbed two six packs of beer, and watched, amused and the tiniest bit in love as Ashley knelt down next to the dogs and held the treats with her palm and the base of her thumb. It was a trick to get them to take it gently so they couldn’t nip at fingers, one only a dog lover would really know. She glanced up at him, grinning as the dogs happily rubbed up against her legs, looking as sweet as they possibly could.



“Oh Lord, take ‘em with you,” someone called from the front porch of the property. The woman who ambled towards them pushing a walker ahead of her had been treated hard by genetics and age, but there was still a twinkle to her one good eye and whole army of laugh lines on her face. “Bunch of wild beasts straight from the pits of hell, I tell you.”



The wild beasts straight from the pits of hell raced to Rich, and he leaned down to scratch their devil-spawn backs as they stretched luxuriously. “Hey, Mrs. Finch. Thanks again for agreeing to this.”



Ignoring him, Mrs. Finch stumped up to Ashley and took her in with a widening of her one remaining eye. The other was hidden behind a flesh colored eyepatch. She used to use a prosthetic, but that was no longer the case, apparently. “My good sweet gravy, you’re a gorgeous young thing. What are you doing with that troublemaking dried up piece of shoe leather?”



“So good to see you too,” he said, laughing.



Ashley smiled at their host. “I won a date with him, actually.”



“Faaaaaahhhh, he’s the one that won the date,” Mrs. Finch said.



“No argument from me whatsoever,” Rich said agreeably. He gestured at Mrs. Finch. “Ashley, this is Charlene Finch. Mrs. Finch, this is Ashley Trignetti, a former student and my lovely date for the evening.”



Ashley held out a hand. “Very nice to meet you, Mrs. F…” Then the name caught up to her. “Wait. No.”



Mrs. Finch smiled innocently. “No, what, my sweet?”



“
 The
 Charlene Finch?”



Rich grinned. “I thought you might like to have tea with the woman you called your top reason for wanting to study English in Hudwell.”



Ashley’s gaze ripped away from Mrs. Finch to him, and she whispered, “You remembered.”



He nodded. “What you said the other day, about wanting to be noticed by me. Ashley, I’ve always noticed you. I just… couldn’t act on it.”



She returned her attention to Mrs. Finch. “Excuse me, just one moment. This might get a little, uh, PG-13ish.”



“Ooooh,” Mrs. Finch said, adjusting her glasses over her good eye. “I’m hoping for R. Or better.”



Ashley laughed, and rushed Rich. She wrapped her arms around his neck and studied his eyes. “Can I kiss you?” she breathed.



“I hope so. Why? Do you have a lip fungus?”



She grinned, and pulled him in for the kiss that both of them had been waiting for all their life.



* * *



On the way back to town, Ashley stared at her hands. “Trembling,” she whispered. “I’m physically trembling.”



He glanced over. She really was. “She’s a great lady.”



“Oh my God, amazing. She’s friends with your parents?”



“My dad used to work for a boat dealership in town and sold her on a beach cruiser. She asked him to come out personally and help make sure it was unloaded without a problem. When they got it in the water, she convinced him to stick around and show her the ins and outs. Next thing you know, Dad’s driving back to town to pick up Mom, and they all go out on the water together. It was so late by the time they finished, Mom and Dad wound up crashing in a spare bedroom. Ever since then, they’ve been good friends.”



“That’s incredible.”



He laughed. “Yeah. I wasn’t sure if she would let me on the property. I invited her great-niece to a party way back in the day. Where she got, uh, kinda arrested.”



“Oh no!”



Rich shook his head. “Ah, we were dumb kids.”



Ashley unbuckled and leaned over to kiss his cheek. Keeping his eyes on the road became Herculean, but he managed, even as she whispered into his ear, “That was the best date ever. Thank you.”



As she settled back into her chair, Rich finally did glance at her. “Oh, did you have to get going back? I had an idea we’d do dinner.”



“Wait, there’s more?” Ashley asked. “Oh my God, yes. Whatever you have planned, yes yes yes.”



As they drove the rest of the way, Ashley gushed about her favorite parts of Charlene Finch’s innumerable novels. Rich had read quite a few of her books, especially her fascinating detective series set in the Florida real estate boom. But Ashley had read all of them, most several times, and she told him about a dozen books he wasn’t even aware of.



They were still talking about her horror-romances when they pulled up to his apartment building. “I hope this doesn’t come across as some play to get you in bed,” Rich said.



Ashley smirked at him. “Aw, it isn’t?” She laughed softly as she hopped out of the car, and she absolutely had to know he’d caught a flash of her very lacy panties when her hem pulled up.



“Holy hell,” Rich murmured before getting out too.



She helped him with the prep work, though he had most everything premeasured and there really wasn’t much to do. As he finished putting the prosciutto-wrapped chicken in the oven, she hopped up on the kitchen counter, her legs swinging freely as she watched him set the timer and wash his hands.



“Rich?” she asked very quietly.



“Hm?” he asked, reaching out for a dishrag to dry his hands. When he turned, he sucked in a breath.



Her dress was bunched up in her hand, her lacy thong doing nothing at all to hide the slick wet folds of her pussy. She stared at him with a thousand questions in her eyes, waiting for rejection.



“Twenty-eight minutes is an awful long time,” she said, her voice husky.



There was no attempt at holding back. Rich knew he wanted Ashley, all of her, and he moved to take her in his arms, lifting her off the counter so her legs wrapped around his waist as she kissed him. He walked like that, carrying her under her delicious bubble butt as he headed for the bedroom. His bedroom. With his twenty-two-year-old supermodel of a date.



How he didn’t explode in his pants right there, Rich didn’t know.



In the bedroom, he lowered her to his comforter, his hands still on her ass, squeezing, grinding his groin into hers as she gasped his name. Their lips were never meant for anyone else’s, and they met and met, brushes, sweet connections that ended all their fears and trepidations. But the clock was ticking, so Rich dropped down to his knees in a hurry, throwing her legs over his shoulders and spreading Ashley wide.



The panties were still on, but they took up about as much landscape as a breeze, and he only had to nudge them aside before his lips found her wet and waiting core. Ashley bucked up immediately onto her elbows to watch him, her eyes just this side of crazed.



She didn’t have to ask him anything, or give him any commands. He dove in without hesitation, his tongue slipping against her folds, finding her tiny nubbin, flicking it softly. She really liked when he rubbed around her clit with his thumb and licked its center, throwing her head back and stuttering out her pleasure.



“Oh-oh-oh, God, Rich, my p-pussy, my sweet pussy, it’s… oh… oh…”



Her ankles kicked his back as she thrust up against his tongue. Two fingers in her cunt were enough to trigger another wave of half-formed words, and as he began pumping them in and out, she fell backwards against the bed again so she could grip his hair and twirl it in her fingers.



His tongue danced, then focused, and danced again. In the back of his mind that timer was running, and soon he poured on the heat by curling his fingers inside her and finding her spot. It was difficult – hers was tiny compared to Janae, but given the way she was rolling her hips, Ashley definitely loved this. When she did buck against him, he knew he’d found it, and he stroked it repeatedly, followed by quick taps. The combination of his tongue and thumb on her clit and the fingers in her pussy sent her soaring.



Ashley cried out, “Rich! My pussy… my pussy’s co-coming, I’m coming, it’s oh God it’s…” She went silent and her arm flung over her eyes as she drew in a sharp, quaking breath. Her body trembled and her thighs tried to keep him in place, slapping against his cheeks as her feet locked behind his back. The orgasm rolled through her and a splash of warmth bathed the fingers inside her.



“Ohhhmmmm God,” Ashley whimpered. A few loose strands of blonde her had fallen across her face, and she brushed it aside with fingers that didn’t want to work quite right. Sweat trickled down her forehead, and he could only imagine it giving her collar and her breasts a nice sheen too. Something to aim for.



Rich pulled his fingers out of Ashley and stood up so he could lean over the gorgeous blonde and kiss her. Instead, she took his slick fingers, hesitated, then pulled them to her mouth and sucked them in. Her eyes widened just as much as his, and she gasped around them.



Then they were sliding out of her mouth and the two lovers kissed and kissed. She whispered, “I’ve never tasted myself before.”



“I thought you taste beautifully,” he said, drunk off her sex, the moment, and most of all, just her.



She laughed softly. “You can’t taste beautifully.”



“Sure. You can.”



Not long after, the timer buzzed. Ashley stayed in bed, still recovering, while Rich pulled the chicken, checked it, and decided it was done. He served it up on two plates along with a basic pasta salad, and put it all on a serving tray along with a bowl of fresh-cut fruit. He brought it in along with a gin fizz for her and a beer for himself.



They ate in bed together, the tray between them as they sat against the headboards. She stopped frequently to give him butterfly kisses. And despite his weeklong worrying, she loved the chicken.



“So glad to hear you say that,” Rich said, spearing another bite.



“Why is that?”



He laughed uncomfortably. “You’re going to think I’m crazy, but I must have cooked it eight or nine times this last week just to make sure I had it down to a science for you.”



She was silent for a long while as they finished what was on their plates. Then, very slowly, she stood and turned to him. Without a word, Ashley lifted her dress up and over her head, dumping it on the ground behind her. Next came the tray, which she put aside on a dresser. Rich stared at her as she neared the bed again, pulling off the pasties she used so her nipples didn’t show through the dress.



“Rich. You need to get very naked, very quickly. Because I’m going to make love to you right now.”



“Sure you don’t want to go miniature golfing? That was next, followed by ice-”



Ashley stopped just shy of the bed. “Miniature golf?” Then she shook her head. “No. No. Eye on the prize, Ash. Your professor in you first. Miniature golf tomorrow. Or next week. Or next year. Whenever you two get done making love.”



He undressed in a hurry, and at her request, rested on his back. She swung her leg over him, grinding along his length until he was slick with her need, and slowly, she reached under her and guided Rich into her pussy. That first time they went slow, achingly slow. Her hands rested on his chest, and he clasped them in his for the first few minutes while Ashley rolled her hips back and forth, back and forth, just getting used to him. When he began to gently push back up at her on the downstrokes, she whimpered softly and leaned down, her breasts tantalizingly close. He sucked one nipple into his mouth and she gripped his shoulders, pleading with him to keep going, keep sucking, keep making her feel so good. He switched to the other nipple, teasing it, loving her.



They kissed again, and again, and he squeezed her amazing ass. Her nails grazed his cheeks as she watched him from above, smiling that secretive, soft smile of hers.



Her second orgasm for the night built with more fanfare than the first, and he’d come to learn Ashley was like that. When she was turned on, he could get her off fast as lightning. But the second orgasm he always had to work for, and it was work he loved like no other. She rolled her hips harder against him, her hands running along her neck, the sides of her breasts, her cleavage, her tummy. She pulled her own hair, eyes closing, her ass driving down harder and harder but still maintaining an easygoing pace.



“You’re so beautiful, Ashley,” Rich breathed. “The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Your face, it’s so sexy right now, right on the cusp like this.”



“K-keep talking,” she whimpered, riding him harder, a hand behind her head.



“I want to spend all night making love to you. Then tomorrow, then every day after. As long as you’ll have me, Ashley.”



She ran her hand along the back of her neck, “Yessss,” she whispered. Her eyes fluttered open again and she focused down on him. “Yes, Rich, always, oh baby, I’m coming, I’m coming….”



She did, and this time it was short and sweet, her body trembling, her eyes frantically searching his. Rich held her tight and sat up, twisting with her until Ashley could fall back against the comforter, his cock still inside her.



“Sweetheart, I’m not going to last long,” he told her.



Her nails traced his chin. “I know,” she whispered. “Come on me. Wherever you like.”



Where Rich wanted was in her, filling her up, making her pregnant. The thought came out of left field and struck him hard. Ashley. Pregnant. A few kids together, a home somewhere together. Yeah. That was what he wanted.



But he knew they needed to talk about that first, and he rocked into her again, thinking about it, letting the idea become his fantasy. Her lips broke him out of his reverie, and she smiled up at him.



“I want you so much,” he whispered. “Christ, Ashley, I’m falling so hard for you.”



“Me too,” she whispered back.



His cock plunged harder and harder into her depths, her hands looped behind his neck. How long it took for him to come, he had no idea. All he knew was that one moment he was deep within her, feeling like this was eternity, and then he was surging back, gripping his cock when he was free stroking himself quickly to a gasping finish across Ashley’s belly.



Spent, he fell beside her, and they wrapped their arms around each other, foreheads close, their eyes locked as they both came down. Tears slipped down her cheeks, and she shuddered as she tried to hold them back.



Alarmed, he sat up. “Ashley? Honey? What’s wrong?”



“It has to end,” she whispered.



His heart breaking, Rich asked, “Us?”



She nodded, wiping away the tears and sitting up with her knees pressed to her chest. “Doesn’t it?” she asked him. “You didn’t want… and I made you, I pushed you…”



“Everything I said was true. As long as you’ll have me, I’m yours.” The words didn’t stifle her tears, and Rich pushed himself up and moved to her, pulling her close again. “Ashley.”



“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. You’re going to think I’m crazy and it’ll be over. I didn’t tell you why I stayed,” Ashley said. She gripped his hands, and stared him in the eyes, still crying. “I had a job lined up in Memphis. Then I heard about the Christmas party, and I…”



He sat up. “Ashley, tell me you didn’t.”



“I did,” she said. “I thought I’d see if… I couldn’t… I was so manipulative and I… I…”



The thought of what she had sacrificed burned through his mind, the enormity of it, all on an “if.” If Rich agreed to break his rule about not dating students. If it turned into something romantic. If her long-held feelings were reciprocated.



Ashley whispered, “Please, say something, I’m breaking so much here.”



Rich studied her, and took her cheeks in his hands. “Ashley. I love you.”



Her shuddering stopped. Her tears stopped. “I… you what?”



“Yes.”



She kissed him, her tears drying up. “Yes to what?”



“To us. To you.” He laughed helplessly. “My student.”









Epilogue – A New Semester



 



From the window of her classroom, Kara watched a pair of Hudwell’s latest lovely couples walk across campus together, talking, laughing, holding hands. The silly school experiment Samuel Morales, Cadence, and Kara started together with Barrett Carney’s financial backing was now a thriving community of wonderful people.



She grinned, and turned back to her class. The guys all watched her with jaws dropped and their hands on their dicks. Of course they were jerking off. Their reward for passing that week’s quizzes was getting to see her teach a full class naked. And good Lord, but these guys were hung. Six of them, just for her. And maybe some of her female friends around campus. After all, teaching these students was a group effort.



Inwardly, Kara hummed. It was already looking like another great semester at Hudwell.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.
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Twitter.com/IanSnowWriter
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