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Chapter 1


ETHAN

"Look at this. This is nice."

Lucia looked over at me and gave her eyebrows a wiggle. "Yeah? You like that?"

"You're hot. Like, really hot." I lifted my hand and spread my fingers. "But over here, it's cool. Why isn't this a normal thing?"

"Your car doesn't have dual climate control?"

We were on the road, and I was sitting in the passenger seat of Lucia's car. She and I were on the way to visit Grace and Kayla out at Albert Meadows University, where the two of them attended grad school. It wasn't too far out of town, but Lucia had volunteered to drive.

I shook my head. "I cheap out on cars. Now you've got me thinking I should change my mind."

"I like to treat myself to a nice trim level," Lucia said, rubbing her fingers on her car's leather steering wheel. "I'm frugal in other places. Like not buying a fifteen-dollar glass of wine at dinner."

"Hey," I protested. "It was good wine."

"Yeah, but it cost almost as much as your meal!" Lucia laughed. "But thank you for getting me a glass, too."

"I'm frugal with my cars, and silly with my ladies," I confirmed, wiggling my fingers in the cool air of the dashboard vent. "But I think it might be time for an upgrade in the former department."

"Maybe a minivan," Lucia suggested, a smile fighting with her deadpan. "So you can drive all four of us around easier."

"Definitely." I nodded. "A minivan with leather seats and dual climate control and a moonroof. And uh, spinners. Spinners on the rims."

"My god," Lucia said, shaking her head.

"When it's car shopping time, I'll bring you with me," I said, trying not to laugh. "You can show me what's good."

"Deal," Lucia said, throwing a glance at me. "But don't go copying my style."

"Oh, I doubt I could pull that off."

It wasn't a long drive to Meadows, and before long, Lucia was pulling off the main road and onto the connecting street that led to the campus. The road wrapped around the sprawling expanse of Meadows, feeding into narrower drives that led into the different parts of the campus.

"Um. Where are we going, again?" Lucia asked, slowing down. "This place is huge."

"The Rogers building..." I said slowly, reading through the group text and then looking up. "There's a sign right there, turn in here, I think."

Lucia turned deeper into the campus, and then we were driving on an inside track, looping and winding around the exterior of most of the buildings. It was slow going, but the signage was decent enough so that we didn't get totally lost.

We made our way to a visitor lot and parked. Getting out of the car, we could see the Rogers building, some ways off in the distance. The lot wasn't exactly close, but it was an academic building, so visitors didn't often have cause to go there. Except for us, where we'd be meeting up with Kayla as she got out of class.

I took Lucia's hand, and she gave me a kiss. The day was warm and sunny and beautiful, and the campus was gorgeous now that we were walking around it rather than driving. Once you got away from the road, the spaces between the buildings opened up into green grass and curving sidewalks that guided you gently to where you needed to go. I saw students relaxing beneath trees, leaning up against the bark and writing. A runner burst past us, headphones in, jaw set and determined as he blew through the campus.

The Rogers building was three stories, and Kayla had justifiably described it as the most boring building on campus. It was a big rectangle with a million windows, housing the bulk of the classrooms and lecture halls on the campus. It was all beige brick and glass, but the metal of the letters declaring it ROGERS ACADEMIC HALL looked sleek and new, brushed metal catching the sunlight.

I pulled the door open for us, and Lucia and I walked inside. We were on a short landing that reminded me somewhat of the entrance to Quill's and, and we came up the steps into a common area where a few students lounged around near a set of vending machines.

"I think if we go too much deeper, we'll get lost forever," Lucia said, casting her eye down the long hallway which led to more hallways. "I'll text her."

LUCIA: We're here in Rogers. But it's huge

GRACE: right on time! You all meet me at Cushings, that's where the cafe is

KAYLA: You're on the first floor? By the vending machines?

Yep. I might get a candy bar...


GRACE: don't you dare! I'm getting us lunch

KAYLA: Be down in two minutes!



True to her word, Kayla emerged from a deeper corner in the hallway almost exactly two minutes later. Even from a hundred feet away, I could see her face brighten up as she saw us. She was dressed in a short, breezy dark purple skirt, and a white blouse with very short sleeves that left most of her arms bare. With a textbook and three notebooks tucked under one arm, she hurried toward us.

She hugged Lucia and then me, adding a kiss to mine before we parted.

"Welcome to my home," Kayla said, throwing an arm back. "Seriously, it feels like I live here. I don't know how it worked out like this, but ninety percent of my classes are in this building. Usually it's mostly undergrad classes in here, but not this year. I see this place in my dreams."

"Does that mean you don't want to give us a tour?" I asked her.

Kayla shook her head, then straightened her glasses. "I've only got like forty-five minutes! Let's go get with Grace. We'll have more time after I finish my next class."

We followed her lead, leaving the building the same way we had come in and getting back outside. Kayla steered us to the right, leading us along the sidewalk that cut through the grass.

"How's the crazy intern and student life going?" I asked her. Kayla had started her internship a couple weeks ago, now, and she had been pretty stressed.

"I'm starting to get the hang of it," Kayla said, rolling her shoulders. "How's Quill's End?"

"Austin's doing as well as he can," I told her. "And the new woman, Cheyenne, the customers really like her. Between us, I think Scott might be taking a shine to her."

Scott had been a manager at Quill's End for a long time, since well before I'd taken over ownership. I'd hired Cheyenne, an older woman in her 50s, mostly to help with the bakery and coffee shop. Scott was around the same age, and the two of them seemed to be getting along famously.

"Really?" Kayla asked.

"I've seen it myself," Lucia said. "Maybe Scott gets his own bookshop harem forming, hm?"

I laughed. "Maybe we had ought to trademark the name."

Kayla walked quickly, but we kept up with her pace, following her familiar path through the campus. The building that housed the cafeteria was much less plain than the previous academic building, a single story structure with a handsome, black metal pergola adorning the long walkway entrance.

Grace was there, right at the doors, waiting for us. Her long, blonde hair was bouncy, and a beaming smile lit up her face and her green eyes. She hugged a book up against her chest, which was not quite enough to hide the impressive size of her breasts.

She was bouncing on her feet by the time we reached her, and she threw her arms around us all, somehow forming a group hug while her book was held up between her chest and mine, squeezing us all together.

"Yay! I love seeing you guys here." Grace extricated herself from the hug without letting the book fall. "I'm so excited! This is going to be fun."

"Lunch?" Kayla question, smirking at her.

"No, the concert, you doofus!" Grace rolled her eyes. "If lunch here is ever exciting, that's a bad thing. Probably means something got loose in the kitchen. Come on!"

Grace pulled the door open, and we followed her inside, through a small vestibule and then off to the right, where the student café sat in a wide expanse behind three sets of double doors spaced along a hundred feet of wall. Walking through one of those doors, I was met with the vast cafeteria, and I had to say, I was impressed.

The girls might poke fun at it, but it was actually a gorgeous room. The far wall was all windows, looking out onto the campus. Tables were all throughout, filling the huge space, and about half of them were crammed with students. The atmosphere was animated, enough people talking so that you could hear everything and understand nothing.

Grace brought us over to the grill. "Get whatever you want," she told us. "I have a billion meal credits that I never use and they just keep piling up. So we're gonna have to do this more often."

The food was ready fast, and while it wasn't five-star cuisine, you couldn't beat free. My burger was hot, and the cheese was melted, and that was good enough for me. We all sat down at an empty table.

"So tell me about these guys," Lucia said to Grace and Kayla while we ate. "They're just putting on this concert for free?"

Kayla nodded. "Isn't it cool? Tyler and Sam are alumni, and they first started playing music here when they went to school. So they've made it kind of big now, and they wanted to do something nice for the alma mater to kick off their tour."

"They graduated, like, right before Kayla and I started here," Grace said. "It would've been really cool to be in a class with them."

This was why the four of us had chosen today to hang out at the university. Tyler and Sam—their actual names as well as the stage name of their band—were a folk duo, and Albert Meadows University was particularly proud of the fact that they'd had the pair of them as students before they'd started getting radio time and record deals. So the campus concert came into being, and it was such an event that many professors suspended classes for the afternoon so that everybody could attend. Which gave Grace and Kayla the perfect opportunity to have some time off, and for Lucia and I to come up here to join them.

I munched on some potato chips and watched the girls talk energetically about the band's music. I didn't know the band very well, but I had listened to some stuff in advance of today, and it was fine. I didn't love it, I didn't hate it, But it was something that could grow on me. That hardly mattered, though, because I wouldn't care who was on stage as long as it meant I got to spend the afternoon with these three.

"Argh." Kayla finished off a huge bite of her salad. "I'm out of time. How did this go so quickly?"

"It's because we're such good company," Lucia said, tipping Kayla a wink.

"My class starts ten minutes after yours," Grace sighed, "so I guess I'm in the same boat. But that's it! One more class, and then we're free for the concert."

"I can't wait," I said, smiling. "Okay, so, you two do your class thing, and Lucia and I will head back to the car and get the blankets, and we'll meet you, um..."

"At the Baker quad," Kayla told me. "It's on the other side of Rogers from where you went in, you just keep going until—well, you'll see the stage."

"Got it." I tapped my temple. "Steel trap."

Kayla shook her head, then straightened her glasses and stood up with her tray. "Fuck. I seriously have to run. I'll see you all later!"

And then she was off, dumping her tray into the trash and doing a quick walk out of the cafeteria.

"She must be running herself ragged," Lucia said, looking after her. "But she looks really good in that skirt."

"Oh my god, right?" Grace patted her hand on her textbook. "I keep telling her she should wear them more."

"Tell her I also vote for that," I said.


Chapter 2


Grace hung around for a few more minutes before she had to run as well, and she gave us both a kiss outside the cafeteria doors before she was off down the hall, holding her book with one hand and waving with the other as she turned.

"I guess it's time for a leisurely stroll," I said to Lucia. "Helps aid with digestion."

"Try not to be so sexy." Lucia poked me in the side, forcing an alarmingly shrill giggle out of me, and we got moving.

"I wonder if there's somewhere closer we can park, so that we don't have to carry the blankets however far," I mused. The concert was outside, in the perfect weather. But it was just going to be a sound stage open on all sides, for the students to cluster around as they pleased. So Lucia and I had brought a few blankets that we'd be able to spread out on the grass and all sit on for the show.

"Let's check," Lucia said. "I don't mind driving around a bit."

When we got to her car, we climbed in and pulled out of the lot, driving slowly around the campus and nearing the concert venue. Lucia cast a glance over at me, and then she took a turn to the right. It was a dirt road, running away from the main campus.

"I think this is like, for the grounds maintenance," I said.

"Yeah, that's what I figured," Lucia said, driving us slowly down the path. "Nobody's parked over here."

I could hear it in her voice, the quickening of her breath. The way she kept looking over at me.

"You're up to something," I said to her.

"Me?" she said innocently.

"I don't see anyone else driving me down the back road," I said with a grin. "Over here by a bunch of maintenance sheds. Where nobody can see us."

"It's a great place to murder you, I completely agree." Lucia pulled around one of the large metal sheds. We were around the back of it, with a big, sheet metal wall to our left, and a field stretching a half mile to the distant highway on our right. Looking around, we were for sure isolated. There were no work vehicles parked here; I imagined the crew got their work done early morning, with fewer students about.

I was already getting hard. I didn't know if Lucia had always been like this, or if stumbling in on Kayla, Grace, and me in the Quill's End break room had influenced her in some way, but she was most definitely...adventurous.

Maybe the other girls had rubbed off on her. They had certainly rubbed off on me.

I leaned over the center, putting a hand on her stomach and sliding it up to her breasts.

"You're not concerned about your leather seats?" I murmured.

"I don't plan on letting anything get away from me," she said back, getting her hand onto my crotch and rubbing me through my pants. "Hard already. What if I'd been taking you back here to kill you?"

"Fear boner," I whispered. "Would have been hard either way."

Lucia laughed, then she cut herself off by kissing me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I pulled on it with my lips, slipping my hand up inside her T-shirt to rub and squeeze at her tits. I yanked up her shirt, getting it up over her boobs but not taking it off. The rumpled red fabric sat above the linen white of her bra, the lacy cups stark and white against the olive skin of her breasts. I snuck my fingers in and found her nipple, pinching it.

She let out a breathy moan, and her fast fingers unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out through my fly. Her accusation stood firm—I was hard as hell, as her stroking fingers could quickly attest. I grunted as she squeezed my pole, putting pressure on the head of my cock, bringing her hand down firmly to push the fabric of my zipper away and exposing more of me.

"Mm," she moaned, feeling my precum on her fingers and rubbing it onto me. "Just a quickie, Ethan...I need it. We have a little time, right?"

"We do," I said, "depending on how quick you want to be."

"Let me see." She pushed my hand away from her chest, then she bent herself down across the car, finding my cock with her lips and taking me inside her mouth. She sucked hard on me right from the beginning, making my breath stick in my chest.

I put a hand on her back, rubbing down her spine while her dark hair fell over my lap and her fingers curled into my thigh. She took me into her mouth deeply, the wet warmth making my eyes roll back in my head. I glanced around again, looking out the car windows, but we were alone while the campus milled about just a couple hundred feet from us.

Lucia's breasts, in her bra, brushed against my leg as she bobbed on me, and I brought my hand up to her head to feel her hair, moaning as her tongue slid up and down the side of my dick.

Tepid air hit my cock as Lucia pulled off and straightened, tossing her hair back.

"I think that should do it," she said, her breath measured and even but her eyes alive and excited. "Put the seat back a little. I'm coming over."

"Then you'd better be fast with those pants," I said, my cock throbbing, aching to be inside of her one way or the other. I reached down to fiddle with the controls of the unfamiliar seat, and by the time I was pushing the right button, Lucia had her pants and panties coming off, working them down her legs and leaving them in the footwell of the driver seat.

"Time's up," she said, and with her shirt still rolled up over her tits, Lucia climbed over the seat, straddling me with her knees against the leather. I had my legs together tight to give her more room, my cock angrily hard and sticking straight up.

Lucia bent over me, her hair tickling my face and neck. I kissed her, parting her lips with my tongue, and she found my dick with her pussy. She rubbed across me, her wetness sliding along my tip. Both of us moaned into each other as she adjusted, gliding friction making us tingle, and then I was right up against her entrance and she was sitting down on me, taking me inside.

"Mmf!" I cried into her mouth. She felt so good—I hadn't realized how urgent my need had become, how incredibly satisfying it was to push myself up inside her while she sank down on me. She could only spread her legs so wide while kneeling on top of me in the car, so I went the rest of the way for us, thrusting up into her while I put a hand on her naked ass and gave it a smack.

"Ah! Yeah, Ethan!" Lucia shoved her breasts into my face, and I buried myself into the soft fabric of her bra and the swell of her tits as I thrust up into her from below. I hooked my arm beneath her ass, lifting her up so that I could get an angle to go in deeper. She was soaking wet and took me to the hilt each thrust with ease.

So much for keeping a lookout on my end, though; my whole world was sandwiched between Lucia's tits and pounding up into her pussy. If she had any concerns about getting caught, she'd have to be the one keeping her eyes open.

She lowered herself onto me as I pumped up into her, as much as she could in this position. We were rocking the car, I could feel it. I bounced into the seat, driving up into her while I gripped two handfuls of her ass. I pounded myself into her, the lust overtaking me as the pleasure built behind my balls, my cock swelling inside her.

With a deep thrust into her tunnel, I let out a choked gasp of pleasure into her breasts and I let go. My cock pumped and throbbed within her, emptying my balls in surging waves of pleasure that clamped my eyes shut and forced low moans out of my throat. At the end, I relaxed, melting back into the seat.

Lucia breathed hard, and she made a satisfied noise as I slumped down.

"Stay inside me," she said. "I'm reaching over the back of the seat."

I moved up again, staying with her, and felt her hand digging around in the seat pocket. She came back with a clutch of napkins and she slid herself off of me. Her hand swept the napkins up my cock, then to herself, taking care of anything that might get onto the leather.

"Smooth," I said, chuckling.

"Mostly." Lucia flicked her eyes down. "Little bit of me on your jeans. But that should dry off before the concert." She looked around, peering out the car windows. "And look, we got away with it."

"Like I said..." I moved up, kissing her, my fingers in her hair. "Smooth."


Chapter 3


After one more long kiss, Lucia was back in her seat with her pants on and shirt down, and we left our clandestine little hideaway in the search for parking. The hunt paid off not long after, as we came across a sign stuck in the grass near another lot further down.

CONCERT PARKING - FREE

"Bingo," I said, and we pulled in and parked. The lot was mid-sized, probably with enough spots for a hundred cars or so, and maybe half of them were filled. I doubted that the college expected, or even wanted, outside attendance for this concert. They were probably just providing space so that the commuters wouldn't have to walk a mile to get to quad.

Well, expected or not, we were here, and we were ready. I went around to the back, and Lucia popped open the trunk. We had brought three blankets, a huge one for us all to sit on, and a couple extras if anyone wanted to throw one over their shoulders or if we needed some extra room. They were rolled up tightly and stuffed into a big reusable shopping bag. I grabbed it by the handles and hefted it out of the trunk.

"Are these weighted blankets?" I joked, pulling the bag up against my chest.

"Make sure the bag doesn't break," Lucia said with a grin. "I do all my shopping with that."

"I'll do my best," I assured her. I closed the trunk and went back around to the front of the car.

The time had passed surprisingly quickly—well, maybe not all that surprisingly, considering what we had gotten up to—and the group text had begun buzzing with confirmation from Grace and Kayla that they were on their way.

So we left the car behind, and I lugged along the blankets as we stepped up onto the sidewalk and headed toward the front of the quad to meet up with the girls. I looked to the right, where the stage was set up toward the center of the sprawling quad. It wasn't a massive production, since the band had just two members and it wasn't like they needed a pyrotechnics show, but it looked compact and nice. The equipment setup was mostly done, a pair of technicians bustling around the stage, shifting things and checking wires. The duo themselves were up there, doing sound check and talking with some of the students and faculty who had gotten there early. We were a few hundred feet away from the stage, but we could hear the strumming and plucking of their guitars as they made sure everything was in order.

"Sounds good so far," Lucia said, perky.

We paused by the corner of a building, and I set the bag of blankets down on a bench.

"I could take the bag, you know," Lucia offered.

I patted the top of the blankets. "You've done plenty."

"Believe it or not, I also like sex," she said. "Maybe you did me a favor."

"Yeahhh," I said, considering, tilting my head back-and-forth. "I'm gonna go ahead and keep carrying the bag."

Lucia rolled her eyes, but she giggled. "Win-win for me, then."

There they were, rounding a corner around another building that had somebody's last name on it. I felt like you'd have to attend this school for four years just to get to know all the structures.

"Hey!" Grace shouted, reaching us a few steps ahead of Kayla. She grabbed Lucia's hands and interlocked their fingers, buzzing with energy. "You got the blankets."

"As promised," I said, pulling Kayla into a kiss.

"Ethan banged me in the car, so he has to carry them," Lucia informed them. "We worked out a whole deal. Apparently."

"In the car?" Kayla sounded impressed. "Not easy to pull off in a sedan."

"Sure it is," I said. "Just have to put the seat back."

"But you're so tall, Lucia!" Grace put her hands on Lucia's shoulders, then ran them down her arms. The Latina stood something like four inches taller than the petite little Grace. "Did you bump your head?"

Lucia smiled warmly. "Ethan took good care of me."

"Of course," Kayla said, squeezing my hand. "He can do it anywhere. The car, the break room couch, the bathroom at the museum..."

"Remind me to add that to my résumé," I said, smirking. "Okay, college girls. What's gonna be the best spot?"

I hefted the bag up from the bench and we got to stepping, veering off the sidewalk into the grass. Kayla patted the tops of the blankets while walking beside me.

"Lucia has good taste in blankets," she said. "The throws are very soft."

"They must have a hell of a thread count, because they weigh a ton." And then I curled the bag, flexing my bicep just because.

Kayla squeezed my muscle. "Car sex sounds pretty fun. You think you might want to make a habit of that?"

I raised an eyebrow at her. "I could certainly add it to my rapidly-growing list of risqué behaviors. I think the real challenge is finding a spot where you won't get caught. Lucia took us back behind the maintenance shed."

"Did you check for cameras?" Kayla licked her teeth.

"Uh...nope."

She laughed at the look on my face. "Relax! I'm sure they don't have cameras out there protecting the fertilizer and grass seed and whatnot. But if you and I ever get the chance, I'll keep my eyes peeled for us, right?"

"Glad to have you on my team," I said, bopping the side of her leg with the heavy bag.

The concert area was filling up, and students were trailing in from the semicircle of directions where the stage faced the campus. There was music playing, filling the air, but it was just a track. The musicians were still getting ready, or just killing time noodling on their guitars.

Grace declared a particular spot of grass the winner, and I dropped the bag down, stretching my arm. We were something under a hundred feet from the stage, not too close, and not too far away.

"I don't want to be clustered in with all the super fans," Grace said.

"This is perfect." I pulled the big picnic blanket out of the bag, and the girls backed away as I flung it open into the air. "Everybody grab a corner!"

We spread out the blanket, and I dumped the other two rolled ones onto our setting. Then we tumbled down onto it. I let out a big breath, wiggling into position among the bookshop harem. I felt like I'd been walking nonstop for hours, even with that little 'break' with Lucia. It felt good to stretch out, and I dropped my head back onto the blanket, putting my arms in the air and spreading my fingers.

"This is the life," I said, looking up at the sky.

Kayla's face appeared in my vision, her bangs dangling over her glasses. "You're gonna have a tough time seeing the stage like that."

"It's music," I said, closing my eyes. "I see it with my ears."

"Very Mozart of you," Kayla commented.

The concert notwithstanding, I remained lying down, sublimely comfortable. The music tracks from the stage kept playing, and more and more people found spots on the grass. There was plenty of room, so we didn't get crowded, though the empty spaces nearby us did start to collect people.

When the musicians took their mics, though, I did set up, getting a look at the stage. Most people were sitting down here in the back, and the ones toward the front were standing, but I could see over them just fine. I wasn't the best at guessing crowd sizes, but there were probably three- or four hundred people here, quite the crowd.

"Thank you all for coming to the show!" One of the singers said—I didn't know who was Tyler and who was Sam.

"This is a lot bigger turnout than we used to have here," the other one said, which got a big laugh from the crowd. "And I can't think of a better way to start our first tour!"

The crowd cheered, and the four of us joined in, getting swept up in the energy.

"This first song goes out to whoever is stuck manning the front desk at the Albert dorm, building two! Somebody take a video for 'em!"

And then the real music started, the live music, much louder than the tracks had been, almost drowning out the jubilant yells of the crowd.

Even back here, it was loud, too loud to talk over. And that was fine, because it sounded good and we were all into it. I had gotten to my feet with the girls when Tyler and Sam had brought the energy up, and we stood through the first song. Grace was singing along, though I couldn't hear her. It looked like she knew every word.

After the first song, we all relaxed down onto the blanket again, legs pressing up against each other, shoulders finding shoulders and hands finding hands and sides. I propped up on my elbows, looking at the stage, and so did Grace, while Kayla and Lucia lay next to each other, smiles on their faces.

The clouds in the blue sky moved, the wind pushing them to the west, and the music flowed over everyone. Earlier, when I had said that this was the life, I had meant it, and it felt truer with each passing moment. My hand found Grace's, the fingers of my left intertwining with her right, and I kissed her where she lay beside me, feeling warmth in my chest. I took in her smile, and I turned my head to see Kayla and Lucia, catching Kayla's eye and giving her a kiss, too, then whispering loudly in her ear, "Kiss Lucia for me." And she did, while Lucia reached across Kayla's stomach and grabbed my hand.

The music had been going on for about an hour, an hour which felt very fast. I wouldn't even have known if I hadn't pulled my phone out of my pocket by reflex, noting the time after rolling my eyes at the buzz of an email. I really had to turn that notification off.

Grace nudged me while I was looking at the stage. Tyler and Sam were finishing up a song, the sound fading out and applause and cheers filling the gap.

"Kayla," Grace mouthed, nodding her head over my body.

I turned my head over to Kayla. In the gap between songs, I was able to hear her.

"Now is a good time for the real tour!" she said. "While the campus isn't so crowded!"

I furrowed my brow. "You don't want to stay for the rest of the concert?"

Kayla shook her head. "There's other stuff we want to show you!"

Lucia was nodding her head on the other side of Kayla. I turned back to Grace, and she was in agreement, as well.

"This was fun," Grace said, loud enough to hear, "but there's more to do!"


Chapter 4


Whatever deals might've been made, I didn't end up carrying all the blankets back to the car by myself. We split the load between us, Kayla ending up with the empty blanket bag, and we stowed everything into the car.

The concert went on in the distance, loud but far away.

"One of the dorm buildings here is actually really cool," Kayla said.

"Yeah! Albert number three." Grace pointed, presumably in the direction of it. "It has this really cool interior water feature. It's the newest one, so I guess they went all out."

"Let's see this thing," I said.

It wasn't too far of a walk, and we got there about five minutes later, the sounds of the concert more distant but ongoing. The campus was noticeably quieter with the bulk of the people attending the show.

"Look how it's shaped," Lucia marveled as we approached the building. "It's like some fancy hotel."

"Right?" Kayla shook her head. "Makes me want to dorm even though I'm only fifteen minutes away."

The building was impressive, three stories of glass and metal in a semicircle shape, with the center entrance bulging out and the arms of the building sweeping backward. We navigated the tree-lined walkway and went inside.

The water feature was right there in the foyer.

"Jesus," I said. "What is this, Caesar's Palace?"

"Decadent," Lucia mused.

"It's not real marble," Grace said. "But it looks really good."

The faux marble fountain was white and had gold veins crisscrossing through it. Twenty feet wide, water poured from the stacked bowls in the center, giving ambient noise to the lobby.

"Come with me," Kayla said. She led us to the side, holding what I figured was her student ID up to a card reader, which unlocked a door that let us into the hallways of rooms.

"This carpet is so soft," Kayla sighed. "And look at all this glass."

Practically the whole wall was windows, filling the hallway with sunlight.

"The stairs are right down here," Kayla said, waving us along.

"We're going up?" I asked.

Just to the second floor, Kayla said. She opened the door to the stairwell and up we went, Kayla taking us to the right once we emerged into the upper hall.

This one was very much like the first floor, so I wasn't sure what she was showing us. Was there another fountain up here?

One student walked by us as we came through, giving us a passing glance and then looking back at his phone. Kayla turned the corner at the end of the hall.

"So this friend of mine here, Jenna," Kayla said. "She has a dorm, but she moved into an apartment like a month ago with her dorm-mate, so she doesn't need the room anymore. It's on scholarship, so it's not like she's paying for it."

Kayla stopped outside one of the doors. "I've crashed here a few times if I needed a nap during a crazy day, or something. So I thought..."

"A tour," I said, watching Kayla squirm slightly where she stood. "Of the room."

"The bed is particularly nice," Kayla told us.

"I could go for a good bed," Grace purred.

"Sounds more comfortable than a car." Lucy bit her lip, then laughed when Grace smacked her on the butt.

"This is the door?" I said, brushing forward and pushing it open. "Oh, yeah. Best room of all time."

The girls slipped in behind me, stifling some giggles. I may have been playing the room up a little bit. It was bigger than I had expected, with a small living area splitting the two bedrooms apart, with doors to each on either side. What looked like the entrance to the kitchen was in the back. Not too bad. I guess they sprung for it in the newest, nicest building.

"Wow. I thought the scholarship students would get crappier rooms." I turned toward the girls.

"Some do," Kayla said, "but the real smart cookies get the good stuff."

"And now we get to enjoy it," Grace pointed out. "That must count for something."

Lucia moved over to Kayla, putting a hand on her arm. "Yeah. You're our smart cookie."

Grace closed the door, dragging her fingers across my stomach as she walked by me. "You two and all that car talk. You really got me going. And look at Kayla! You can see it in her face."

Kayla stuck her tongue between her teeth. "Is it that obvious?"

"I know your little horny dance, babe." Grace tittered. "Jenna would kill you if she knew we had sex in her room."

"Then we'll have to keep it a secret," Kayla said, walking us into to the bedroom on the right. It was cleaned out, austere, with a crisply-made bed.

"If you think you two are riled up, you can't imagine how I'm feeling." Lucia slid her hands up Kayla's arms. "I need to get under that cute little skirt, Kay. So why don't you bend over and put your hands on the bed?"

Kayla grinned. "I thought you'd like it," she said, and then she turned, looking over her shoulder at us once before bending down and planting her hands on the covers, making her back flat and sticking her ass out for Lucia. The purple skirt draped over her rear, reaching halfway down her thighs.

Lucia fell to her knees on the carpet and put her hands on Kayla's ass, squeezing her through the skirt. She tossed her head back, getting her hair out of her face. Fucking hell, did that look hot. I was getting hard after just two seconds of watching them.

"Not a lot of room to stand around in here," Grace said, grabbing my arm. "Why don't you grab a seat next to Kayla?"

Not waiting for a response, Grace gave me a shove in the side, pushing me forward and turning me. I gave in to it and took two steps over to the bed, dropping down next to Kayla. I looked down at her, putting my hand on top of hers, and then up at Grace, who loomed over me like a sex goddess, in defiance of the fact that she normally stood six inches shorter than me.

"Lose the pants," she told me, her hands on her hips.

"It's much easier with a skirt," Lucia said. She slid her hands up the backs of Kayla's legs, lifting up the purple article and revealing the powder-blue panties beneath.

"That's what I was hoping," Kayla said. She gripped my hand as Lucia trailed two fingers up the crotch of her panties, lightly teasing her lips through the soft cotton. "Ah..."

Grace cleared her throat. "Pants."

"Oops." I pulled my hand from Kayla's and worked my pants off, dropping them down to my ankles while I sat in the bed. Grace got down right next to Lucia, on her knees, but scooted up further to get to me. Her knees pinned my pants to the ground, making them pull on my ankles. She rested her hands on my thighs and glued her eyes to my hard length.

"I think you're just as horny as us three, Ethan," Grace said, sliding a hand along my shaft. "Didn't you just fuck Lucia?"

"I give you all the credit," I said. "You all are the ones corrupting me so thoroughly."

Grace gave a cheeky smile, then she bent low and took me into her mouth. I leaned back on my hands as she engulfed me and her hair brushed across my thighs, finding Kayla's hand again. The brunette met my eyes, her lips parted as Lucia slid her underwear down her legs. Then she squeezed my hand. Lucia got her head beneath Kayla's skirt, letting the purple garment cover her as she started to eat Kayla's pussy from behind.

My cock nudged into Grace's throat. She took me deeper with each pass down my length, and she dug her nails into my legs, scratching down my thighs before bringing her hand down to cup my balls. She scooped her fingers between my nuts and the bed, fondling me and going so deep on my pole that it was like she was trying to kiss the back of her wrist.

Our moans mixed and match as Lucia and Grace went down on the two of us. With me in her mouth, Grace brought her other hand down to her own crotch, popping the button on her jeans. I heard the zipper slide down as she shoved her hand down her pants and started rubbing herself. Her tongue flicked around the head of my cock, making me groan. My dick jumped in her lips, bouncing from bottom to top before she clamped back down on it and shoved me into her throat.

"Jesus," I said through gritted teeth, my cock throbbing, and Grace gave a pleased hum in response as she rubbed at her clit.

Kayla had dropped her head low, her legs going wobbly as Lucia dug into her. I could see the skirt moving atop Lucia's head, her knees spread wide to get her low and in the perfect position. She devoured Kayla, digging her nose into the folds of her pussy while she went down to suck and lick at her clit, then coming back up to drive her long tongue deep into Kayla's tunnel. Kayla put her face into the bed, moaning into the blanket. Lucia went high then, sliding her tongue up past her pussy to start rimming her, bringing her hands up underneath the skirt to squeeze and pull at Kayla's cheeks.

Grace went wild on both me and herself. She had shoved her pants down further, shifting her hips so she could easily slide her fingers into her wet lips and rub furiously at her clit. Her hair stuck to her cheeks where they were wet with her spit, her eyes closed, her lips humming across me with her sounds of pleasure. I still held Kayla's hand, but I brought the other up to Grace, settling it on her head, pushing my fingers into her hair.

"I'm...ah...Lucia, right there!" Kayla squealed, shoving her ass back into Lucia's face. Lucia pushed two fingers inside of Kayla's pussy while she sucked on her clit. Kayla was trembling.

Grace slowed down on me, wiggling out of her pants down below. But she couldn't quite pull it off. Frustrated, she popped my cock out of her mouth with an "Ah!" and stood, yanking down her pants. Her underwear, white with pink polka dots, didn't go down with them. The crotch was soaked; she pulled them down with a grunt, biting at her lip. I saw that wildness in her eyes, the burning need that took over Grace at a certain point. And we were well past that point.

Grace climbed onto the bed, hands shoving my shoulders back, making room for herself.

"Grace," I said, panting, my cock still dripping with her spit. "You need my cock in you, don't you?"

"God fucking yes I do." Grace dug her fingers into my shoulders and straddled me, her breasts pushing into my face before she got on her knees properly. Then she shoved them in my face again, my nose rubbing into her shirt she lifted herself over me and found my cock with her slick lips. "Hey! Help me out here!"

I had been teasing her a little, moving around beneath her. If I hadn't fucked Lucia just a few hours ago, I probably would've needed it just as bad as her. But I listened, and I held her tight and still with one arm while I nestled against her entrance and then thrust myself up inside her.

"Fuck! Yes!" Grace screamed, bowing her head into my shoulder. I didn't let her ride me, though. I thrust myself up into her, holding her up above my crotch while I pumped my hips from the bed. She made a tight, muffled sound against my ear as the pleasure locked her up inside.

Kayla was on the opposite end, loud and lost in the pleasure, telling Lucia to keep going, to suck on her clit harder. Lucia wiggled her fingers inside Kayla's pussy, her lips and her tongue working overtime on her clit. Kayla still had my hand in her grip, and she clamped down on me like a vice when she came, spreading my fingers open. She buried her face in the bedspread, her glasses going askew, and she screamed. The thick blanket absorbed most of the sound, but I swore I felt it shake the bed as Kayla's orgasm swept through her, Lucia not letting up a single inch on her between her fingers and the suction of her mouth. Kayla locked her knees to stay upright, putting her weight on the bed, her quivering ass in Lucia's face until the Latina pulled her head out of Kayla's skirt, a glistening smile on her features.

Kayla collapsed down, sliding back on the bed until her knees hit the floor. Lucia hugged her from behind, wrapping her arms around Kayla's chest.

"Give me a second," Kayla panted, reaching back to touch Lucia's leg. "And then put your pussy right where my face is."


Chapter 5


I slammed up into Grace, wetness squelching between us. She made high and tiny panting sounds in my ear, her ass bouncing against my legs. She squeezed her arm down between us and got on her clit again, and her arm bumped against my stomach as she rubbed herself.

"Oh, Ethan," she moaned into my ear. "Don't stop...don't slow down."

Kayla had released my hand, so I grabbed Grace with both arms and held her tight against me while I thrust up into her over and over. I deeply enjoyed the sounds she made, a new one brushing against my ear every time I bottomed out.

Beside me, Lucia came up onto the bed, doing as Kayla wished and planting her pussy right in front of Kayla's face. Her shoulder bumped up against me, and Lucia stroked down my back and then back up to Grace's hair.

Kayla instantly grabbed Lucia around her thighs and pulled her in toward herself, burying her face in Lucia's lips and drinking her down. Lucia tossed her head back, her dark hair flying in an arc as she grinded her pussy up against Kayla's eager mouth.

Pinned against me, mashing her clit while I fucked her, Grace sucked in a gasp of air and came, burying her face against my neck. She slammed herself down onto my cock, meeting my thrusts, her fingers savage and strong, and her body shook against me while her lips opened and sucked on my neck, her sounds tingling into my skin and sending goosebumps down my body.

I could have kept going and finished inside of her, but there was another girl who I hadn't been in today, and I wanted to rectify that.

I let Grace recover against me for a moment, whispering in her ear. She nodded against me, then I helped her slide up and off of me. She let out a small sigh as I left her, my cock shiny with her juices and my lap damp with the same. Grace and I swapped places, the big-breasted blonde falling back onto the bed, while I stood and pulled my feet free of my bunched pants.

I went around behind Kayla, to where she knelt on the floor while eating Lucia's pussy up on the bed. I bent down over her, sliding my hands along her sides.

"Get back up," I said to her, my voice turning into a low growl thanks to the surging need these women had built inside me. "I'm going to fuck you while you make Lucia cum."

I grabbed Kayla around her hips and pulled her up, and she shuffled her feet forward to get her ass in the air for me. I hovered back carefully so as not to smear my wet dick across her nice skirt, grabbing it with a clean hand and throwing it over her back to get it out of my way. At the sight of her perfect ass, my cock screamed at me to bury myself inside her. Kayla's underwear were still around her ankles.

Taking her by the hips again, I met Lucia's eyes over Kayla's back. Lucia was breathing hard, her lips parted, watching me raptly and waiting for me to slide into Kayla. Keeping eye contact with Lucia, I used one hand to help my dick search out Kayla's hole, then I pushed forward into her pussy, sliding all the way in.

"Mmmmph!" Kayla moaned between Lucia's legs, while Lucia gasped at the renewed attention.

I closed my eyes, letting the pleasure wash over me. Grace had turned over, watching me fuck Kayla as well, while putting her hand on Kayla's head and murmuring words of encouragement to her as she ate Lucia's pussy.

I banged into Kayla, giving her long strokes while her pussy grabbed and gripped me. I pushed her skirt back when it threatened to fall over us, slapping her ass for good measure.

Lucia shot her hand down to Kayla's head, and she and Grace held her down there as Lucia's moans grew higher in pitch. She shook her hips, pressing her muff up hard into Kayla's face, and Kayla pulled on her clit with her lips until Lucia let go. Her orgasm made her body tremble as she bent down over Kayla, holding her head. Grace had her head on Lucia's thigh, a dreamy smile on her face as she watched her girlfriend cum.

And after what I consider an impressive restraint, it was my turn. I held Kayla by the hips like she belonged to me and I slammed my cock into her, deep, over and over, until the pressure in my balls was too much and came inside her with a hitching moan, pulling her into me even as I thrust forward. I pumped my load out, my cock throbbing inside of her while Lucia's tense muscles gave out and she sank backward on the bed.

"Fuck," I gasped, pulling out of Kayla. Thinking quickly, I snatched my underwear from the floor and stopped my load dripping out of her before it could get onto the carpet. I didn't want to make a mess.

Technically, we were guests.


Chapter 6


Grace bundled up the bedspread once everyone's pants were back on.

"I'll get it in the laundry down the hall, and either me or Kayla will swing by to put the clean one back on," she said, squeezing the ball of blankets against herself. "Jenna will never know either way."

"You really saved the carpet from that drip," Kayla complimented me, winking.

"But the covers were no match for me and you." Lucia blew a kiss at Kayla.

We left the dorm room mostly as we found it—just missing one bedspread, soon to be returned. It was a set of college sheets. I was sure that it had seen much worse in its lifetime.

We were done not a moment too soon, apparently, as the concert had finished up and we noticed a lot more students around as we descended down to the first floor again, sans the laundry.

"I guess our time's up," Grace sighed.

We left the dorm building somewhat like we were fleeing a crime scene, getting out into the sun and squinting before we shifted to the shade of one of the short trees lining the walkway.

"This was awesome," Kayla said, then she laughed. "Not just the sex. Though it was. But the concert, lunch, even just walking around campus together. I hate being so busy all the time. I really needed this."

"It really was." Grace kissed me on the cheek, then did the same to Lucia.

"I'm sure I can manage to make more appearances here," I told them. "Whether we have a free dorm room or not. Trust me, I've driven much farther for lunches that I had no desire to go to, back in the city. This is like a dream."

"I don't do a lot of laundry in my dreams," Kayla said.

"I do a lot of cleaning in my dreams," Grace volunteered. "It sucks. I wish my dreams were more like today."

"I wish I dreamed about baking," Lucia said. "Instead I dream about getting stalked through the woods by tigers or something. I think I need to eat less sodium before bed."

"I don't know," I said, rubbing my chin. "That sounds kind of cool."

"Pfff. Until you're caught!" Lucia bared her teeth.

We watched the flood of students continue to come from the direction of the concern, getting back to their activities.

"Evening classes are still on," Kayla said, twisting her mouth. "Well, at least graduating a semester early will save me a bunch of money. Future Kayla will thank me, after she sleeps for thirty-six hours straight."

"I'll walk you to class, babe," Grace said, grabbing her hand. "Maybe buy you an energy drink."

"Grapefruit?" Kayla said hopefully.

"Always." Grace batted her eyelashes.

"Bye, loves," Lucia said, hugging them, and I did the same. "We'll do it again soon! In different positions, too."

Giggling, Grace and Kayla departed, still holding hands.

"Don't get any funny ideas," I told Lucia as we walked back to the car. "My dick is in emergency medical coma mode. For his health."

Lucia bent down, peering studiously at my crotch. She nodded and straightened back up. "Seems to be in order. So if I'm driving us down any dark alleys or back roads, it would be best if my plan is actually to murder you?"

"Mm-hm," I affirmed. "It's the only way I'll survive."

We got into her car and she took us back to town, the vast campus growing smaller behind us until the descent of the road made it disappear.

"Only one more month of Kayla's internship," Lucia said. "It'll be nice to have her back. No offense to Austin. But...Kayla does it better."

"Yeah," I sighed, leaning back in the seat. "He might be too run-down by his sports schedule. I may have jumped the gun with the extra hours for him. I think he'd be relieved if I scaled him back, honestly."

"I'm sure you can make it work." Lucia looked over at me as we stopped at a light. "You've done a great job so far."

"I have excellent contemporaries," I responded, squeezing her leg. "You know, I'm pretty hungry now. You want to get some dinner?"

Lucia nodded. "That sounds good. Are you in a...fifteen-dollar wine mood?"

I watched her try not to laugh, which just made me snicker. "Lunch was free," I said. "Now some glasses of wine are more justified than ever."

"That's some good gymnastics." Lucia pulled through the green light. "I'll allow it. Oh and you know, Grace was talking to me about some changes she wants to make to Bright Sunshine Cleaning."

That was Grace's cleaning business. "Yeah?"

"Mm. Some expansion, I guess? I bet you'd be able to help her with that. Executive background and all."

"I'd love to," I said. "I'll talk with her next time we get a chance."

I drummed my fingers on my leg. "Expansion. Wow. I feel like we're all waiting for things to slow down, and they never do, you know?"

"I know what you mean," Lucia said. "It's a busy time of life. You with the new business, Grace and Kay finishing school, me looking for my own place after living at home way too long to help mamá. If we wait for life to slow down, it will just shoot on past us."

"So we grab what we can, and we fit in sleep somewhere," I said thoughtfully.

"Pretty much."

"That makes me feel better," I said. "Like I'm not doing something wrong."

"You're doing many things right, if you ask me," Lucia said.

"Thanks." I slapped my hands on my legs. "All right, enough heavy talk! Let's decide on dinner."

That chat took us into town, and we finished out a long day with a leisurely dinner. I told them in the group text that Grace and Kayla were due for a nice relaxing dinner, too, and I was treating them the next time they got a free night.

Life was fast, and you had to find spots to slow down. I told Grace we'd talk soon about Bright Sunshine Cleaning, and I spent some more time with the beautiful woman across the table.

To be continued...
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