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Chapter 1

I knew my two-mile time was going to be one of my best. It felt effortless, even if I was putting my everything into it. I had to. Our divisional tournament was one of the most hotly contested in the state, with some of the best long-distance runners our schools had ever produced. That entire season – and really, my high school track and field career as a whole – I had come comfortably in third or fourth, but this was divisionals, and everyone, myself included, put it all out there.

I don’t know what got into me. I really don’t. I’d already made it to state in the half-mile, mile, and my relay team smoked the competition. I should have been gassed because I hadn’t exactly taken it easy in those events either, except that the two-mile was my baby. Sure, I usually placed higher regularly in the half-mile and the relay, but I was always hungriest for the two-mile. I liked the fierce competition. I liked it being the last event of the day at pretty much every track meet. I liked the challenge, not just from the other runners, but my own body. Every single track meet where I ran the two-mile, I’d come across the finish line ready to collapse. I loved that feeling of pushing myself to my limits.

Only this time, I seemed to float down the track. It didn’t feel like I shattered my personal best, or came within a second of beating our school’s record. It felt like a pleasant jog. My body was in a zone I’d never experienced before, my eyes focused solely on the one runner ahead of me, Adrian Coffey, he of Coneysburg fame, and undeniably the best runner on the field at each and every meet and a lock for first place at state. He was fucking superhuman, but I shaved his lead little by little, barely aware of my teammates on the sidelines, roaring me on in the final two laps.

Suddenly, I wasn’t looking at Adrian’s feet anymore because I was beside him, everyone in the stands on their feet now, half-full that late in the day. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Adrian glance at me, his lips drawn back in a grimace of effort. It was the first and only time I’d ever seen weakness from him in four years of this. He poured it on, pulling ahead of me again, and I fought the urge to swear. I’d never come this close to a first-place finish, and my first instinct was to chase him, but something held me back, the voice of Coach Britt in my ear as though she were jogging beside me.

You’re not competing against him. You’re running against yourself.

It was exactly the sort of advice, imagined or not, I needed in the moment. If I picked up the pace even a hair with a full lap to go, I was going to burn out. Instead, I stayed steady, legs pumping, arms moving, the breeze at my back. Adrian pulled away from me, but then I gained on him again, an inch, two, a foot, two feet. Like a rubber band, he snapped back, audibly gasping, and I shot past him, suddenly no longer his competition. No, that belonged to the third in our pack, and possibly the fourth. I didn’t look back to see. My eyes were laser focused on the track ahead of me, and finally, in the last hundred meters, I poured it on, pumping as hard as I could, leaving everyone in my wake by seconds.

My teammates mobbed me as I came across the finish line. I should have been exhausted, and I would be soon, but in that moment, I was riding a high like I’d never experienced before. My best performance in divisionals for the two-mile, my personal record smoked, the school record in reach if I could reenact that magic at state competitions.

My running coach, Lily Britt, broke through the mass of students. Even in sweats and a black wool beanie to guard against the unusually chilly day, she was still the sexiest creature on that field, an athletic woman with a sweet face defined by her dark, glittering eyes, sharp jaw and cheeks, and a maternal smile that melted steel. Her hand in fingerless gloves rose and she pointed towards the digital leaderboard where the times were being posted. I looked, and then I realized just how good my run had been. Her smile blossomed into a wide grin.

“If you do that good at state,” she said, “you’re coming in first, Simon.”

“Holy shit,” I said. I meant to hug her, but a hand gripped my arm and spun me none too gently. Adrian, and he glowered at me, his chest heaving. I thought for a wild second he was going to punch me the way he was tensed like a boxer.

“I’m not making that same mistake again,” he said, his voice ragged.

I only nodded, knowing the victory was as much his mistake as it was my ability. “Good. Because when I show you my ass at state, I want it to be because you didn’t fuck up.”

His eyes narrowed, then he grinned and clapped my shoulder. My teammates crowded him out, and I watched him trot back to his own teammates, walking like I’d left my running shoe up his ass.

* * *

While I might have felt high as a kite after the two-mile win, when I crashed, I crashed hard. I slept the half-hour bus ride, then drove at a crawl from the high school parking lot to home, kicking myself for not taking a friend up on his offer of a ride.

My dad was seated on the couch, the first beer of the night at hand. He rose to his feet, his smile genuine, and he came to me as I dropped my gym bag and accepted his bear hug. “First place,” he said. “Damn, I knew you had it in you, but the one divisional I can’t make it. I hated not being there.”

“I know you did, Dad,” I said, hugging him back. It wasn’t a lie, either. The exhaustion in my dad’s eyes, the weariness of his soul as of late, they weren’t my fault, though sometimes I wondered if there was something I could have done differently, something that would have saved my parents’ happiness and their marriage. They hadn’t yet said the D word, at least not to me and my two older sisters, but it was there in the cool polite way they walked around each other these last six months.

I know Dad cheated on Mom. I know Mom cheated on Dad. I don’t know who did what first, and I didn’t care to ask. Dad was a handsome guy, Mom a beautiful woman, and they both had plenty of opportunities. Mom was probably sleeping with her former best friend’s ex-husband, which wasn’t much of a guess at all since Diana hadn’t been around in months and they were no longer friends on social media. Dad was a bigger question mark, but he was an electrician and a handyman so he certainly had his pick.

But the cheating was not really the root cause of the problems between them, only the final symptoms. Dad used to be pretty dumb with his money. I love the man but it was true. Every payday, his money would be spent as fast as it hit his account. When I was a kid, it was video games and streaming gear. Dad thought he was going to make a killing as an online personality playing older roleplaying and adventure games, games for “us old-school guys,” he said to the family. His channel lasted about three months, his posting schedule erratic based on his mood. My mom sold everything two years later for about a hundredth what he bought it for.

In my teenage years, he got big into cryptocurrency, which might have been a smart short-term investment if he’d gone to a money manager and talked to them about it, but my dad was not one to trust an expert. Instead, he did his “research” by listening to podcast guests and guys who shot their investment tip videos in front of luxury cars in the driveways of mansions. I tried to gently tell him most those guys rented that shit specifically to rope in gullible people, and got a lecture about how he isn’t gullible or as stupid as I thought he was. Let me give you a hint how that went for him – none of the crypto companies he invested in lasted more than a few months. Not one. He never spent more than what we had, and we were never drowning in debt, but the man refused to listen to all of us telling him this was a bad idea, and that, I think, was Mom’s final straw.

As for Mom, she was super smart and super talented, but she had no outlet with which to put her brains to use. When she had my oldest sister Ashley, she decided to forego graduate school to raise her for a few years until she was old enough for daycare or elementary school. A good plan, but then she had Lindsey, and me, and graduate school became a passed-by dream. She did go back to work, entering the corporate world in billing and receiving, grinding her teeth through a job she thought was beneath her. Mom had always been the top dog at everything she did in life, from her own exemplary track and field career to being valedictorian of her high school graduating class, coming just shy of it in college too. But at the office, she was another drone, and as the years went by and she was passed over time and time again for a promotion, her misery became a blade, one that she tried not to bring home to us kids, but Dad was not spared. Not even a little.

They had a general rule of never fighting in front of us. That didn’t mean we weren’t privy to some heated words between them, but they largely kept it cool at home, saving their fury for each other for meetings in their bedroom, where their muffled snarls and snipes made me wince, since I shared a bathroom with them before Ashley and Lindsey moved out, and overheard the worst of it. I was my sisters’ reluctant spy for years. They treated my parents’ relationship more like a soap opera than the fracturing of a family, one of the reasons I wasn’t particularly close to them. Not that I hated them either, but like my parents, I definitely developed a wall when it came to my siblings.

I say all this, and yet I still loved my family. My dad and mom weren’t bad people, but they probably shouldn’t have applied for that marriage license either. My sisters were loyal and didn’t give me too much shit as a kid, and I was genuinely looking forward to being close to them again when I went to college at Fort Cloud in the fall, where they both lived, Lindsey still in college, Ash having graduated. I don’t know. We came so close to being a model family, but the truth was, I think we were just tired of each other, of the fake politeness and the pass-the-potatoes mentality. A good ol’ out-and-out screaming match between all of us might have helped unjam the logs up our collective asses, but I’ll never know.

“We’re going to make it to the state championships,” Dad said, grasping my shoulder. Like me, he was tall and ropey with muscle. He had the same sharp angles of my face with kinder eyes. We were still often confused as brothers instead of father and son. If I aged half as well as he did into my forties, I’d be lucky.

“I’m counting on it,” I said.

He grinned. “What do you want for dinner? Name it and it’s yours. Your mom will pick it up on the way home.”

I felt bad for the lie I was about to tell him, but only marginally. Our family life was like that now, polite lies to cushion the idea that none of us really wanted to spend a lot of time together while things fell apart.

“Chinese maybe tomorrow? I’m supposed to go celebrate with some of the team.”

“Ohhh, I see how it is,” he said, and I think he really did. I think Dad knew exactly where I was going and who I really wanted to celebrate with. He wasn’t as book smart as my mom but he was far from dumb himself and he knew people pretty well, especially his son. “I’ll let you go on two conditions.”

“There’ll definitely be a designated driver.”

“Damn straight.”

“What’s the other?”

“You stick around until your mother comes home.”

I hesitated, but I did need a shower and there was no rush. By the time I finished up with that, Mom wouldn’t be too long. “All right, but when I say Chinese food tomorrow, I mean alllll the Chinese food.”

“To the victor go the spoils,” he said, and let me go.

I was right. By the time I finished showering, rolled on deodorant, brushed my teeth, and styled my long dark curly brown hair, Mom was on her way home, just fifteen minutes out. In the meantime, I sat with Dad in the kitchen, reenacting the track meet, only to do it all again when Mom rushed through the door, all smiles and tears in her eyes from pride, tears that were genuine. Despite everything I’ve said about them, they really did love us kids. It was the worst kept secret that was why they waited to get a divorce, my high school days so close to ending.

We talked for a while longer, and like Dad, Mom promised they’d be there for state. She made me promise in turn to be careful that night, asking if I had condoms and making me groan. Like my dad, I think she knew exactly where I was going. Jamie Moss wasn’t exactly a stranger to them, and Mom must have known I’d want to share my good news with my lifelong crush.

My crush… and my best friend’s mom.


Chapter 2

My best friend in the world wasn’t actually the guy I used to hang out with after school and on the weekends. It was his mom, as strange as that sounds. Alan Moss was a good guy, a year older than me and a geek’s geek who loved video games, movies, and anime. He was an athlete too, though mostly out of respect to his mom in that regard, never striving for more than the bare minimum. Alan was the type of guy who liked to coast through life, but I genuinely liked that about him. His was a carefree spirit that rode on the waves of whatever came.

We knew each other since before I could remember, both of us going to the same kindergarten and grade school, then eventually high school. We didn’t grow particularly close until his dad died in a freak accident. He was a furniture mover, and an unsecured couch sent him tumbling down a flight of stairs and broke his neck. Jamie – Mrs. Moss to me back then – was understandably overwhelmed, a young, vivacious woman with a mediocre office job for the county suddenly faced with single motherhood and the loss of their much needed second income, with no life insurance for her husband.

The mothers of her son’s classmates saw to it she got help with Alan, from babysitting to groceries to clothes and school supplies. Mom was part of that crew, and suddenly Alan was around my house a lot. The earliest memory I have of him was my sister Ashley giving him her old bike, and him crying over it like he’d just won the lottery when in reality she just got too big for it. But that was how it was for them back then. The small wins seemed momentous.

We stayed close even after his mom got a better job with a law firm, doubling her salary in a company that actually valued her, as opposed to the county where she was yelled at half the time by customers and the other half by her boss. Alan and I bonded over the usual kid stuff, mostly video games and a shared bully we both hated and eventually outgrew. And eventually, of course, girls. Our first dates were together with a couple classmates and our moms, and it was as painfully awkward as it sounds, the four of us twelve-year-old sitting around eating ice cream while our collective of moms sat a few tables over. I think they had a better time than we did.

But we got better at the whole dating thing, both of us doing well for ourselves, me as a budding athlete, him as a good-natured handsome guy with a reputation for being sweet but not a pushover. I went through girlfriends like tissue paper, he swapped them out about once a year, right up to the point where he met Maile his junior year, a college freshman from Ireland who spent her fall break in our hometown with her roommate, and who swept Alan away.

I didn’t begrudge him a bit. Maile was cool, a snarky intellectual who wasn’t above watching wrestling or shooting pool with us lesser beings. And she was some kind of beautiful too, a knockout combination of red hair, soulful eyes, and a smile full of big teeth that might have been ungainly on anyone else, but which really worked for her face. Most important to me, she was good to my friend, and it was no surprise he decided to go to college where she attended instead of State at Fort Cloud, where we’d talked about going together before her.

If I’m being honest, and I suppose that’s the point of telling you this whole sordid affair of how I eventually had his mother on her hands and knees begging me to breed her, Alan and I had been drifting apart for a while before that, sports being one reason why. I devoted my time to basketball and track. I was middling at basketball, pretty good on defense, pretty bad on offense (read – I couldn’t shoot for shit), and as for track… well, you’ve already got the rundown there. Practices and games ate up most my time, but as anyone in athletics will tell you, there’s no real offseason if you want to be great. I spent a lot of mornings and nights jogging or biking or working out, and that wasn’t Alan. He liked being part of the track team more to hang out than anything else, and he wasn’t out of shape by any means, but my training kinda bored him, and that was okay. He had his thing, I had mine.

And so we finally come to Jamie again.

At thirty-eight, Jamie was our school’s de facto queen of hot moms. Long, lustrous black hair, and I’m not the kind of guy to use “lustrous” in a sentence, except that’s exactly what the fuck it was. A soft, warm face, big dark doe eyes that could seem sweet and innocent one moment and glitter the next with sharp good humor. Full, plump lips with the kind of smile that either warmed you up when you were feeling cold or drove you to madness if she gave you her patented smartass smirk, one corner of her lips drawn up, her gleaming white teeth just barely on display.

And of course her body. Jesus, fuck, her body.

Jamie had the kind of curves that had me hard in seconds if I paid attention to her walk. There was some extra weight to her, but it only made her soft in all the best ways, her huge breasts and thick thighs creating in me a desire to never let her leave her bed. Creamy skin that would jump straight to a burn if she was out in the sunshine even a minute too long, a laugh like soft rain, lotions and body creams that left me wanting to explore every inch of her body with my tongue. She was a MILF, a full-bodied sexual creature that demanded my eyes be on her every second of every day I could be around her.

Yeah. I was the tiniest bit in love with her.

Now, let me set the record straight. Jamie never once made a move on me or looked or treated me in any sort of untoward way until well after my eighteenth birthday, about six months before the telling of this story. But a couple months after that, around Valentine’s Day or so, I started to catch her looking at me. Nothing too obvious, not at first, and I’d tell myself it was wishful thinking that she seemed to be looking at my abs or my ass. But those little looks started to add up, to the point where I began to feel like maybe there was a chance at something. A hookup, maybe, a quickie thing before I went off to college.

I never dreamed how far it would go, that she would soon become my drooling, fuck-hungry goddess, begging for my come over and over and over again.

My life was about to become pretty damn good.

* * *

Alan and Jamie lived pretty close to our house, a five-minute drive. Everyone still called it “the new house” even if Jamie bought it well over half a decade ago. It was a nice, small L-shaped place in a good neighborhood, not upper crust or anything, but a quiet, sleepy area low on crime and close to the high school, perfect for the two of them.

I’d texted her on the bus ride home I wanted to drop by that night and tell her in person how I did at state. She could have looked it up, of course, and maybe one of the track moms knew her and had already told her, but whatever, it was an excuse for me to go say hi and that was enough for me.

I knocked and walked into a house that smelled tomatoey and rich, and my stomach nodded in approval. I knew exactly what she’d cooked, my favorite meal of hers, a ground beef and elbow macaroni dish she churched up with diced tomatoes, sauteed peppers and onions, and secret ingredients I wasn’t supposed to know were red wine and broth. She was cute like that.

The fact that Jamie picked that exact meal to cook for me meant she heard about divisionals, and the moment I came in the door, she shouted gleefully, “Simon!” and rushed out of the kitchen. I remember what she wore perfectly, because everything about that night is forever burned into my memory. The dark cashmere sweater couldn’t exactly be called plunging but it did show off a hint of her spectacular cleavage, and the jeans hugged her hips nicely. She had her long black hair down in thick waves, and her makeup was freshly touched up.

“You heard?” I said.

“Yes! Janet Alcott called me. Oh my God, oh my God, your personal best? And first place?”

I grinned and nodded. She rushed me then, grabbing me in a hug. Her breasts pressed into me and I was hardening in moments. I could be ashamed of it later. In the moment, I had Jamie in my arms and it was exactly the reward I needed.

We ate, and I told her about the track meet. Twice she brushed my arm with her fingertips. Twice I caught her playing with her dangly earrings.

“Are you ready for your last week of high school?” Jamie asked.

“Oh yeah. Definitely. I’m not looking forward to my math and science tests, but it’ll be fine. I’m pulling a low A in both so I can afford a kick in the teeth.”

“And college in the fall. I’m going to be one lonely woman,” she said.

“You know I’ll be back to say hi as often as I can.”

“Don’t on my account,” she said, rising to her feet and collecting our plates. “I want you living your best life at college. Your future coach must be riding high too.”

I stood up too, meaning to take the plates from her. That was our tradition. She cooked, Alan and I cleaned up afterward. Only I reached too far, my hand brushing hers and resting on top of her warm skin. She stared up at me, smiling that lopsided smirk of hers, and finally looked down at our hands.

“Don’t look away,” I said softly. I didn’t know where the words came from, except I kinda did. I was still riding the high of the day, and I knew if this was going to happen, it would be that night. I’d kick myself forever if I didn’t go for it.

Jamie looked up at me, her smirk fading, her eyes so big and vulnerable in that moment. I took the dishes from her and moved them to the table. “Simon,” she whispered as I loomed over her. She was tall, but I was inches taller, and I rested my hands on her soft waist. “I think you deserve a reward for doing so well today.”

“Yeah?” I asked, grinning.

Her own smile reappeared, and she brought her hands to her hair, pulling it back and tying it off.

“Yeah,” Jamie said. She dropped slowly to her knees, staring up at me.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed, and quick as I could, I had my shorts down. She laughed throatily, then took in the size of my cock springing free.

“Fuck is right,” she said. “Jesus, Simon.”

“We’re doing this. We’re really…” She kissed my tip, her eyes dancing. “Ohhhh, fuck, we’re doing this.”

“A few weeks after you turned eighteen,” Jamie said huskily, and kissed the underside of my cock. “I started to look at you and think… eighteen. Wow. Simon’s eighteen.” She brought her lips lower, and I rested a hand on her shoulder. “It wasn’t a sexual thing. At first.” Another kiss, followed by a lap of her tongue that nearly made me miss what she was doing with her hands, bringing her top up slowly over her big tits in her nylon bra. “But then I started looking at you. Really looking at you.” A faster, longer lick from nearly my clean-shaven nuts to my tip. “Looking at the handsome young man you are.” She kissed the base of my shaft as I stared down at her breasts in the bra. “I know I shouldn’t want my son’s best friend…” She lapped at one of my balls, and my hands went to her head, my cock throbbing for her to suck it. “…my son’s eighteen-year-old best friend…”

“Fucking… hell,” I groaned, my eyes going half-lidded, my fingers tightening on her head. My V-card was cashed in years ago, and I had blowjobs before, but this was something new and exquisite, the best goddamn torture imaginable.

“So much younger than me. Half my age… am I a slut, Simon? Am I a slut for wanting you?”

She winked up at me, and I had no idea what to do or say. My brain was mush in that moment, and it took her nodding slightly for me to get it. “Y-yeah… a hot… MILF slut… oh fuck, oh fuck.”

“Yesss, your MILF slut, mm hm,” she moaned, and finally, fucking finally, brought those ripe lips back to my cockhead and sucked me down.

“Jesus, oh Jesus, oh shit, Jamie, you’re r-really sucking my dick,” I said. She laughed around me, then swallowed me deeper, deeper still, and already she was taking more than anyone I’d been with could, and still she kept going, inch after inch after inch of me sliding into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. “Oh, fuck!” I gasped.

“Gwork!” She pulled back, and for the briefest, craziest moment I worried I’d done something wrong, as though I were the one to drive me cock nearly into her throat. But no, the expression on her face wasn’t one of irritation, but of focus and determination. After a breath through her nose, Jamie drove back down my length, my cockhead tapping at the back of her throat… and deeper still. “Oh, oh shit!”

Every. Inch. Every goddamn inch down my dream woman’s mouth. Her throat bulged with the size of me in it, her eyes watering, her lips trying to draw back in a grin. She held me for long seconds, her hands going to my ass and squeezing tight, then she came off me, gasping and coughing. With zero hesitation, she took me again, faster this time, not going quite so deep but going for broke, for my orgasm, her tongue underneath my length, doing some kind of voodoo on me. I gripped her hair, tensing, close, so goddamn close, and at the last, I shouted, “Jamie!”

She drove down one last time, taking me deep again, staring up at me with teary worshipful eyes as I began to erupt down her throat. I was too deep for her to swallow properly, and when I pulled back, she coughed and gasped out a spray of come on the tile floor.

“Oh God, oh shit, are you okay?” I asked.

Jamie waved a hand up at me, staring down at the mess we’d made. When she finally looked up, she was grinning. “Better than okay,” she said, her voice hoarse. I helped her up, and she stroked my softening cock as I stared down at her nearly bared tits. “Simon, what I want… it’s not right. But I want you and there’s no use denying that.”

“I want you too. You have to know I’ve loved you forever.”

“I do,” she whispered, and I reached behind her for the clasp to her bra.

As it dropped, revealing her huge pendulous breasts and her big rose-colored nipples, I finally looked up at her, my cheeks burning. “No. You need to understand… if we’re doing this, I can’t be satisfied with it being just one time. I want you.”

Her lips parted, and she whispered, “I want you too. But I have an unbreakable condition. You can’t sacrifice college for me.”

My instinct was to argue, to tell her I’d be back every weekend to see her, to show her my youthful love and devotion, but I understood that to do so would probably end this relationship before it even got started.

This… relationship. With Jamie Moss. My best friend’s mom.

“Okay,” I said, and we were on each other, me working at the button on her jeans, Jamie trying to get my shirt off until frustratedly she helped me yank down her jeans and the thong she wore underneath. I stared down at her bare pussy for a long moment, whispering, “Holy shit,” then she was back at my shirt, and I helped her, tossing it off and chasing her through the house to her bedroom, staring at her curvy bubble butt the entire way.

“Do you like my ass?” she asked as she hit the bed and crawled up on it.

“I love every single fucking part of you,” I said.

She giggled. “I remember a time when you saying ‘fucking’ would have led to you blushing and stammering and me making you apologize.”

“Yeah, those days are done. Because that is an incredible fucking ass, and those are incredible fucking breasts, and that mouth… that was fucking incredible.”

“Tits, Simon. My doctor says breasts,” she said, flopping over onto her back and spreading her legs wide for me. Her pussy lips were full, ripe, and thick, and ready for my attention. Jesus. I was staring at Jamie’s pussy. She spread her lips with two fingers, her long pastel-blue painted nails against her folds. “Know how to take care of a woman with your tongue, baby?”

“Let me show you.”

She wiggled her ass in anticipation, and I crawled onto the bed to show her everything I knew. But first I took a long moment to appreciate her, to drink in every detail. Her soft stomach, her thick fupa, her C-section scar, two tiny moles on her side.

“So beautiful,” I said as I leaned down to lap at her pussy.

“Not too old and saggy?” she asked, and while the words were light, I knew there was genuine self-consciousness behind them. I might have only been eighteen but I wasn’t stupid.

I came up her body and kissed her gently. “You are incredibly sexy. You will always be incredibly sexy. Now… let me eat your pussy.”

“Oh, all right.”

I chuckled and slid back down, kissing her boobs on the way. I’d spend a lot of time that summer exploring those giant treasures, but I was on a mission at the moment to make her come as hard as she’d made me. There would be time to do this slow later, to explore her, to make love to her with my tongue. What she needed, what we both needed that night, was to take, and I gave her what she craved.

I spread her wide with my thumbs, and she brought her hands to my curly dark hair as I explored her pussy for the first time, staring up at her as I drove through her deep and collected her wetness on my tongue. “Fuck, Simon,” she breathed, and laughed helplessly when I pressed a thumb to the hood of her clit, drew it up, and lapped at her thick button. “I guess you do know what you’re doing.”

“I guess I do,” I said, giving her my best cocky grin.

“The nights I’ve laid awake these last few months fantasizing about that grin,’ she murmured, and dropped her head back to the pillow as I began to eat her in earnest.

She was so fucking wet for me, her need making the sheets a big mess. I loved it. Loved the musk of her, the strawberry banana scent she’d used on her skin, the way her hips kept flexing against my ears when I’d connect with her clit.

“Faster,” she begged, “lick my clit faster, yesss, oh fuck yes, Simon, just like that, keep doing that. Now get one of those fingers in my cunt.”

Her cunt. She called it her cunt.

In my shock I almost forgot to do what she said, but I hastened to it, sliding my middle finger into her.

“One more, baby, that’s it, mmm, finger me while you lick my little clitty.”

I never heard a tone like this coming out of Jamie before, needy, breathless, almost whining – desperate. I planned to hear it a lot that summer, a promise to myself I’d fulfill. My cock was iron hard again as I licked her clit and drove my fingers in and out of her pussy. The squelching she made around me might have been funny under other circumstances but made me practically feral in that moment. I couldn’t wait for it to be my dick making that noise inside her. And it would, soon.

She let go of my hair and pushed up onto her elbows, cheeks flushed, her eyes laser-focused on me with a dark intensity. “Just like that, Simon, oh fuck, oh fuck, you’re going to make me come so hard for you, mmm, my eighteen-year-old stud. Can you feel it? Can you feel my little pussy quiver around your fingers?”

“Yeah,” I grunted. Fuck, just her words were enough to make me want to pop a second time. I had no idea Jamie was this much of a freak. She was baring her soul to me that night and her soul was dirty as hell. I definitely approved.

“That’s me… about to come for you. That’s my tell, baby. My pussy needs you so much. I need that big fat yummy young cock inside, mm, me.” Her breaths came faster and faster, her words staccato. “Keep licking, k-keep… like that… oh. Ohhhh. It’s going to be… a big… one. Coming, coming so hard, mm, for you, Simon, for you, my, my son’s best friend, oh, oh, it’s so wrong, it’s so wrong to w-want you this much, but I do, I want you, I want you to… f-fuck… fuck… fuck meeeee!”

Her quivering pussy gripped at my fingers as her hips bucked. One of her elbows gave out on her and she fell back against the bed as I roared into motion, pulling my fingers out of her and leaping up her body. I was eager, too eager, and I’d forgotten one very important thing. Condoms. On some distant conscious level I knew I should use one, that we didn’t have the protection talk, but once I heard her next breathy word, I couldn’t have been stopped.

“Please.”

I drove into her, my Jamie, my forever dream woman, and I had her in my arms, kissing her, throwing my tongue against her mouth like it was my first time making out with someone again, only she was just as eager, just as needy, her knees going high, nearly to her big tits as I pounded into her, full steam ahead, the train leaving the station and never slowing.

She was the first woman to take my every inch, and I gave it to her, her wetness spattering out of her against her thighs, her ass, the sheets. I was a wild animal in that moment, nearly sending her tumbling over backwards, her knees near her ears, her feet kicking in the air as I fucked into her from above in a mating press, my body not so much clapping against hers ass thundering.

“Oh God oh Simon oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!” she screamed as her second orgasm of the night hit her, so fast, so fucking fast. Forget track, forget my plan to be a physical therapist someday, forget my three point six GPA, forget all my accomplishments, feeling that pussy quiver and grip at my cock as she came was my life’s greatest work. My art. My fucking nirvana.

And I made her come so many times that night.

Sex is a spectrum. There’s bad sex, mediocre sex, good sex, great sex. But if a person is lucky, they might experience the kind of sex that fundamentally changes them a few times in their life, the sort of thing that leaves your brain literally addicted to another human being. For both of us, me especially, that night was that kind of sex. Whatever our fantasies about the other person were, they were met in a frenzy of lust that left us both dripping sweat, that left the bed a sodden fucking mess, that left us forever hooked on each other’s pleasure.

Jamie begged me to fuck her from behind. I pulled out of her and experienced that particular ecstasy with a big stupid grin on my face, watching her ass ripple against me as I slammed against her, nearly driving her into the plush headboard. I fucked her so good in that position she collapsed, all her strength gone while she gurgled and giggled through a pair of orgasms that leveled her, physically and mentally.

When she came back to me, I snarled, “On top,” and Jamie fucking Moss scrambled to obey, the position I’d dreamed about so many times about her, that motherly, sweet face grinning down at me, her dark eyes sparkling, her black hair wild, some pasted to her sweaty face, some draped over one of her tits, some falling back nearly to her plump ass as she bounced on me. And I mean bounced. She rode my cock like she was trying to pound me through the mattress, the bed, and the floor. Those big fucking bouncing tits held my gaze and she knew it, smirking down at me as she cupped them and brought one of her nipples to her mouth, sucking and letting it pop free as she looked down at me.

That was it for me. I grabbed her waist and fucked up into her, wild-eyed, close, so close. She dropped and kissed me hard, hips rocking her pussy clamping my cock tight. “Jamie, close,” I grunted.

“Oh God, oh God oh shit, this is wrong, this is so wrong,” she gasped, and laughed delightedly. “Come, come inside me, let me feel it, Simon, fucking, fucking, fucking breed me, Simon, come in my unprotected little pussy and knock me up again.”

“Oh fuck!” I gasped, just as much out of realization of what she’d told me as my physical pleasure nearing its zenith. I had only moments before I came, and I had to make a decision right then and there with no time for debate. But it was no decision at all, not for me, not then, not ever. I’d have given Jamie anything she ever wanted, and I just didn’t really care about the consequences. It’s as simple as that. She wanted me to breed her? I was going to fucking breed her.

I gripped her waist and strained up into her, erupting, my eyes narrowing into slits, but not so far closed as to miss the sight of my come spilling out of the joining of our flesh like lava spilling from a volcano, rolling slowly down my cock, as much as I’d ever come before.

We kissed, her breathless laugh falling away as her eyes widened. Mine had to be mirrors of her expression. We both looked back down at my come spilling out of her pussy, and she gasped, “Oh fuck. Oh, fuck!”

“We just…”

“You just came in me!”

“You… I thought you couldn’t have more kids, I… I… oh fuck, oh shit.”

“I should have told you, I thought about telling you, but it was so…”

“Fucking hot,” I blurted, and Jamie nodded frantically.

Her hand rose to her lips. “I’m horrible.”

“I’m the horrible one! Shit, I thought at the start, I don’t have a condom, but I get tested after every partner and, and I never thought…”

“This is my fault, I’m the adult-”

“I’m not exactly a kid!” I said, hurt and simultaneously wildly turned on as she ground on my softening cock, both our bodies still lost in the afterglow of the mind-blowing sex.

“I know, I know, but… but it’s my responsibility, and… and it was so fucking hot.”

“So fucking hot!”

“We can’t do that again. We can’t.”

“Agreed. I’ll get condoms.”

“And I… I can go on the pill,” she said, sounding forlorn.

“But… it was really hot,” I said.

“It was,” Jamie said. “God, the thought of you coming inside me and, and… I can’t think this way. I’ll want to do it again, and again, and you leave me so brainless I’ll beg for it…”

“And if you beg for it,” I said cautiously, almost optimistically, because let’s face it, dear reader, I wanted a family with her right then and there. Okay… maybe not a family, but I definitely was down for coming in her a bazillion times. “If you asked… I’d do it.”

“I won’t,” she promised me, falling beside me. Her hand went to my groin, then my slimy cock. “God, though, that sex was…”

“Amazing,” I said. “Life-changing.”

“So good,” she said, stroking my cock. I was too sensitive, but at the same time, I didn’t want her to stop. She slid down my body, kissing my pecs, my abs. “So good,” she whispered again, just before she took my spent cock in her mouth, cleaning me with her tongue, those adoring eyes on me again.

I came in her three more times that night. Four, if you count the come I pushed into her pussy after collecting it off her face and her tits.

Yeah. I wonder where this story’s going.


Chapter 3

First thing Monday morning, I didn’t so much sit at the classroom table as collapse into my chair. After a weekend of amazing sex with a wildly enthusiastic Jamie, I was drained. I didn’t know how many times I’d come in her pussy, her mouth, or on her tits and ass, but it was a lot. The only time I really stopped was when I went home for a change of clothes and Chinese food with my parents, a polite, distant dinner that saw me just as distracted as Mom or Dad.

But the fuckfest with Jamie had to end, at least for a few days. School was nearly done, and graduation was upon me. I wanted to buckle down and finish strong, but I knew my mind was going to be on my MILF lover begging me breathlessly time and again to breed her, to fill her big tits with milk again, to make her have a dozen of my children. We stopped making promises about condoms and the pill after that first night. It was pretty obvious where this was going and we both wanted it. Badly. I wasn’t yet thinking about consequences, like dirty diapers and how the hell I was going to help support a woman approaching forty raise my kid. All I could envision was the thought of her tits even bigger, her belly rounder, her ass plumper. I was still eighteen, after all.

In my single-mindedness, I didn’t pay attention to who I sat by, and I was too busy slapping hands and thanking the handful of classmates who knew about my big win. But a quiet, throaty voice finally caught my attention, and I turned to look at the closest thing I had to an enemy in high school.

River May looked like she was born to be a head cheerleader. Long, silky blonde hair, a petite, elfin face, big dark expressive eyes, pouty lips, and a dancer’s body, lithe with some serious perk that made her breasts seem a lot bigger than they were. And she really was a dancer, though definitely not a cheerleader. She wasn’t the sports type, but a theater and choir nerd. I liked that about her. Or used to, anyways.

“Congrats, Simon,” River said.

It was the most we’d said to each other in two years, since I bumped into her in the hallway and made her drop her water bottle, at which point she’d snapped, “Simon, you idiot.” That in itself was about as much as she’d said to me in a year before that.

See, I used to crush on River. We were the same age, born only days apart in the same local hospital, and much like with Alan, we came up together in the same schools, kindergarten through high school. We were friends once, close enough that I thought inviting River to a junior high dance was a great idea, the best idea I’d ever had. She accepted with a girlish giggle and a huge silly smile, but on the night of, my parents got a call from her parents, telling them she couldn’t make it, that she had a stomach bug. Understandable. I went, I had a great time with another girl, and, well… I was an idiot.

“Thanks,” I said, uncomfortably aware of the outline of her bra through her top, the snugness of the fabric over her perky breasts. Tits, I heard Jamie say. They’re tits, not breasts. I grinned at that, and River smiled back at me tentatively.

“Are you going to Samantha’s graduation party?” she asked.

Actually, Jamie had promised me a very special graduation present. I suspected she was going to let me fuck her ass for the first time, which put any thoughts about partying with my friends and classmates out of my mind. But I couldn’t exactly say all that, so I offered lamely, “I might drop by. Coach Britt would kill me if I screwed up state by drinking though, so I can’t get too crazy. You?”

“I think so.” She looked like she wanted to say something else, but instead busied herself with digging out a notepad and a pen. Our school didn’t allow people to take digital notes. I was never entirely sure why. I guess parents equated writing in pen with better grades or something. In any case, someone else got my attention, and we talked and laughed until the school’s Monday intercom session started.

I couldn’t recall a single time in high school when my name was announced over the loudspeakers, not even birthday announcements, because my birthday fell before the start of the school year. But that day, after all the other members of the track squad who made it to state were announced, the school’s secretary said with real cheer in her voice, “And taking fourth in the half-mile, third the mile, one of our relay team’s first place runners, and winning first place in the two-mile, Simooooon Mosley!”

The classroom erupted. I grinned as people clapped and cheered and yelled my name. Our teacher, Mr. Bennington, even gave me a tip of an imaginary hat. He let the chaos go for a while. There was no harm in it. This was our second to last real class before our final exam before graduation, and we were all but out the door anyways.

And through it all, watching me silently, was River.

* * *

At night, I had practice. Coach Britt made sure we pushed ourselves, but not too hard. It would be some kinda shit to make it that far and screw it all up on an unnecessary muscle tear. I saved most my exuberance for the half hour I’d spend each night diverting to Jamie’s and pounding her into the mattress. She waited for me each time, showing off new lingerie, or once, memorably, coming to the door completely nude and blowing me in the foyer when I couldn’t stay long.

“What if I’d been someone else?” I asked after I’d shot my load all over her beautiful face and those big tits.

“I guess they would have gotten one hell of a story.”

My final exams went mostly fine. I was an okay student. My three point six GPA was mostly due to me coasting by on the bare minimum of requirements to attend college that year at State in Fort Cloud. I thought I aced the science and math tests, my best subjects, did fairly good in economics and composition, and as for German, eh, leidlich.

I finished my last exam and I was free. It was weirdly underwhelming, largely because I wouldn’t feel truly done with high school until the state track competitions, but also just because that’s kind of the way of things. There was no one waiting in the hallway to shake the seniors’ hands and tell them they’d forever changed their educators’ lives or any of that nonsense. There was simply my things to grab from my already-cleaned locker, some hands to slap, parties to talk about, and the summer to grab hold of.

I’d done it. I’d graduated. And holy shit, was I horny.

* * *

Graduation was that Saturday. It was a beautiful day for it, warmer than expected, which was great, because it was one hell of a cold-ass May.

I spent most that morning doing the paperwork for my summer job, working the front desk at a hotel in town. Not exactly glamorous stuff, but it was work I was comfortable with, having done the same job the year before. They were willing to let me start after track season ended. I’d be working a morning shift, a huge step up from the previous year’s night shift that saw me getting out at midnight. That had been fun in its own way, but I wanted my evenings free to sow my wild seed in my hot MILF girlfriend.

My girlfriend. I was now dating Jamie Moss. More than that, if we kept going down the road we were on, I was going to give Jamie Moss about a dozen damn kids.

We had a talk about that the night before graduation, the two of us lazing in her bathtub, me making sure her big breasts were squeaky clean and her grinding back against my ever-hard cock. Despite our horniness, we did manage to have a real adult conversation about a few things, namely me staying in college.

“I make good money, Simon,” she said. “Or at least good enough. The last thing I want is for you to quit college and think you need to come home and provide for us.”

“I would though, I hope you know that,” I said.

She twisted her head, her smile angelically sweet. “I do. But what I want from you is to focus on your education. We’ll be together when we can. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Me either.”

“But I do want you to explore things with other women. Girls your age. Maybe even a hot professor or two.” I froze, sure she was putting me on, and she grinned. “Cat got your tongue?”

“I love you, Jamie. There’s not going to be another woman for me.”

She twisted around and straddled me, the water cascading from her thick hips. I stared up at her as she slipped my cock back inside her and fed me one of her breasts. “You misunderstand, Simon. It, mm, kind of excites me, thinking about you out there with other girls. Just be honest with me, and always get tested afterwards before you come home to me.”

“And… do you want to be with other guys?” I asked cautiously. “I know it’s not fair, but I don’t know if I’m comfortable with that.”

“No.” She fed me her tit again and I sucked the nipple into my mouth. “I’m bi. And anything we explore, I want to explore together, even if it’s long-distance. If you aren’t attracted to the idea of me being with other men, then I’m not attracted to the idea either. But wasting, mm, wasting this big fucking babymaker on just me…”

“There is no ‘just you.’ It wouldn’t be a waste just on you, far from it,” I said.

“Hush,” she moaned, pressing her nipple to my mouth again. I gave up and sucked, listening in silence as she rocked on me, the water beginning to slosh around us. “What you said, that you love me, Simon… well, I love you too.” I sucked harder, shivering at the words I so desperately wanted to hear. She loved me. Holy shit, she loved me. Cue the angels playing harps or whatever. I was lost to her forever. “And this is me telling you what I want. I love the idea of you fucking other women, mm, of you calling me up and telling me about it, or maybe even bringing another woman around to share. I’ll lick her little pussy while she’s riding my man.”

“Your man,” I breathed, and we began to rock together, my lips moving to her other nipple as she tossed back her hair.

“Yesss,” she moaned, “my man, my man and his big horse dick, my eighteen-year-old fucking stud. But, but, but, you have to be careful, mmm, Simon. It’s more than c-condoms and getting tested. Don’t break their, mm, don’t break their hearts for me.”

I pulled back again, and this time, I brought my lips to hers. She kissed me back, hips rocking, the water around us splashing over the side of the tub and making a mess of the tile. Neither of us cared. We loved each other, and that was all we needed.

* * *

My parents and I arrived pretty early at the school for graduation to take pictures with my friends and their families. This was as genuinely warm and happy as I’d seen my parents in a long time. It felt good, but unnatural, like a patch of sunlight in the midst of a summer storm. I’d take it, though.

My sisters came home too. Ashley arrived early that morning with her husband Drake, a nice geeky guy who reminded me of Alan in a lot of ways. Lindsey came solo and with a promise that if I needed beer for a graduation party, she could hook me up. I thanked her, but I already made up my mind to skip the night’s parties, especially once Jamie showed up at the school in a plunging red dress with white polka dots. Her black hair was down in silky waves, her makeup done to emphasize her big dark eyes.

“Uh oh,” Dad said when Jamie crossed the room towards us. “We lost him.”

Yeah. They had. I stared, and I grinned, and Jamie couldn’t help a little grin of her own, just this side of naughty. If we thought we had a chance of hiding this thing between us, well, it pretty much died that day because in a gym full of people, we existed only for each other.

“Simon!” she exclaimed. “You did it! And with only a minimal amount of cheating!”

I rolled my eyes at that but greeted her with a hug I probably held overlong. Considering how good she felt in my arms, though, there wasn’t a chance I could stop myself, and she certainly didn’t seem to mind. Like I said, consequences were not really on our minds that summer. “Hey, Jamie. What, was there nothing nice to wear in your closet?”

She swatted me with a mock gasp. “Molly, I thought you raised him better than this.”

Mom smiled and gave her a hug. “I thought I did too. Must be his dad’s influence.”

As far as barbs went, it wasn’t exactly subtle, but Dad took it in stride. “When it comes to beautiful women, yup, he learned everything he knows from me. How ya doing, Jamie?”

Alan wasn’t far behind, coming in with a group of friends from his grade in high school who stuck around the area. I went to him, giving him a genuinely heartfelt hug, and he clapped my back like we hadn’t just seen each other over spring break. His girlfriend Maile was with him, and congratulated me on graduating. I thanked her, and they wanted to know where the best parties would be that night. Shit. I hadn’t even thought about Alan being around, and quickly named the party River brought up the other day, though Samantha would likely kill me the next time I saw her for randomly inviting people to her house. Oh well. For a chance at a few hours alone with Jamie, it was worth it.

Sorry, Alan, I thought, not really meaning it one bit.

I saw River come in with her parents, who I vaguely remembered from school functions when I was way younger. River looked good that day in a halter dress, chunky heels, and dangly earrings, all of which made her seem years older than eighteen. She gave me a tentative smile and a wave, which was weird. I waved back, mostly to be polite, wondering when the hell her claws would come out or if she’d been taken over by some alien shapeshifter.

But then I was distracted by another woman making a line right for me, and I grinned a more honest grin. Coach Lily Brett was always gorgeous, even in her usual sweats or track pants, but that day, she blew my mind. The sleeveless purple dress pushed the boundaries of what was appropriate by faculty or staff, and I could see more than a few disapproving looks from the moms in the gym – and more than a few appreciative ones from the dads. Her brunette hair came down her back and covered half her face in curls, like she was striding along a runway rather than the protective tarp over the gym flooring. Some of my teammates spread rumors they’d seen her at her day job at the bank and that her tits were a lot bigger than she liked to flaunt, but I figured that was just guys being guys. Nope. They bounced a merry dance as she walked towards me, and Jamie couldn’t hide a smirk as I stared.

Into my ear, she whispered, “Ms. Britt is looking tasty.”

That did not help my burgeoning erection.

“Mr. Mosley,” Coach Britt said, smiling wide. My dad, thinking she was talking to him, turned on instinct, saw who it was, and did a double take between us as she walked. He’d seen her attributes too. My mom’s glare got him to drop his goofy grin.

“Coach,” I said warmly, and feeling bold, I gave her a tight hug. She returned it, and pulled back, a slight hint of color to her warmly tanned cheeks.

“Congratulations on your graduation.”

“Thanks,” I said.

She turned to my parents. “Mr. and Mrs. Mosley, always good to see you,”

“You too!” Mom said, her cheer entirely unconvincing as she looked at what the other woman wore with distaste. “Aren’t you dressed beautifully today?”

“Not much of a social life. I have to take advantage when I can,” Coach Britt said. “Well, you both must be very proud. Simon put on a showcase at divisionals.”

“Yeah, we were sorry to miss it,” Dad said. “But we both had to work.”

“I understand,” Coach Britt said, showing just enough teeth with her smile to say that she found the excuse absurd, and I nearly smiled myself. To Jamie, who was practically hanging off my arm, she said, “I know you, don’t I? You’ve come to some of the meets over the last few years, if I’m not mistaken?”

“Jamie Moss,” she said. She gestured towards Alan, who was talking to a small cluster of friends close by but out of earshot. “Alan’s mine.”

“Oh, yes, of course. Alan’s mother. Very nice to formally meet you. Lily Britt.” She looked at me again. “Well, um… we’ll see you bright and early next Saturday.”

“A three-hour bus ride,” I grumbled. “Can’t wait.”

Her smile returned to something more natural. “Try being the one in charge of a bunch of hormonal seniors.”

“You’ve got me there,” I said.

“Congratulations again,” she said. To my parents, “You should be extraordinarily proud. In a standout team, Simon is a standout athlete. And more than that, a leader and a great young man who I only need to occasionally prod about not sneaking off with a girl or two.”

“That’s my boy,” Dad said, wrapping an arm around me.

When she left us behind to congratulate another one of the team, Jamie slid in next to me. Quietly, she murmured, “The bathrooms by Mrs. Marquez’s room. Follow me there, but not too fast. I’ll give you a sneak peek of your graduation present.”

Fuck. Me.

She excused herself demurely and told Alan where she was going. He nodded dismissively. I gave her exactly thirty seconds, trying to think of a good excuse to get out of there, and finally settled on, “I should use the bathroom too. Be right back.”

Good enough. I tried not to run to my lover, never realizing I was being followed.

* * *

The bathrooms by Mrs. Marquez’s  classroom were on the far end of the school, unlikely to be used by anyone. The door to the women’s room was cracked open and Jamie peeked out, grinning when she saw me. I pushed in past her, grabbing her arm and guiding her to one of the stalls. “I need you right now,” I growled.

“Then take me, stud. Pretend it’s that high-class whore of a coach if you want.” Her breath went darker, like Coach Britt’s voice. “’Mm, Simon, congratulations on your big day. Would you like to practice your javelin with me?’”

“Fuck,” I grunted and pinned her against the metal wall, my hands going to her dress. I felt a shift of air, the pressure changing just a little, but I ignored it, hearing nothing. I was too lust-crazed to care even if the school’s band charged in and played along to our lovemaking.

“I saw the way she looked at you,” Jamie said, and I spun her around, her ass to me. “Are you going to breed her too, Simon? Going to breed your hot, slutty coach?”

The same thong she wore the night we first hooked up disappeared between her cheeks, and I yanked it down, slapping my cock against her lower back before I realized what I was staring at between her ass cheeks. A butt plug.

I pushed her against the stall’s wall and kicked her legs apart. She was wet and ready for me already, and I plunged into her, knowing I couldn’t hold back. Not that I could have if I tried. I was imagining it, fucking Coach Britt like this, my hands on her taut waist, then going to her big tits in her dress and kissing the side of her neck just like I was doing now to Jamie.

“Can’t leave a mark,” she moaned. “Can’t have Alan noticing.”

“Fuck,” I grunted, but she was right. We were going to have to come clean to him sometime but not that day.

She laughed throatily. “Fuck me, baby, don’t hold back, come inside me, come inside my cunt, mmm, make me yours, Simon, breed me, fuck a baby into me.”

I thrust into her harder, making her jerk upwards with every thrust. She loved it, laughing, moaning, thrusting back at me. I stared down at her butt plug, incensed, fantasies of my lubed-up cock sliding into her plump MILF ass making me go wild, and her laughter turned to sharp gasps as I railed her against the wall.

She came with a short, quickly muffled screech. I heard the boom of the microphone from the gym announcing the graduating class should begin to line up. Not much time, but I was close, so fucking close, and I grunted as I buried myself inside Jamie, coming deep in her needy cunt.

She whirled when I slid out, and kissed me hungrily while groping my slimy cock. “Wipe yourself down quick,” she said. “I’ll follow along in a minute.”

“Fuck, everybody’s going to know,” I said.

Her eyes sparkled. “Yeah, I think it’s kinda too late for that.”

“It probably is, isn’t it?”

She laughed softly. “I regret nothing. Now and forever. You’re mine, stud.”

I smacked her ass. “To be continued tonight.”

We rushed to the sinks, and I wiped myself down with a wet paper towel. After one more kiss, I jogged for the gym with just a minute or two to spare. I ran into the gym, grabbed my robe and hat from my bewildered parents, and hurried back out, just in time to see River join the group of seniors, coming from the same direction of the bathrooms I’d just left. But there were a lot of side hallways down that way, including our old lockers, so I assumed that was where she’d come from, not giving it much thought, even as she couldn’t stop staring at me.


Chapter 4

I didn’t mean to sleep over, but that was exactly the position I found myself in the next morning, Jamie with her thick, well-fucked ass pressed back against my hard cock, my face buried in the tangles of her black hair. I didn’t know how late into the night we’d fucked, but it was late. First we started with the main event, Jamie on her hands and knees wiggling her big butt back at me until I slid my cock home into it for the first time. It was seventeen kinds of amazing, tight but not so much that I hurt her. In fact, she loved it, throwing that ass back at me, crying out in what I’m pretty sure was Tongues as she played with herself.

We got pictures, too. That was the other half of Jamie’s graduation present to me. Pictures of the two of us together nude, me cupping her tits, playing with her pussy, kissing her. Pictures of Jamie with my cock resting on her forehead, against her chin, sliding into her mouth, poking up like a whack-a-mole between her tits. Pictures of me sliding into her ass, then more later of my come dripping from her stretched asshole. And of course, some choice ones of us fucking after we cleaned up in the shower, Jamie underneath me, Jamie on her hands and knees again, and my eternal favorite, Jamie on top of me, both cowgirl and reverse cowgirl. We topped the night off memorably with one more ass fucking, me sitting on the edge of the bed, her riding me while I groped her tits. We filmed that one. The video got a lot of replay from the two of us that summer. A. Lot.

But the morning after, I knew something woke me, and instantly, I felt wary. It took a moment to pierce my sleepy mind, that I hadn’t gone home, that I was still in Jamie’s bed, that I was in fact very naked with my very hard cock against her ass as someone thumped around inside the house, calling his mom’s name, sounding angry.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

“What?” Jamie muttered, wiggling back tighter against me. “Can’t take it in my pussy or my ass again. Not today. Too sore.”

“Wake up.”

She yawned. “I guess I could do a blowjob. Or a titjob.”

“No, I-”

“Mom!” Alan yelled. “I know he’s here!”

“Oh shit!” Jamie yelped, and shot out of bed.

“Goddamn it, Simon,” Alan yelled, even louder.

I winced and hurried out of bed too. At least we made it to the bedroom before undressing each other the night before. If I had to confront my best friend naked after a night of sodomizing his mom, that was going to be… well, at least marginally worse than what we faced at that moment.

We dressed as fast as we could. I heard Alan out in the living room muttering to someone. Maile, I thought, and I heard her say she’d see him later before the front door opened and shut. After I got my shirt on the right way out, I emerged first cautiously. Alan wasn’t normally a violent guy but all bets were now off.

He stood in the middle of the living room, arms folded, glowering at me. “Ah, hey, man,” I said, trying for cheerful and missing the mark by a few yards. “I was, ah, helping your mom look for her contacts.”

“She doesn’t wear contacts, asshole,” he snapped.

“Right. Right. I mean, uh, her phone. She lost her phone and she, ah, needed help finding it.”

“Yeah?” he asked, and he sounded so hopeful I latched onto the obvious lie.

“Yeah! Yeah, man. It fell between the nightstand and the wall. And she, uh, couldn’t hear anyone call or text because the battery was dead.”

“Simon?”

“Yeaaah, bud?” I asked as he approached me.

“How the holy fuck did she call you to ask you to swing by and help find her goddamn phone, you dumbshit?”

“Ah.” I cleared my throat. “Telekinesis?”

“You mean telepathy!” he shouted, and he really did take a swing at me, hitting my boob.

“Ow, shit, Alan, my tit!” I kicked at his shin and he did a stork hop that made me snicker. I paid for it when he clipped my ear with an open-handed slap. Son of a bitch, that hurt.

“Guys!” Jamie said from the hallway. She came into the room, and I had a brief, wildly inappropriate vision of her last night screaming for me to make her asshole drip with my come. I cleared my throat again, fighting the urge to harden. So not the time. So very much not the time.

“Mom, he… you…” Alan sputtered.

“Yes. Simon and I have been dating for a week or two now,” she said nonchalantly, and came to stand beside me.

“D-dating?”

“Surprise!” I said weakly, and waved jazz hands at him. Both of them stared at me, and I wandered towards the kitchen to make coffee and be anywhere but there.

When I came back out with two mugs of coffee in hand, Alan was seated on the edge of an armchair, head in his hands. Jamie still stood, and wordlessly, I handed over one of the mugs of coffee, the one with creamer. I took mine black, like the proper nutjob I was.

“It’s not so bad, is it?” Jamie asked. “I mean, he’s your best friend for a reason.”

“Was. Was my best friend, until he started… ugh… I can’t even say it.” He looked up and glared at me. I started to raise the mug to my lips, but he made a gimme motion. I sighed, but he probably did deserve it, so I gave it over in the hopes that he wouldn’t murder me.

“How was Samantha’s?” I asked.

He sipped and grimaced. I knew him well enough to know he’d have drowned it in milk given half the chance. “It was fine,” he muttered. “Everyone wanted to know why you weren’t there.”

“We kinda had a party here.”

“I figured that out from context, numbnuts. Connor and Wyatt started a fight, because of course they did, and Damien got kicked out.”

“Why?”

“Grabbed Lisa Blanche’s tit.”

“Oof. Reggie must have gone ballistic.”

“Yup. Broke his nose and threw him into the backseat of someone’s car. Like… literally threw him, like a dart. You think he’s going to take it at state?”

Reggie was a good friend of ours, and one of the best shot-putters in the state, but I shook my head. “No, there are a couple genetic freaks from Ashland and Wilmington that are going to win it. But he has a real shot at third. Are we friends again?”

“No, asshole, we’re not friends again. But I’m hungover as shit and arguing’s giving me a migraine on top of my hangover.”

“Oh Alan,” Jamie said. “You didn’t drive drunk, did you?” He glared at her, and she held up her hands. “Call Maile. Tell her the knives have been put away. I’ll go make breakfast.”

That was perhaps the most awkward meal of my life. Alan glowered over his egg and sausage biscuits, never meeting either of our eyes. Jamie, shifting uncomfortably on her sore butt, tried to keep up a polite conversation with Maile, and gave me a glare when I reached over and squeezed her thigh underneath the table. But a minute later, I felt her foot nudge my ankle, and we almost couldn’t help making fuck faces while Maile pretended not to notice and Alan slurped down another two cups of coffee. That was his worst habit, by the way. Slurping. The man couldn’t drink a beverage without slurping. Honest to God, it broke him and one of his girlfriends up. We were hanging out at her house, she and I doing homework while he played a game on his phone and slurped away on a soda. She finally shot to her feet, kicked – I mean actually kicked – the can out of his hand, and screamed for him to get out, that she hoped the next girl he dated was deaf because he was the most annoying guy on the planet. I kinda thought she had a point.

Anyway.

“Oh,” Alan said. “River was asking around about you last night.”

I winced. “Oh damn. I told her I was going to be there.”

“That’s what she said. Nice, putting her on so you could sleep with my mom.”

Ignoring that, I said, “What did she say?”

“Right in front of my mom, you’re going to ask that?”

Jamie gave me a look that was a borderline smirk. “Just wanted to make sure she wasn’t too pissed,” I mumbled.

“Well, she was. Or… I don’t know, maybe confused? Hard to read her.”

“I saw some of it,” Maile said. “She seemed really nervous asking some of the other girls if they’d seen you yet.”

“Huh,” I said. “She’s been weird around me lately.” Alan grunted noncommittally, and slurped his coffee again.

Alan and Maile left after breakfast. We walked them out. Alan accepted a hug from his mom, stiff and still angry, but when I went to hug him too, he kicked me in the shin. “You don’t get best friend hugs anymore!” he said, and I winced more for the dorkiness of the statement and the neighbors gawking at us from across the street. He got into his car, Maile gave us a tight smile, and they were off.

Jamie waved at the neighbors before turning to me. “You, uh, you want to-?” I started to ask, and she grabbed my arm and led me inside.


Chapter 5

Go for it. What do you have to lose?

Those were Jamie’s last words to me about Coach Britt the day before the state competitions. We held off on sex for a couple days before the meet, which was more superstition on my part than science, and I was feeling even hornier than usual fantasizing about Coach Britt and Jamie in equal measure, fuel for the day’s fire.

The drive was a long one, but the senior bus at least made the ride comfortable. The underclassmen had to ride in the stiff old-school yellow bus. Us eighteen and nineteen-year-old seniors got to have an entire cushy bus to ourselves, with more leg room and comfier seats. We all took full advantage of that, sleeping the morning away, sweaters and jackets tucked behind our heads.

My dreams were formless and pleasant, more ideas than actual images. Oddly, I didn’t suffer my divisional jitters. I felt mellow and ready to move on to the next chapter, college in the fall. I had a small sports scholarship to State in Fort Cloud, which would be enough to cover living on campus all four years, assuming I didn’t fuck up. I didn’t plan to.

When I woke, the darkness of the early morning had been replaced by the brilliant sun, a perfect day to end my high school track career. I rubbed away sleep from my eyes, and someone slipped in beside me. Kyrie was one of only two senior jumpers from our school who made it to state, and was a lock to place third or higher in the long jump. She was crazy beautiful too, Black with a big head of hair she kept back with a headband that made her look like a pirate queen out on the field. It was her thighs that caught my eye that day, thick, athletic, juicy. She noticed and grinned.

“You ready to steal the show?” she asked.

“Better believe it,” I said, and cleared my froggy throat. “You?”

“Shit, Simon, I was born ready.” I chuckled, and she took a swig from her water bottle. Good idea. I didn’t tend to eat the day of track meets – again, more out of superstition and tradition than any real rational reasoning – but I did need to hydrate.

As I pulled out my own water bottle, she said conversationally, “We missed you at Samantha’s last week. I think about a dozen girls had their hearts set on you being their last little fling.” She winked. “Me included.”

“Never too late,” I said, my hand going to her thigh and squeezing.

She sighed happily. “If only that was true.”

“What do you mean?”

Ahead of us, Coach Britt heard us talking and turned. She was brushing out her long brunette hair. I was pretty sure she hadn’t sported the light makeup when we boarded the bus either. She held my eyes with a little quirk to her lips.

“Millie and I are leaving for Los Angeles in a couple days.”

That put my attention squarely back on Kyrie. “No shit? Why so early? Training can’t start that early for basketball, could it?”

As great as Kyrie was at track, basketball was her real passion and she was a stud at it, a team captain and a terror on the court, unafraid to get in and get mean.

“Nah. My uncle got us summer jobs at his restaurant. It’s a nice place. Should mean a lot of tip money.”

“Well, damn,” I said, moving my hand further up her thigh. “Guess we don’t have much time.”

She gave me a naughty grin. “Guess not. Got a seatmate for the ride back?”

“I do now.”

Ahead of us, Coach Britt stood up. She was dressed in school sweats, blue, with yellow lettering and lines. For about the hundredth time, I wondered what brought her to our team four years ago, what her story was. She never talked about herself much to us, but I knew a little bit about her thanks to some crush cyberstalking. She was a former sports stud herself, part of a national championship softball team and a well-decorated runner in high school and college, mostly sprints rather than distance, but she had a hell of a showing in the mile her last couple years.

She came towards the back of the bus, stopping at the last unoccupied row of seats. By that point, only one or two of us were still sleeping, and they were woken up with quiet words.

“All right, everybody, this is the big speech moment,” Coach Britt said, giving us a smirk that set me to half-hardness. “Only you don’t need me today at all. You all have the tools to bring home our best showing yet at state, and I expect nothing less from each and every one of you. Go out there. Kick ass. Take names. Alex, you ready to spin like a DJ?”

“Oh yeah,” Alex said, grinning.

“Natalie, are they going to hear you shout all the way back home when you throw the shot?”

“Hell yeah, Coach,” Natalie said.

“Kyrie. You ready to break hearts and top the charts?”

“You know it, Coach Britt!” Kyrie said.

One by one, she started calling us each out, hyping us up. It was silly, but damned if it didn’t work. By the time she got to me as the last one on the team, we were thundering out responses, slapping backs, and in general acting like a bunch of cavemen ready to thump some skulls with our makeshift clubs.

“Simon,” Coach Britt said. In her eyes was a steel glint of amusement. I grinned at her, feeling like I was already kneeling on the blocks, ready to go. All she said to me was one word. “Win.”

The bus erupted.

* * *

The half-mile wasn’t my best event. I wasn’t a sprinter, but a long-distance runner. That said, with Jamie standing right up front in the stands, gripping the railing and doing the world’s worst job at pretending we weren’t sleeping together while she cheered me on, I gave it my everything, and it was good enough for fourth place, right behind one of our team’s underclassmen.

We slapped hands after the race, and he said, “If you took it easy on me, I’m kicking your ass.”

“No ass kicking necessary,” I said, hands behind my head. “That was all you. I expect first out of you next year.”

“Fuck yeah!” he said, and we slapped hands again before getting off the field to reconvene at our team’s encampment.

My mile was a personal best, and I was damn proud of it, but Adrian – if you forgot who he is, he’s the dude who I barely beat at divisionals – was on the hunt and snatched up first place, and another runner squeaked by ahead of me, so I wound up with a respectable but irritating third place. I thought I had that one locked down.

Coach Britt caught me as I came back to camp. While I grabbed my water bottle and drank deep, she said, “Good race.”

“Thought I had at least second.”

“Any other meet and you would have won. They’re giving it their all too.” She held my eyes. “Focus on the relay. Your team needs its captain. So captain them. Take charge.”

I held her eyes too, noticing the blush in her cheeks. “Of them, or you, Coach?”

Her eyes flicked side to side, looking for anyone in earshot. “Bold.”

“Last meet of my high school career. I’d be an idiot for not shooting my shot with one of the sexiest women I’ve ever met.”

“Little shit,” she said, but she was smiling.

“My girlfriend Jamie told me she saw you checking me out at graduation.” Her smile dimmed, and her lips parted. “You remember her. Alan’s mom. She was the one in the red dress at graduation. She’s up there now in the stands, with my parents.”

Coach Britt looked up into the stands, then back at me, eyes wider. “If you have the time to stand around talking, go get your team together for some stretches, Simon.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. When I looked up at the stands, Jamie gave me a knowing grin.

It took us half the year to become a top-tier relay team, usually placing right in the middle of the pack. The problem was inexperience and timing. Our earliest track meets, we were so focused on not dropping the baton that our runners were always sluggish to start. We got better, obviously, taking first at divisionals, but it was still something we practiced, even the day of the state meet.

Rory and Chris were solid, both senior sprinters who had already done well that day, Rory with a second and a third place, Chris not far behind in fourth place in both events. Our big question mark was a late change to our lineup, a sophomore named Bo. He was going to be a stud someday, if he could gain a little more confidence. He was crazy fast, but he could also come off the blocks too quickly, earning himself a couple disqualifications throughout the year, and he very nearly fucked the team at divisionals when he nearly lost control of the baton. Thankfully he recovered fast, and we still wound up doing great, but the three of us seniors covered his ass and he knew it.

He was my focus that day. I gripped Bo’s shoulder, and he looked up at me, a nervous Black kid coated in a fine sheen of sweat I think was more from nerves than from exertion. This was the only event he placed in, and he had to be about ready to throw up.

“Bo, I’m about to give you the best advice you’ve ever heard. You ready?”

He nodded.

I looked at Rory and Chris. “Is he ready, guys?”

“Doesn’t seem like it,” Rory said, folding his arms. Chris sucked his teeth and shook his head sadly.

“I’m ready,” Bo said, grinning.

“Are you sure?” I asked, frowning and taking him in. “Because you look ready to piss yourself.”

“It’s okay if you do,” Chris said. “I pissed myself once. When I was five. About your age.”

“Man, you guys are assholes,” Bo said. “I’m ready.”

“Then say it loud,” I said.

“I’m ready!” Bo shouted, grinning wider.

“Are you ready or aren’t you?” I bellowed, getting the attention of everyone around us. I could see Coach Britt sigh and shake her head.

“I’m ready!” Bo shouted even louder.

“Okay, man, jeez,” I said. “You don’t have to shout.” He hit me in the shoulder, and I grasped his. “Here it is. The best advice you’ll ever hear.” I turned him so we were face to face, eye to eye. Every word I spoke, I tapped his shoulder with one finger to emphasize their importance. “Don’t. Fuck. Up.” To my other two teammates, I said, “Boys. We’re rearranging the order of things.” Bo’s expression turned more questioning, and I gripped his shoulder, now serious. “It’s Rory, me, Chris, then you.”

“No, no no no no. Are you crazy? I should be the one off the blocks. I, I, I, if I fumble the baton again, we’re screwed.”

“So? Don’t fumble the baton. Duuuuuhhhhh.”

Chris, Rory, and I had planned this out since divisionals. If we did well, we wanted the kid to have the glory. If we lost, no harm, no foul. We hadn’t even told Coach Britt about the change. It was just us old war dogs, giving the new pup his due. And I couldn’t have timed the news any better. Before Bo could protest too much, the announcer called for our teams to line up.

This time, I was serious. As we jogged over, I said to Bo, “You got this. Don’t overthink it.”

“I think I’m going to throw up.”

“Good. Use it. When you get that baton, sprint like you’ve got a ten second window to get to the bathroom ahead of the crowd.”

Bo couldn’t help cracking up. But all the same, when we checked in and he headed for his spot as the anchor, I heard him mutter under his breath, “Don’t fuck up. Don’t fuck up.”

I should have been a coach.

The relays were about as competitive as the two-mile and the throwing events, the day’s big draws. Every school’s biggest guns were on the relay teams, with one notable exclusion. Adrian. I heard rumors from a couple girls on our team who heard from girls on their team he was a special kind of asshole and not exactly a team player. Fine by me. Let him get his rest for our race later.

Rory was the kind of fast that startled you. When the starting shot rang out, he loped off the blocks looking like he was half-asleep doing it, but that was deceptive. He ran like an antelope, an uncanny kind of fast that looked effortless, quickly moving from the middle of the pack to nearly the head, a solid second place start to the first leg.

My mind shut off as I waited for the slap of the baton in my palm. It came, and I was off, a damn good start. I shaved off a half-second of our second-place lead, aware of people in the stands on their feet. Athletes from every team lined the sides of the track, cheering us on. My legs pumped as hard as they’d ever done, a flat-out sprint straight from the start and all the way to Chris, waiting with his teeth bared like a wild animal. I had a brief, horrible vision of missing his hand entirely – it had happened before to me – and then I was on him, passing it off and veering off the track, hands at the back of my head as I ran along, watching Chris, shouting, “Go, go, go!”

We were close. We were so fucking close. At my angle I couldn’t see if Chris was in first or second, but I knew one thing. It was going to come down to the handoff to Bo. I silently willed him to have magic fingers now, because we had a real shot at this.

I was aware of Coach Britt at the finish line along with half the damn team, but for once that day, I paid her no mind. My eyes were locked on Chris as he approached Bo, his arm extending, the baton touching Bo’s hand…

…and he had it, he had it, and he was sprinting as hard as I’d ever seen the kid run. Fuck, if his shoes started smoking, I wouldn’t have been surprised. We had a clear and definite lead, then we didn’t, then we did. It was neck and neck, and every time our competition poured it on, so did Bo. His form was fucking atrocious, his arms swinging wide, but his legs were doing twice the work for him, and the finish line was there, right there, and so was I, and Chris, and Rory, and we were shouting, “Run, run!” and Bo was. Even through the roar of the crowd I could hear his ragged breathing, like a horse put to its paces, and I was right there beside Coach Britt and the rest, nearly stepping too far over the line, someone’s hand catching me and holding me back as Bo hit the finish line and collapsed, his chest heaving, his eyes wild as he sought out the scoreboard.

He did it. The team erupted. The crowd erupted, Bo shot to his feet, shouting, yelling, mashed by Rory, Chris, and me, then the rest of the team. We lifted him up on our shoulders like he brought home first place for the entire team, which he very well might have. It would push our school way up in the standings.

* * *

The two-mile finished out the day’s events, starting before the pole vaulters but ending after. While I’d been feeling good all day, a sudden spear of self-doubt hit me hard as I warmed up with a few light stretches. Coach Britt came to me, the last of our team to compete.

“I could use another speech like this morning,” I said.

“I’m all out of speeches, but how about some advice?”

“’I’m not competing against him, I’m competing against myself?’”

They were the words she’d spoken to me before divisionals, and they made her chuckle. “No, something a bit more useful than that.”

“I’ll take anything you can give me. As long as I get to do the same to you later.” I gave her a lascivious grin and she sighed deeply, but looked amused nonetheless.

“About Adrian. I’ve been in his shoes before in this kind of situation. He’s going to be leery of making the same mistake twice, and that in itself is a mistake.”

“You think he’s going to be overly cautious about gassing out.”

“Yes. And you can use that. If I’m right, he’ll trail you, just a step or two behind. He’s going to wait for you to show weakness in the last couple laps. Give it to him. Falter just a bit. Not a lot, but enough to get his attention. Then you push him.” She studied me. “And I want you to know one other thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You’ve already won.”

I didn’t get it, not right away, so I decided to be a smartass, my default for situations where my brain hadn’t yet caught up with me. “The race, or you?”

Her smile was enigmatic. She looked up into the stands. My parents and Jamie had moved rows closer to the front, along with what I presumed were the other sprinters’ parents. They waved, and Jamie blew me a discreet kiss. For the first time, I noticed other faces I recognized in the stands, friends and classmates from school. I even saw River there, sandwiched in among several of her friends. I didn’t think anything of it, except that it was odd to see her at a sporting event. She wasn’t the type, but I figured she was there mostly just to hang out with friends.

Have I mentioned I’m an idiot? If I haven’t, oh yeah, I’m an idiot.

The announcer called for us to line up. Half the team was with our two pole vaulters, the other half came to the starting line, cheering me on. The start and finish would take place right in front of the stands where my girlfriend, friends, and family waited. I held Jamie’s eyes for a long moment, my parents looking between us, and then I was slapping hands with my competitors, Adrian included. He gave me a cool look, like he already had my number. I winked at him.

“Don’t have too much fun staring at my ass the whole race,” I said.

His cool look turned to a scowl. We lined up, and we were off.

It was one of my best starts off the line all year, but then again, damn near everyone had a good start. I fought down the giddy instinct to sprint my last race of my high school career, and found my Zen, my feet pounding the track rhythmically, muscles pumping, my mind going to an endorphin-boosted zone, a high like I’d never felt before or since. This was my element, and win or lose, I was going to have fun.

Every track meet that year saw three or four of us in a distinct fight for the top four slots, with everyone else trailing behind. State was different. Every single person on the track that afternoon could have taken first on any given day. Sure, Adrian and I were the heavy favorites, but a stumble or too early a push could have spelled disaster for either one of us.

For the first two laps, I stayed right in the middle of the pack, focusing on my pace and largely ignoring the rest of the competitors. Unlike divisionals, I knew my pace was fast, maybe too fast. I was in danger of pushing myself too hard, but on the third lap, I coasted to the front of the pack, starting to feel the burn, maybe the best damn feeling in the world outside of sex. I was aware of nothing but the other runners in those long minutes, my vision narrowed to a tunnel, to the number one guy, and then I was past him, remembering Coach Britt’s advice. I had to take the lead to lose the lead, but if I pushed too hard now, I wasn’t going to have to fake gassing out. It would actually happen.

I couldn’t afford to look behind me, but I knew he was there, a shark in the water smelling blood. Three laps became four, four became five. My chest burned more than my legs. Those would hurt like hell soon too, but not yet. For now, it was my breathing that I had to focus on, and it was like the world around me went silent. All I could hear – or imagine I heard, more like – was the in and out of my breath, my lungs filling and emptying, my blood rushing through me.

In the fifth lap, someone pulled ahead of me, and now I heard the roar of the crowd, but it was too soon and he fell back nearly to the rear of the pack by the end of that lap, done for. I was passed again at the start of the sixth, and let them have it for a minute before I poured it on. Now I felt the burn in my legs, my muscles screaming at me to stop this punishment even while my brain went wheeeeee, faster, Simon, faster!

I nearly didn’t let up. I might not have, if I didn’t see her. Lily Britt at what would be the finish line at the end of the eighth lap. I could hear her, even if she said nothing. Not her advice, but the words that followed. You’ve already won.

I let myself falter. It wasn’t more than a half-second’s hesitation, but I slowed, and Adrian and another runner shot past me, and for a moment, I thought I didn’t have it in me, that I really had gassed out, that this wasn’t an act, and that would have been okay. I would have gotten third or fourth, but I’d made it to the show and put in a better performance than I had ever hoped. It was okay to let them win. I didn’t need it. I had that relay victory, after all.

The wall. Every runner hits it now and again. I knew it for what it was, the excuses like poison in my mind, but I wouldn’t taste it, not then, not when I was just a second behind my nemesis on the track. I let him coast for half a lap. Let him think this was in the bag. Then I left it all out there, not content with what felt like a leisurely jog up to that point, but a sprint. Me against myself. Me against the world. I put my head down and I charged.

The Guy Not Named Adrian looked startled when I moved up beside him. He tried to keep up but faltered. Not a lot, but enough, and I was past him, everyone in the stands on their feet, our teammates almost on the track, roaring, roaring. Adrian didn’t look when I came up on him, side by side. Neither did I. There were no more games to be played at that point. There was only the finish line and our nearly empty tanks. I heard someone’s lungs work, realized it was his, and I was past him, a foot ahead, two. Whatever time I’d lost playing the game, I won it back. In the video, you can see him reach for me, as if he meant to physically stop me. It’s at that point the third-place guy eased past him, and Adrian stumbled, nearly falling, and half the damn pack was past him, chasing me.

First place, baby. And it tasted fucking good.


Chapter 6

“Someone put me out of my misery,” I groaned, staring up at the sky. As far as places to die went, at least the grass on the field was comfy. I was still surrounded by friends, family, and teammates, though the last were busy picking up camp and getting ready to leave the state competitions behind. Already other teams were bleeding away, and the stands had emptied.

I couldn’t move, not for long minutes. I’d walked a third of a lap after the race as my teammates pounded me on the back, my muscles on autopilot, my legs, lungs, and throat on fire. But I’d done it. Personal record shattered. School record broken. Someone told me later Adrian tried to have my win reversed because I came off the blocks too fast, but if that was true, it never stuck. And fuck him anyways, his part in this book is done, the dick. I heard he became a dentist. I hope his patients have halitosis like a dog’s asshole on chili night. Is that petty? Sure. Do I care? Not really.

“Get up,” Kyrie said, nudging me with her foot.

“Nuh uh. Can’t make me.”

“Picture time,” Bo’s mom said.

“Edit me in,” I said, throwing an arm over my face. I wasn’t even sure I could stand.

“If he won’t come to us…” Bo said, and collapsed down on the ground beside me. Rory and Chris joined in, the four of us making a plus sign with our bodies as the parents took pictures. Someone used their foot to flop my arm off my face. I think it was one of my sisters. I didn’t care enough to look.

Finally, I was pulled to my feet for a team picture. We cinched first place overall at the track meet, and since I brought home the most points, I was given the place of honor in the middle. We took one as a team, but our coaches stood apart, and I called for them to join us. They did, playing it up reluctantly, and I guided Coach Britt right beside me. Feeling bold, as the parents started taking the next round of pictures, I slipped a hand over and squeezed her ass. From the way Jamie’s eyes crinkled, she must have noticed. I don’t know that anyone else did, and in the picture, it simply looks like my arm is behind her back. But there’s a look to her eyes, a gleam of amusement, that tells the whole story.

She was mine.

Normally it was the duty of the freshmen to load up the equipment on the bus, but we all chipped in that day. Now the aftereffects of pushing myself so hard all day were getting to me, and I moved like a sloth, fighting back a grimace at my stiffness – and not the fun kind of stiff, though we’ll get to that again, have no fear, oh reader of mine.

I took a minute apart from the team to say goodbye to my parents and Jamie. God, did I want to kiss my girlfriend, but we couldn’t be in the open, not yet. Not that the whole damn world didn’t know at that point, but we were still caught up in the idea that we were keeping a dirty little secret, even if my parents, teammates, and friends could see the little smirks and long lingering looks we gave each other before she told me good job one last time and that I should come by again sometime for another celebratory dinner.

Pretty soon, it was time to load up and say goodbye for real to high school life. The team had reservations at a pizza place, where we loaded up on sweet, sweet carbs, our last meal together as a team. Kyrie sat beside me the whole meal, reaching across now and then to stroke my cock through my sweats. Coach Britt further down the table saw, and in her eyes was a storm.

I spent some time before we left in the bathroom, giving myself my usual post-meet scrub-down with a fistful of damp paper towels in a bathroom stall and rolling on more deodorant. I paid particular attention to my junk, figuring my not-so-little feller would soon be meeting Kyrie on the bus. It wasn’t exactly a shower, but it would do.

Back on the bus, Coach Britt told us how proud she was of all of us, that we’d put on a clinic that wouldn’t be forgotten anytime soon. We filled that bus with thunder, then Rory started a “Coach Britt! Coach Britt!” chant that even the bus driver joined in on, all of us thumping our feet and clapping. Her delighted, shy laugh was pure and beautiful.

We began to settle in then, a few of us digging out phones or handheld game systems, more settling in to sleep. Kyrie started to slide over to sit next to me, and Coach Britt gave us a tight smile. “Ah, no. Mr. Mosley, I think it would be best if you sat up here with me.”

“Aw, Coach,” I groaned.

But Kyrie only laughed. Into my ear, she whispered, “In another life,” and gave me a long, lingering kiss that had the bus roaring again. I sighed theatrically, but the truth was, my heart was never really on Kyrie. I would have loved to have slept with her, don’t get me wrong, but the warrior’s prize was the smirking woman in her late twenties waiting for me a few rows before the head of the bus.

I grabbed my duffel bag and headed up there. The exhaustion that had threatened to bury me after the race vanished now, and my cock gave an appreciative lurch. Coach Britt gestured to the seat across from her and I dropped into it.

Dusk was slowly transforming into true night by the time we hit the road. Despite the earlier noise, the bus was nearly silent on our last trip home together as a high school unit. I’d be going to college with a couple of the team, but while we’d always remain friendly, our lives would diverge, as they tended to do. Rory would tear a hamstring his freshman year and drop out of track entirely to focus on becoming a math teacher. Anise, one of our shot-putters and throwers, would transfer after two years to chase different dreams. That was life. I loved them as you do teammates, fiercely and then with the warmth of the passage of time. I’ll go months without thinking about them, then remember a moment with a clarity that always brings a smile to my face. Although my life has been blessed many times over since those days, there’s still some big part of me that wishes we could have been teenagers together forever.

But that wasn’t to be my path, and the newest addition to the loves of my life was seated right across from me.

* * *

“Soooo,” I said, pitching my voice low. “When you said I’d already won…”

Coach Britt gave me a blast of her twinkling dark eyes, and if I wasn’t lost forever to her, I was now. “Your two-mile was amazing. But the real win of the day was what you did with Bo. He needed a leader and you came through.”

Our voices were quiet enough that no one else could hear us, though it probably wasn’t necessary. The bus made plenty of noise, and in the oncoming dark, only a few people were still awake in the back.

“That wasn’t just me. It was Rory and Chris too.”

“And that’s exactly what I mean. That kind of thinking is what makes you a natural leader.”

Take charge.

I twisted so I was seated with my legs in the aisle. Coach Britt turned towards me, back to the window, a strange, tentative smile on her face, a glimpse into the woman she really was beneath the coach’s exterior. “I want you. Here and now. On this bus.”

That smile transformed into her smirk. “You wouldn’t know what to do with an older woman like me.”

I grinned at that and texted Jamie, who had ridden up with my parents for the meet and should be free to text.

Coach Britt says I wouldn’t know what to do with an older woman. Mind if I share our pictures?

Do it. Have fun tonight, stud. Come around when you’re tired of playing with her.

I held out the phone without a word. Coach Britt read the exchange, then handed the phone back with an arch of her eyebrow. I brought up the dozens of pictures I’d taken of Jamie and I together, and held it out one more time. She took it, and her smile vanished as she slowly flipped through the pictures.

“We’ve been sleeping together since divisionals. I went there that night to celebrate with her, and I ended up fucking her all night long. I’ll do the same to you, Ms. Britt.”

“Lily,” she whispered automatically.

I smiled. “Lily.”

“You and her… you’re a couple then?”

“I don’t know what we are,” I admitted. “She wants me to go to college, but it’s hard to call us just fuck buddies when she’s been begging me to breed her every single night.”

“To… to…”

My voice went even lower. “To fuck her unprotected pussy and come inside it.” Her legs parted, and her eyes flicked down to my hardening cock in my sweats. I reached across and rested a hand on her calf. “The same thing I plan to do to you.”

“Fuck, Simon,” Lily whispered. She held my phone out with trembling fingers and I took it back.

It was too early in the evening to start something with her. Too much risk of someone seeing. Instead, I scooted back until I was seated just like her, my back to the window, one leg dangling off the seat. I casually slid a hand into my sweats and began to stroke myself, watching her reaction. I wasn’t a hundred percent on Coach Britt – Lily – being into this until right at that moment, but she didn’t protest or even seem all that shocked. Instead, she watched me, dazed, lips parted, her legs spreading even wider.

I took my time, in no rush to push this further until it was full dark. One by one, the students in the back checked out. The only two left awake were Chris and Kyrie, the two now huddled together. My relay teammate now occupied my old spot back there, and judging from the looks they were giving each other, they were doing much the same as what I had planned to do with Kyrie on the way home. But I barely paid them any mind. My eyes feasted on Lily Britt, on her languid, pleased stare at my hand wrapped around my hardon in my sweats, at her little whimper when I pulled the sweats down and showed off my cock to her.

Slowly, she glanced at the back of the bus as though casually checking them over to make sure they were up to no good. I could visibly see her refrain from calling out Chris and Kyrie, that coaching instinct to separate them ingrained into her. But she didn’t really care what they got up to, not with the action happening right across from her, and her attention returned to me. And as I watched, she slid a hand into her own sweats, holding my gaze as she let out a long, satisfied breath.

“Show me,” I said softly.

She looked back again, then lifted her butt up and tugged down her sweats slowly, revealing a pair of black bikini briefs, her hand stuffed deep inside and rubbing at her pussy.

I shook my head, grinning. “Show. Me.”

She hesitated only for a second, then blushed as she slid down her panties too. Her fingers teased along the edges of her pussy lips, pushing them together, then releasing them as her taut, athletic hips flexed. As I watched, she brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them, watching me with a pleased look as I jacked my achingly hard cock faster. Then she brought the wet digits back to her lips and slid them in, moaning so softly it was barely more than a breath.

We fucked ourselves for each other as night came on. The interior of the bus and our bodies were illuminated only by the eerie glow of the neon strips of lighting above the aisle, a purplish hue that did strange things to her reddened cheeks. Her lips parted as she spread her legs wider, one foot dangling in the aisle and circling lazily, the other on the floor. It was almost too dark to make out the details of her pussy lips, but not so dark that I couldn’t see her rocking or her head tilting back, her orgasm a silent thing but no less breathtaking. Lily Britt had just come playing with herself for my entertainment… on a fucking bus, no less.

“Come here,” I said softly. “Suck my cock.”

She gave the back of the bus one last look, then slid down onto the floor of her seat before crawling across to me on her hands and knees, staying low and out of sight. I didn’t think she’d actually do it until she contorted herself before me, legs beneath the seat ahead of me, her hands on my knees, her breath hot against the base of my cock.

In the strange bus lighting, all I could really make out were her eyes as she stared up at me. They were worshipful, maybe even a little insane. She had to be, to want to hook up with an eighteen-year-old athlete of hers who wanted to not just fuck her, but breed her. I didn’t care. I wanted her like that, on her knees, devoted to me and my cock. And when she sucked me into her mouth, I was lost to her the same way I was lost to Jamie.

The speed with which she blew me had nothing to do with fear of discovery. We’d been dancing around this since divisionals, and she took what she wanted. Her mouth was a weapon she used with cruel intensity, bringing me right to the edge, sensing I was ready to nut, then pulling back, gripping my shaft so tight with her delicate hands that I was forced to cool off, back down. How many times she did this, I lost count, four or five, maybe. She bobbed and sucked and hardly made a noise. Me, I had to fight an urge to grunt my lust, to tell her to take my load, to swallow it down like a good slut. I settled for communicating with my hands, gripping her by the back of her head and pushing her down my length, not quite gagging her because that would make too much noise, but close.

The loudest sound between us in those long dangerous minutes was her breath shooting in and out her nose and the wet slick noises her fingers made as she stroked me fervently. I wanted to pull her up on my lap, to fuck her right there on the bus and damn the consequences. If I really had pulled her up to me, I think she’d have done it, no question, no hesitation. She was willing to go this far. Fucking me was only a step further.

The idea excited me. Drove me to strain against her as best I could while trying to move as little as possible. She knew what she was doing, how close I was, and when she pulled off me, the neon light gleamed off her teeth. She pressed my cockhead to my belly and sucked my balls into her mouth in turn. Then she did something with her tongue that I’d never experienced, sliding it up the seam of my sack all the way to my cock, then back down again, teasing my taint a little before sucking my cock again. This time, she didn’t stop. Didn’t tease. Didn’t hesitate. She wanted my come and she wanted it right then and there. I was happy to oblige, gripping her head and brining her down further, finally tapping the back of her throat. She choked once, twice, the loudest sounds we’d made yet, and I let her off me to let her breathe just as my balls began to churn. She stared up at me as I pushed her down one last time, finally pushing deeper still, my cock filling her throat as she tried to hold her breath, tried not to let out any sign of what we were doing. I let her pull back only at the last possible second, my come shooting across her tongue, then hitting her face, her cheeks, her forehead. She writhed as if in ecstasy, and maybe she was. Her eyes were closed, her mouth wide open, her breaths coming hard. Then she opened her eyes again and stared up at me, dark desire written all over her face.

“Go back to your side,” I said softly, and she gave the aisle a quick glance before she obeyed. I pulled up my sweats, and gave the aisle a cursory glance myself before pulling the same act she had, sliding down until I was below sight of the seats, then sliding across to her. I was hungry, and I wasn’t going to be denied my meal.

Lily knew what I wanted and yanked her sweats and bikini briefs down. I couldn’t see much of her body but I didn’t have to. I found her pussy lips with light grazes of my fingertips, making her moan softly as I teased her in some way she liked. She quivered as my tongue met her wet lips for the first time, my fingers applying the same pressure I’d seen her do, teasing the exterior of her lips while I dragged my tongue through her depths to her prominent hood and big clit. Someone at the back of the bus cleared their throat, a sleep sound, but even if someone had been trying to get our attention, we wouldn’t have noticed. We were locked into this, our desire too great to be denied.

It made me savagely proud how terrible Lily was at staying still. She would rock her pussy against me, hands on the edge of the seat, then catch herself and stiffen until I sucked her clit or drove my tongue inside her again, at which point she’d fight down the urge to writhe. When I focused on her big magic button, she gripped the hem of her sweatshirt and brought it to her lips to clamp down on it with her teeth, eyes rolling up in the neon light.

She came with a clap of her thighs against my ears, squirming, her back audibly popping. Her fingers dug into my shoulders as I kept lapping at her button, her pussy. She was so fucking wet, soaking the seat and my face. I loved it. Loved her. I wasn’t going to be satisfied with just this one time.

“You belong to me now,” I breathed.

“Yours,” she whimpered, letting the sweatshirt go from her lips. “I’m yours.”

I slid a finger into her and she tensed, eyes going big. “That’s going to be my cock tonight,” I said, so soft only she could hear, but it still felt explosively loud on the quiet bus.

She nodded fervently, jamming the sweater back into her mouth again. I reached up with my free hand to slide it under the fabric and squeeze one of her tits. It was way bigger than I’d ever suspected, her nipple standing stark against the fabric. She shivered from head to toe as I squeezed and kneaded her breast while I finger fucked her.

But I was more intent on drawing out another orgasm from her than her tits at that moment, and brought the hand back down to hold back her hood so I could lap at her clit while I fingered her. I added another digit, and she couldn’t fight the writhing now, head tilting back, butt rising and falling, her thighs pressing tight against me. I didn’t relent, making her come, come, come.

But it had to end. My sore and exhausted legs were cramping up and we were already risking so much. I pulled back, my lips and chin soaked with her pussy juices, and stared up into her eyes in the lights. She stared back, coming down, whimpering three words under her breath.

“My place. Tonight.”


Chapter 7

We exchanged phone numbers on the bus, and Lily texted me an address. When we got back home, we helped the underclassmen and other coaches unload the bus with the rest of the seniors, everyone standing around for a minute longer, slapping hands, hugging, everyone reluctant to move on but at the same time ready for the next phase.

I went home. Mom and Dad were still up, and greeted me with hugs and congratulations again. They looked like they wanted to say something when I said I was going out to celebrate with Chris and Rory, but they let it go that night. I was grateful for that. By that point, I knew they knew about Jamie. She hadn’t exactly been subtle with the fuck-me eyes after the meet, and the way her hug and hand on my arm lingered had to have been a clear sign we were now more than friends. But in my parents’ eyes, I saw a combination of both weariness and wariness, something I assumed didn’t have much to do with me. Three hours for them on the road together by that point in their crumbling marriage must have been akin to hell, and that was just one way. To do that trip twice in a single day… yeah, I don’t know how one of them didn’t wind up murdered.

A strange, not entirely unpleasant realization hit me as I showered. I didn’t have to be there for the implosion of my parents’ lives. I was eighteen. I’d graduated. Hell, up until last year, Alan and I had been talking about getting an apartment together that summer. Now I guess that had changed, but Jamie would certainly take me in. I could just… move on.

Was that what I wanted? To abandon the Titanic instead of trying to save its two last passengers? Yeah. It was. I didn’t want to hurt my parents further, but I packed some clothes and personal things anyways. Things I’d want to take with me, if this was a goodbye of sorts and I had a terrible feeling it was. Not permanently, I loved my parents too much for that. But I didn’t want to be the reason they felt like they needed to hold it together. The funny thing is, as much as I was looking forward to being a more permanent part of Jamie’s life, she was never the driving force behind my thinking. This was a mercy of sorts, for my parents, for my sisters, for me.

I walked out of my bedroom with my backpack and laptop bag slung over my shoulders. Dad looked up at me from a novel, and Mom smiled distractedly as she tried to pretend to watch some reality TV show.

“That looks like a lot of stuff for a party,” Dad said. His smile was rueful. I think he knew. No, I know he did. Mom too, when she started crying.

I went to her and sat beside her to hug her with one arm around her shoulders. My voice was quiet, not quite a child’s, or even a teenager’s, but a son’s voice. “Are you two getting a divorce?”

They were silent, but from the way Mom started to shake as her tears intensified, I knew. Dad finally said, “Yeah, bud. We weren’t going to tell you until after you started college, but… yeah.”

“Okay,” I said. “I just… I love you both, you know?”

“We don’t w-want that to change,” Mom said.

“It never will,” I promised her.

“Are you sleeping with Jamie Moss?” Dad asked.

I blew out a breath. There it was. “Yeah. Since divisionals. She never did anything with me until then so don’t think she’s… you know.”

“Yeah.”

“Be careful, honey,” Mom said. But I don’t think she cared. I don’t think Dad did either, beyond a certain sort of awe. I hugged Mom tight again, stood up, and went to Dad for a hug too.

Then I was gone.

* * *

Lily answered the door and I froze up completely as I took in her lace bodysuit. The damn thing left nothing to the imagination, her ripe pussy lips and nipples glaring underneath the barely-there fabric.

“Fuck, Coach… Lily,” I said. “That’s going to take some getting used to.”

She snickered and pulled me inside. I let myself be pushed back against the door when she closed it, her hand going for my cock through my basketball shorts. “I thought you’d changed your mind.”

“No. You’re mine. If you can handle me being with Jamie too.”

“I can.”

“Good.” I gripped her by the waist and crushed my lips to hers. My hands moved to her tight little peach of an ass and I lifted her up, making her moan. She wrapped her legs around me, kissing my chin, my lips, my cheeks. “But if you’re mine, you’re mine, Lily. I’m taking you raw. Fucking breeding you the same way I am her.”

“Oh God, oh fuck,” she whimpered, as I carried her towards the back of the house. It wasn’t a large place, and there was really only one direction the bedroom could be.

“Are you on the pill?”

She shook her head, blushing. “I… during the season, I’m so focused on that I don’t date.”

“Good. Tell me you want it,” I said, my voice low and dark. “Tell me you want this eighteen-year-old dick inside you, making you pregnant.”

“I want it. Oh fuck, I want it. I want everything you’ll give me, Simon, give me it, give me your come, come inside my pussy.”

“To breed you.”

“Yes. Breed me.”

“No. Beg. Beg me to breed that pretty little cunt.”

“Please!” she cried out as we crossed the threshold into her bedroom. “Please, Simon, put that big dick inside me and breed my hungry little c-cunt!”

I dropped her on the bed and smashed my lips to hers again, taking her with them. Her tongue shot against mine as she yanked my shorts down. I shoved her lace bodysuit’s bottoms aside and slapped her cunt with my dick as I feasted on her tongue, sucking it into my mouth, making her back arch when I shifted my cock and fed her pussy with what she craved.

Lily was so goddamn tight, but those wet walls took every single inch of me right to the balls. Good thing, too. I wouldn’t have been able to restrain myself, not that night. I speared into her with a primal grunt of satisfaction, my hands moving again, this time to her breasts. I ripped open the bodysuit, and she gasped, “Fuck, yes, take me, take me you young fucking stud, take what’s yours, take your whore, fuck me, fuck, oh, oh fuck.”

I pounded into her, watching her big tits bounce in time. They weren’t nearly the size of Jamie’s humongous MILF tits, but on Lily’s tight athletic frame, they were obscene. I liked that her nipples always seemed to be standing at attention, and the thick areolas that surrounded them. I was going to make them leak milk soon. The thought drove me to kiss her neck, to suck at her skin, marking her as her legs spread wide, feet kicking at the air, my cock hammering in and out of her, a relentless zero-to-sixty fucking that never let up.

My muscles were so sore by that point, but there was no way in hell I was stopping now. I was going to have her, even if I ended up in the hospital with dehydration and torn muscles. I fucked her mindless, her words falling away to half-gurgled coos and giggles. Her eyes rolled up as her head and back bucked, as close to ahegao as I’d ever made a woman go. Her pussy started quivering with an orgasm and never stopped, gripping me tight, milking me for my come.

My need roared, but I wasn’t done with her yet. I knew how I wanted to finish inside her, and pulled out of her with a sound not entirely unlike a cork popping. She gasped as I flipped her over. I’d fucked her so hard her arms trembled as she thrust her ass high for me, that tight perfect peach inviting my tongue before I took her again. So I gave it to her, tasting her bleached little asshole, fucking it with my tongue a few times before I lined up my cock with her drenched pussy again and shoved deep, going for broke this time. No stopping us now.

I shouted her name when I came, not Coach Britt anymore, never really again, but Lily, my second girlfriend of the summer, my second great love, the second mother to my children. She giggled deliriously as my come flooded her pussy, filled her up, gave her what both our depraved minds wanted. I pulled out of her and she twisted around, boneless and on the verge of collapse, but with just enough energy to kiss me hungrily, stroking my softening cock as I in turn fingered her messy cunt.

“My eighteen-year-old star athlete,” she whispered, and collapsed backwards, giggling again as I sucked her nipples into my mouth, still fingering her, already starting a second round before the first had even really finished.


Chapter 8

We woke and fucked again, Lily on top, riding me reverse cowgirl-style, her tight little ass bouncing up and down on me. It wasn’t long before I had her on her taut tummy, my lubed-up cock sliding between her tight ass cheeks and then into her bleached bud, making her wail my name. I hooked fingers from my clean hand into her mouth and she sucked them as I fucked her ass, eventually blasting my first massive load into her depths and making it spill out with each reflexive post-orgasm thrust.

After I cleaned her up, she passed out again, resting on her stomach in bed, an occasional smile or coo escaping her as I talked quietly to Jamie, who wanted to know every detail. I gave them to her, and promised to be by soon when I was done with my newest toy.

Lily was too sore to fuck again that night, and the exertion of the track meet and the all-night fuckathon got to me too. We stayed in bed, apart from a quick jaunt to the door to grab some delivery wraps and salads. I was voraciously hungry and would be for a few days yet, craving carbs, protein, and salt and trying not to overdo the last.

After we ate, Lily cuddled into me, stroking my chest with her head resting on my arm.

“I never thought of you that way until these last couple months,” she said haltingly.

“Jamie told me the same thing.”

She nodded. “Then she’s probably been seeing the same thing I have.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ever since you turned eighteen, you’ve really come into your own. And seeing you with the team, it’s made me want to drag you inside the locker room during practice and fuck you until I scream.”

I chuckled and squeezed her tit. “Mm, now that would have been fun.” I looked her in the eyes. “I want to know more about you. What makes you you. What brought you here. That sort of thing.”

“Mm. Not a what, but a who. My ex-fiance. Scott. You know Clayton’s, the little health food store in the strip mall on Washington?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever been in there, but sure, yeah.”

“That’s his family’s. We moved back here so he could take it over someday. I guess he probably still will, but Scott will drive that place into the ground.”

“Uh oh.”

“Yup. Terrible with money, and a gambler. That’s why we split up. He dipped into our wedding fund to bet big on a college football game. Two guesses as to what happened.”

“What an idiot.”

“He really was. One of those guys who has the world in front of him, but he keeps making stupid unforced errors. Anyway, I liked the town and my job at the bank, so I decided to stay. It was a good decision. I’m being groomed to take over as vice-president, and they’ll make that formal in the next year or two. So that makes this…” She took my hand and pressed it to her mound, still sticky with some of my drying come. “…make a lot more sense. I’m ready to have kids.”

“They won’t pass you over because of it, will they?”

“No. The director is a woman with a big family of her own. If anything, it’ll help my chances.”

“And if word got out you were fucking an eighteen-year-old?”

“You let me worry about that. Besides, Sharon would probably drool and demand I bring you in for a… demonstration.”

“Hey, if it’d help your chances at a promotion, I’m always happy to be your man meat on demand.”

“Good. Tell me about her.” For a moment, I thought we were still talking about her boss and I was confused.  Lily grinned. “Jamie, I mean.”

“Ah.”

“Am I going to be the side girl?”

I thought about that. “Kind of? I don’t know how this is going to work. But I want both of you. There isn’t one I love more than the other.”

“Love, huh?”

“Yup.”

“Mm. Good. Because I love you too. You and your bitch-breeding big dick.”

“Goddamn,” I groaned. “Can’t say something like that or I’m going to want to fuck you again.”

She chuckled and reached down to stroke my hardening cock. “Well, that’s what it is. A bitch-breeder. A bitch-breaker.”

“Making you my bitch.” I said the words mostly as a joke, but the way her eyes lit up were genuine.

“Mm hm. Your bitch. Your slut.” Lily slipped her tongue into my ear, making me moan, then she whispered into it, “Your cunt whenever you want it.” She pulled back, but didn’t stop stroking me. “Now, tell me about her.”

I did, starting with the aftermath of divisionals and arriving at Jamie’s. Lily liked our agreement that I wouldn’t let my relationship with Jamie affect my college education, and made me agree to the same deal with her. She’d be happy to have me on the weekends and on breaks, but if I didn’t make college my number one priority, she was out.

“But I feel like if I’m going to be your baby daddy, I should help provide,” I said.

“And I expect you to, someday. But I’m okay. And it sounds like your Jamie is too.”

“I… guess she is, yeah. Not rich but she does all right.”

“We are old enough to know what we want. And that’s this cock wrecking our bodies with baby after baby.”

“Jesus.”

“Like that idea?”

“You know I do. I want to get the two of you together sometime.”

“I bet you do. Your best friend’s mom, your slutty coach, mm, that turn you on, baby?”

“Shit, I just meant for dinner, but are you bi?”

She gave me a slow grin that burned hotter than the sun.

* * *

I filled Jamie in after filling her in a different way, the night after my first shift at the hotel. She mounted me as I got to the part about us fooling around on the bus, and soon I was fucking her in the same ways I’d fucked Lily while I told her my every move. I don’t know who liked that session more, me or her.

“I want to get to know her too,” Jamie said. “Invite her here for dinner this weekend.”

I reached for my phone to do that. My smile faded when I saw I had a text message from my dad, telling me he’d moved out and would be living with my uncle. “Fuck,” I muttered.

“What is it?”

“You know how I told you I thought my parents were headed for a divorce?”

“Oh no.”

“Yeah. They finally told me the night of the state track meet.” I held out my phone for her to read the screen, and she pressed a hand to her lips.

“Oh. Oh Simon, I’m so sorry.”

“I thought I wasn’t. But… yeah, me too.”

“They’ve always been so kind to me. Except maybe your state competitions. I think they knew.” She thought about that. “I wasn’t exactly subtle, watching you.”

“They did figure it out.”

“Uh oh.”

“Don’t worry about it. They had too much going on to care, beyond making sure you and I never did anything before I turned eighteen. Besides, I guess it doesn’t matter? I’m eighteen. I graduated. I don’t have to live at home anymore.”

“Mm,” she whispered, cupping her big breasts and bringing one of the nipples to her lips. Before she sucked it, though, she said, “Could always stay here. If you wanted.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

She grinned and sucked her nipple for me.

I went home that night. I thought the house would be emptier, some of the furniture gone or something, but apart from a few framed photographs being taken down from the walls, I couldn’t see where much had changed. Mom was gone. I texted her and she wrote me back and told me she was having dinner with friends. I didn’t know if that meant whoever she was sleeping with and honestly I didn’t really care. I knew Mom and Dad were seeing other people long before they told me about the divorce. My time for outrage and disappointment about that had come and gone.

There were leftovers in the fridge. I’d need to tell Mom gently sometime she wouldn’t need to cook for two anymore, but in the short-term, before I started packing the last of the things I wanted to take with me, I sat at the kitchen table, eating pork roast, mashed potatoes, and zucchini. I imagined Dad sitting across from me, playing a game on his phone. I imagined Mom reading the news or a book on her tablet. I imagined my sisters annoying the hell out of me. I cried some, the last tears I’d shed for my family as we were, but I felt ready to move on too. Funny how you can love people with all your heart but need to put distance between you and them, to compartmentalize your life into the parts you want to live and the parts you want to remember. I wanted to remember the good, and decided to let go of the bad. After all, they loved me, and their happiness was not my responsibility. Mine was.

I decided to go be happy.


Chapter 9

I had a visitor waiting for me in the driveway at my parents’ house as I hauled out a box full of video game paraphernalia. The chill weather was finally giving way to a regular string of beautiful days but the nights still threatened snow, and she was dressed in a knee-length puffy coat and winter beanie, hands shoved into her pockets as she stood in front of my car.

I blinked. “River. Hi. Hey.”

All I could really see of her form that day was her elfin face, and although I was sleeping with two of the most gorgeous women I’d ever met, I still subconsciously sucked in my gut a little at the sight of my high school frenemy. She was some kind of beautiful, I thought, those big, sweet eyes studying me, her pouty lips pressed together tightly, her blonde hair done carefully under her beanie.

“Can we talk?” River asked.

“Yeah. Sure,” I said and nodded towards the car. “Mind getting the trunk for me? It’s open, just pull it up.”

She did that, and I tossed the box of game stuff next to an overflowing clothes basket. “Moving somewhere?” she asked.

“I am.”

“To your girlfriend’s? That older woman from graduation?” Her eyes were fixed on me as she spoke the next words. “The one you had sex with in the bathroom?”

I blinked, remembering little things. The air pressure in the bathroom changing. Seeing River come from the same direction where Jamie and I snuck away. “Oh shit,” I groaned. “What do you want? To blackmail me or something?”

“What?” River asked, her eyes narrowing. “Why would you think I’d want to blackmail you?”

“Because every time we bump into each other it’s like I stumbled across a pissed-off rattlesnake?”

“Wow. Wow, Simon.”

“Tell me it’s not true! Apart from that last week of school, every time I’d see youyin the hallway, you’d call me an idiot or something.”

“Because you deserved it, you jerk!”

“How did I deserve it?” I bellowed. “Is this about the junior high dance?”

“Yes, it’s about the dance, you, you, you dumbass idiot… dumbass!”

“You got sick. I still went. I had a good time. I’m sorry. There. It happened five years ago. Get over it.”

She came at me, and punched my shoulder. River was a slip of a thing and it didn’t hurt, but it did startle me. “That’s not the whole story. I didn’t get sick. I got nervous. I had such a big crush on you, and I got scared and I… kinda… peed a little.”

“What?” I asked.

“Yeah. It was a whole thing. I had this cute dress and I… shut up. The point is, like two days later, I find out you had so much fun you started dating someone else.”

I gaped at her. “You and I weren’t dating, you psychopath!”

“But you asked me to the dance so we were in my head! You didn’t call me or text me or ask if I was okay. You just decided to move onto the next girl. And the next. And the next. And fifty others.”

“It wasn’t fifty,” I mumbled, but I did start doing some mental arithmetic out of male pride, and yeah, okay, I did pretty damn good for myself in high school.

“The point is,” she snapped, “you dated everyone but me. So I got to spend all of high school watching the guy who used to treat me like I was special, like I meant something, become the king of our class while I… I…”

“Shit,” I muttered. She was crying. I hated when girls cried. It was forever my weakness. I shut the trunk, and gripped her shoulders, then slowly, awkwardly brought her in for a hug. She accepted it as stiffly as I gave it, at a distance, sniffling. When we broke apart, she swiped at her eyes.

“I was going to… to ask you at Samantha’s party to do something for me. But I’ve missed out on that opportunity now too. Because of course I did.”

“What were you going to ask me?” But she wouldn’t answer. I sighed, and headed for the open garage. “Come on. I have a couple more boxes of things. You can help me out. You hungry? Mom made pork roast and potatoes. It’s good. Dry, but if you load the roast with the potatoes, it’s amazing.”

“I’m not hungry.”

I hiked my shoulders in a shrug and headed inside. She followed, looking around, frowning. “I’ve been here before, but I can’t remember when.”

“My birthday party. Third or fourth grade.”

“Oh. Right. I felt so special getting an invitation and then I realized you invited the whole class.”

“Not everybody,” I said. “I wasn’t about to have Greg Chamberlain here trying to swirly everyone in my bathroom.”

“God, that asshole,” she said. “Did you hear he got out of juvie?”

“And wound up getting arrested again the next week?”

“Yeah. His parents called my dad to see if he wouldn’t defend him.”

“No shit?” I asked, grinning. We were in my bedroom now. It was looking bare with almost everything gone but the furniture and the bedding.

“Yeah. They tried to hook him by playing it up like I was best friends with Greg and he’d be protecting one of my classmates. Dad brought up a picture of when Greg put rubber cement or something in my hair and I had to nearly shave my head. Then he told them to get out.”

“Good for him,” I said, real admiration in my voice. Her dad might have been the most successful parent in our school. It wasn’t a big city and there weren’t a lot of lawyers, but he was well-regarded and highly sought after.

River sat on my bare mattress, and after a moment wondering if she had any knives hidden away, I sat next to her. She looked all around, frowning. “This is all so weird. You’re really going to live with that woman? She had to be in her thirties.”

I nodded. “Do you remember Alan Moss? That’s his mom.”

“Oh. I knew I’d seen her around. You’re really dating her?”

“Yeah.” I didn’t mention Lily. I still wasn’t sure what the hell was going on, if River was there to take out her grievances or if she wanted something more carnal. The idea had me half-hard in hope, but I wasn’t ruling out River coming at me with teeth and nails.

“And your parents are okay with this?”

“They don’t have much of a choice,” I said. “They’re getting a divorce. I don’t have to hang around for that, so I’m not.”

“I’m sorry.”

“So am I. But they’ll be happier, I think. I don’t know.”

“What about you? Will you be happier?”

I didn’t have to think about that. “I don’t know about happier but I’m glad we’re all going to stop pretending like things are normal. I didn’t want them to stay together for me and I sure as hell didn’t want them making each other miserable because that made me miserable too, even if they were always good to me. And now I get to go live with one of my dream women, someone I love.”

“Someone… you love.”

“Yeah.”

She nodded, and let out a long sigh. “I’m an idiot.”

“Why? Wait, did you really want there to be an us?”

“Yes. At least for a night. I… kinda wanted… to ask you at Samantha’s to, um, to take my virginity.” I gaped at her, and she shrugged uncomfortably. “I wanted a guy with experience to do it. I’m nineteen now and I’ve never even had a great kiss.”

“You and Tom…”

“Tom’s gay,” she said quietly. “You can’t tell anyone that, but he is. He dated me to make his dad happy. And I got someone to hang out with, someone sweet who wasn’t going to hurt me.”

“I never had a clue.”

“He’s really conflicted about it. His parents are super conservative. He wants to tell them before college but he’s afraid they’ll cut him off. He was okay with me telling you all this, to explain why things are they way they are, but you’re maybe the only other person who knows. So please, I mean it, you can’t tell anyone.”

“I won’t. Of course I won’t. Whatever you might think about me, River, I wouldn’t hurt a friend like that.”

“You hurt me,” she said.

I twisted towards her. “Jesus. That was five years ago, you nut. Let it go. And what would this even be? A one-night stand? A summer thing?”

“We’re going to the same college together, you jackass,” she said. “I was hoping maybe it could be more, but God, you’re pissing me off so-”

I lunged across the space between us and kissed her. I didn’t plan to do it, I just did. There was a moment of shock on her part where she didn’t respond, then she shoved her tongue against my lips. At the same time, her hands shot for my chest and pushed me back. I thought she was trying to get me to stop at first, a confusing mix of signals between her lips and her fists, but then I realized she wanted me on my back, and I went until River was straddling me on the bed, staring down at me, chest rising and falling in her coat. She ground on me hard, like she was trying to fuck me through our clothes, a little gasp escaping her.

“I heard you with her,” she said, her voice hoarse. “How y-you were going to breed her.”

I gripped the zipper on her coat and yanked it down. “Fuck,” I groaned. Underneath wasn’t a shirt, but lingerie, a lacy blue bra. I pulled it up and over her perky tits, revealing the cutest goddamn upturned pink nipples, and I wasted no time sucking one of these into my mouth.

“Is it true?” River moaned, rocking on me and pressing her tit even harder against my mouth.

“Uh huh.”

She shrugged out of her coat and let it fall beside the bed. “You’re really going to… m-make her pregnant?”

“Yes.”

She pulled her bra the rest of the way off, taking her beanie with her and shaking loose her long blonde hair. “Fuck, Simon. We shouldn’t… you shouldn’t cheat on her…”

“She’s okay with me sleeping with whoever I want so long as we get tested. You being a virgin…”

“No STDs. I even got tested just in case.” A pause, then she breathed, “Fuck it. But if you’re lying to me about her being okay with it, I’ll cut your balls off.”

“Fair enough.”

I grabbed her slender ass and put her on her back. Her blonde hair spilled across the comforter, and I kissed her again, deeper and more controlled this time, giving her the good kiss she deserved and had been craving. I think she approved. Her foot ran up and down the side of my calf, her thighs parting for my hand as I undid the button on her jeans.

“You two… you’re all I’ve been thinking about since graduation,” she moaned as I slid my hand into her panties and teased her tight little pussy. I couldn’t see her lips, but I could feel how delicate they were, the smallest of my girlfriends. But already she was responding to me, her body rocking as I teased her pussy lips and kissed the side of her neck. “It’s like a fever I can’t escape. So many… fantasies. Oh, oh God. When… when… Jasmine and Katie wanted to go to the track meet, I… I… oh please don’t stop doing that, oh, oh God, Simon.”

“If we do this,” I said against her skin, making her arch her back, “you’re mine, River. Same as them.”

“Th-them?”

I chuckled. “Yes. Them. There’s one more. I’ll introduce you soon. But this… this is my sweet little pussy now.” I stroked her hood with my middle finger and her heel twisted against my skin. “All of you is mine to use how I want.”

“W-who…?”

“It doesn’t matter, River. If you’re with me, it comes with the same understanding they have. I fuck who I want. But this… this dick is the only one for you.” She squirmed beneath me, her eyes glossy with her building need. If she lasted more than a minute without coming, I’d be surprised. “So are you mine? Or should I stop?”

“Noooo.”

I stopped my finger’s movements, giving her a mock concerned frown. “Oh, I should stop?”

“No! Don’t stop! I mean, I mean… fuck, I’m yours, nnngh, please, please make me come!”

I did. I brought my lips to hers again, cradling her neck with my free hand as I rubbed her pussy lips and teased her clit. Her cry filled the empty house when she came, her eyes closing, her lips noshing together. It was cute. It was sexy as hell. I wanted those lips around me but that would come another day. That night I intended to make about her pleasure and the release of the dam of her need.

I slid off the bed and she tried to chase me, a look of worry on her face until I gently pushed her back down and took her jeans the rest of the way off her. “Are you going to…?”

“Not yet,” I said. “I want a taste of you first.”

“O-okay,” River whispered, and pushed herself up onto her elbows after I tugged her to the edge of the bed and dropped between her long, slender legs. Her whole body shivered from head to toe when I took my first few laps of her delicate cunt. I loved that, how responsive she was to every new sensation.

I knew we wouldn’t have forever, not there at my house, but I took my time eating River out and teasing her pussy lips and her clit with my fingers. Her knees would rise up with each orgasm I gave her, her body beyond her control. Her eyes took on a lust-daze to them. I don’t think she even knew she was smiling, but she was, a happy, shellshocked smile, almost like she was drunk. For the most part, she was all whimpers and keens of need, especially when she was close, but at one point, she breathed, “Hoped you would be good but… oh, oh Simon, oh my God…”

I was prouder of those words than my performance at state. “Ready?” I asked. She nodded, her smile vanishing and replaced by a look of consternation. I rose up her body. “I’m going to kiss you now, if you don’t mind your own taste.”

“I don’t mind,” she said throatily, blushing hard. I kissed her, holding her cheeks and stroking back an errant blonde hair from her eyes. As we lost ourselves in the kiss, I brought my cockhead to her entrance. She tensed, and that wouldn’t change until this was done, but I was as gentle as I could be, sliding into her, feeling the momentary resistance of her hymen until that was gone. Her eyes closed and she shivered, but gave me no indication I should stop.

I slowly entered her, explored her, tested what she could take, and despite her slender hips, that was a shocking amount. I went deeper, deeper, deeper still, until my balls rested against her ass and I breathed, “Jesus, River.”

“W-what? Did I do something wrong?”

“No. Fuck no. Look down.”

She did, and she gasped. “Oh my God, I took all of it?”

“Every inch.”

It was fucking obscene the way my cock split her delicate pussy lips wide, not to mention the bulge of me inside her, like she had a small arm rammed up her nearly to her tummy. The sight made me want to grab my phone and take a picture. Not this time. Soon.

That first time together was slow and gentle, more rocking of my hips than anything else. I enjoyed it, that closeness. I’d made love to Jamie and Lily, but this was different. This was me taking care of someone, teaching them with my body that this was nothing to be afraid of, that there was pleasure and joy ahead of her. River came a few times like that, holding my shoulders, her hands unmoving that first time as she let herself experience this. There would be time to explore and play another day. Her entire universe in that moment was on the connection of our bodies, of her slow rolling orgasms, not nearly as powerful as the ones I’d already given her with my fingers and my tongue, but special in another kind of way.

And when I was close, I gave her an option. “River… I’m going to come soon.”

Her eyes opened and sparkled. “I want what they have, Simon.”

Pregnant. She wanted to be… pregnant. No. She wanted to be bred.

Fuck. Me.

At my look of shock, she grinned and traced my face with her fingers. “I’m… kind of a freak in hiding. Is that okay?”

“Fuck yeah,” I breathed. Maybe I should have said no. Maybe I should have said let’s think about this. We’re eighteen and nineteen and a kid at college would be crazy. But I didn’t. I was thinking about her petite dancer’s body and her belly big and round with my kid, and I began to strain inside her, pushing the envelope of what she could take but never going too far. We kissed again, one last time that fuck session, and I saw in her eyes a wild light like I’d seen in Jamie’s, in Lily’s.

She was mine.


Chapter 10

“Am I underdressed for this?” River asked me, looking down at her pink pleated skirt and tummy baring white top tied off underneath her perky tits. We had some fun going through her closet for that outfit on one of the nights following that first night together. She needed a few days to recover after I took her virginity. It left her aching and sore, but she told me she was all healed up now and ready for the Great Dickening. My words, not hers.

“Fuck no,” I said, sliding a hand under her skirt and squeezing her tight little ass. The thong underneath was pink too, albeit a different shade than the skirt. My pink girl, I’d discovered. Anything and everything pink, she loved. Good thing too, because I knew two pink things I was hoping to help her examine up close and personal that night.

It was Saturday, and we were going to have dinner with both Jamie and Lily. When I asked Lily if I could tell River who she was, she didn’t mind, but then again, if I’d asked Lily to take a swim with sharks, she’d have asked me if she should wear a one-piece or a bikini. For her part, River promised to keep my relationship with the two older women secret, not that there was much point. I was now living with Jamie, and none of us were exactly shy about PDA.

I split my time between my three girlfriends, alternating nights spent with Jamie or Lily and sneaking off to River’s place when the opportunity allowed, usually after I got off work from the hotel. She had a summer job too, interning with her father’s law office, where she planned to work someday, so we didn’t meet up every day, but we found ways to keep each other drooling. The pictures she took of her tight little ass with her professional black skirt hiked up had me pounding Jamie into a mattress when I saw it. The reciprocal picture I took of Jamie with my cock making her cheek bulge while my come ran in rivers down her chin had River demanding to see me do it again when she was around.

Jamie opened the door with a smile. She was dressed that night in a simple tank and tight khaki shorts that did wonders for her curvy hips and ass. “River, hi! Welcome to my home!”

“Thank you, Jamie. Or… um… should I call you Mrs. Moss?”

“Jamie’s perfect, honey. No need to be nervous.” River stepped closer, and Jamie, smooth as you please, brought her hand to River’s waist and leaned in to kiss the corner of her mouth gently but firmly, making it more of a question than a greeting.

River blushed, and said, “That’s the first time a woman’s kissed me. Can we do it for real, though?”

Jamie laughed throatily, and with a quick flick of her eyes towards me, she brought her lips to River’s again. This time, it almost turned into a make-out session, Jamie’s hand going to River’s slender ass in her short pink skirt and pulling her in tighter.

“Oh wow,” River breathed when she pulled back. “This is going to be fun.”

Lily came out of the kitchen, taking in my new girlfriend. She wore a thin-strapped blue dress that left so much cleavage and side boob on display she might as well have been wearing nothing at all. I liked it, and felt myself hardening.

“Look at you,” she said, nakedly drinking in River. “You’re a snack.”

For a long moment, it was like a horny Mexican standoff, Jamie and River still locked together, staring between Lily and me. River pulled free of Jamie and went to Lily, staring her up and down.

“His coach,” she breathed, and giggled a mad giggle. Lily grinned, and cupped the younger woman’s face in her hands.

“You… I’ve seen you around the school, haven’t I? You are eighteen, aren’t you?”

“Nineteen,” River said, and leaned up to kiss my Lily.

While their lips got to know one another I moved behind Jamie and cupped one of her big breasts and her sex through her tank and her shorts. With my chin resting on her shoulder, I said, “We make this work. The four of us. All of you are mine.”

Lily and River’s kiss deepened as Lily’s hand went for River’s tight little ass. River moaned, “Yours,” her voice breathless, stars in her eyes. Lily hiked her skirt up and squeezed her ass, echoing her a moment later.

Jamie twisted her head towards me, pressing her thick MILF ass against my hardening cock. “Yours,” she agreed.

“How long until dinner’s ready?” I asked, already going for the button on her shorts.

“About forty-five minutes. The casserole has to bake.”

“So nothing that needs your attention?”

“Nope,” she moaned as her shorts hit the floor.

“Good. I want to watch you three together.”

“Fuck,” Lily moaned. River started to undo her skirt, but Lily stopped her. “Leave that on,” she growled, and River giggled.

My former coach grabbed my blonde girlfriend’s hand and led her towards the back of the house. Jamie’s thong disappearing between the cheeks of big bubble butt made for an enticing view as I followed her, the swing of her thick hips hypnotic. She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes sparkling.

When River brushed aside the shoulders of Lily’s dress, her tits bounced free of their confines as if they were spring-loaded and waiting for her touch. It made River burst into wild peals of giggles, only silenced when the dress hit the floor and left Lily in nothing at all. They collapsed onto the bed together as I got Jamie’s bra and thong off her, stopping when I dropped the latter to give her asscheeks a kiss before I rose back up and pushed her gently towards the others.

“Oh wow,” River whimpered, staring at Jamie as Lily tugged her thong down her long legs. “You’re so sexy too.”

“Thank you, love,” Jamie said, and crawled onto the bed. “Is he going to breed you too?”

River nodded, a mad light in her eyes to match Lily and Jamie’s. “Uh huh. It’s going to be so hard at college but I want it. I want all the little babies he can give me.”

“Just like us,” Jamie said, and leaned over her to feed her one of her nipples.

“Mmm,” River moaned, and began to suck.

Lily knelt between River’s legs and pulled them over her shoulders. “You’ll bring the baby home to us,” she said matter-of-factly. “We’ll raise it for you. Until you’re done with college.”

Jamie looked at her, an eyebrow arched in surprise. “I like that idea.”

Lily leaned up and the two connected for their own first kiss. It was long, slow, and languid, so familiar I thought for sure they must have met up before that night or gotten up to something before we arrived, but no, this was their first, they told me later, and it was a good kiss, the sort that bonded two people. Our dirty little circle was complete.

I spat into my hand and stroked my cock as Lily brought her tongue to my sweet, insane former frenemy’s pussy for the first time. “What a cute little pussy,” she said, and River gasped as Lily swiped her tongue through her folds. But it was only a momentary break for River, who was almost as obsessed with Jamie’s big tits as me, and that was a tall order. She sucked and cupped them, making little eager noises of hunger. Jamie, meanwhile, slid a hand between her thighs, giving me a hell of a show as she played with herself.

It was a banquet of sexy depravity and I loved it. I fought the urge to join them because I wanted this relationship to be as much about them with each other as with me. Plus, it was the hottest goddamn thing I’ve ever seen. Jamie, the curvy MILF. Lily, the busty fit one. River, the young cheerleader-type. And all three of them were mine, and soon would be fat and full with my kids.

I strolled around the bed, taking out my phone and snapping pictures of all of it. Lily side-eyed me, fierce fire in her eyes as she dragged her tongue against River’s hooded clit. I came in close, switching the phone to video mode, and said, “Tell me how she tastes.”

“Sweet like honey,” she purred. I reached out and spanked her ass and she rocked to it, licking River harder, making her nineteen-year-old lover squirm.

“I want to taste you,” River told Jamie, and I captured it as Jamie straightened up and knee-walked over River’s face. She knelt, her eyes half-lidded as she brought her ripe, full lips to River’s mouth. It might have been River’s first time eating cunt but she threw herself into it with the joy of a true believer, gripping Jamie’s ass and pulling her tighter, moaning and gasping when she wasn’t eagerly licking and slurping at her pussy.

Jamie, for her part, gripped her own big ass and rocked, eyes still nearly closed, her lips parted. “Mmm, that’s it, that’s it, dirty girl, lick my pussy, yessss, get that tongue in there, fuck me with that thing.”

I focused the phone on her as she rubbed her mound and clit while River ate her out. “Is she a good little pussy licker, Jamie?”

“Yessss,” Jamie gasped. She realized I was filming and gave me a naughty smile. “Got her tongue, mmm, deep in my cunt, Simon. I think we’ll keep her.”

“And what about Lily?”

“So fucking dirty, corrupting her like you did. I want to taste her, but you know what I really want?”

“What’s that?” I asked, stroking my cock faster.

“I want to bury my tongue in her nice, tight little ass while you fuck her pussy.”

“Oh fuck,” Lily gasped.

Jamie chuckled breathlessly and rocked harder on River’s face. Lily’s hand worked faster between her thighs, mewling now and then into River’s pussy. All three of my lovers were in a race to come first, and I had no idea who would win. But it was River who gasped out Lily’s name first, muffled against Jamie’s pussy, her legs spreading wider, her body quaking as she came. Lily gave me a self-satisfied grin, her lips and chin wet.

“Yum.”

I ditched my phone and slid onto the bed behind her. She played with her clit, head arching up as I pressed my cockhead to her pussy. With a grunt, I shoved deep, keeping a hand on her waist to hold her in place. With the other hand, I gripped a handful of her brunette hair and pulled it back, making her stare up at Jamie as our MILF lover rocked and quaked on River’s mouth.

“He’s so deep inside me,” Lily moaned.

“He told me… mm… both of you can take every… inch… just like me.”

“Uh huh,” Lily said. “Only his best sluts can.”

“We’re his sluts,” River whimpered, and licked Jamie faster.

“That’s right,” Lily said, throwing it back at me with her tight curvy ass. “We’re his sluts…” She slammed back against me, her ass slapping against my hips. “…his whores…” Slap!” “…his bitches. And we’re all in heat for him, ngh, him and his big… fucking… horsecock.”

“Oh, oh fuck,” Jamie breathed, letting out a breathless, airheaded giggle of lust as her eyes sparkled.

But Lily wasn’t done yet. Oh no. My Lily had a mouth on her, my darkest disciple of lust and insanity. “He’s going to fill our cunts-”

“Our… cunts,” River said dreamily underneath Jamie.

“-over and over and over again. Going to breed us. Make our tits huge with, ah, ah, milk. That’s what we’ll be to him, girls, oh, oh fuck, oh fuck. His for breeding. To slide out baby after baby for him. To be big and fat with his kids.”

“Oh God, oh fuck, oh fuuuuck!” Jamie wailed. She came, and she clutched at Lily’s face. The two older women met with a desperate kiss, tongues flailing together. “His to breed,” Jamie whimpered.

“Yesssss,” Lily said, her grin wide and her eyes vacant, her mind broken by my dick and the depravity I’d brought to her door. “His to breed with this huge fucking bitch-breaker.”

Jamie shot off River and knelt beside me. I gripped a handful of her black hair and pulled her in for a long, searing kiss while still driving my cock back and forth inside Lily, who’d taken to licking River again.

“Lick her asshole while I pound her pussy, baby,” I said, and Jamie grinned before snapping her head down to do just that, a keening need escaping her before she spread Lily’s tight cheeks and started licking. I grabbed the phone again and she took it from me to hold it out and film herself licking Lily’s asshole for the first time.

River whimpered, and my attention shot to her. I hadn’t realized it, but Jamie sitting on her face smeared her makeup, giving my beautiful blonde girlfriend the look of a half-crazed whore as she gurgled Lily’s name. Her legs were drawn up nearly to her chest, and she gripped her own ankles as she grinned up at me.

“Going to come, Simon, she’s going to make me come.”

“Do it, baby, come for her, come for our Lily.”

“Good breeding sluts,” River said nonsensically, nodding her head fervently. “We’re your good breeding sluts, Simon, your good b-bitches.” Her lips worked as her eyes started to roll up, but it was a moment before sound escaped her. “You have to get us pregnant. Have to keep us big and bred. Milk, milky for you, mmm, Simon, im-imagine them drinking it from me, mmm, fuck, oh fuck, oh, imagine, imagine us three, big and pregnant and sitting on each other’s faces and oh fuck, oh, God, oh God, I’m going to come, I’m going to come SO FUCKING HARD!”

She screamed the last few words, her feet nearly touching the pillows at the head of the bed. “Jesus,” I muttered as she came, her feet spreading wide and dropping, her ass flopping up and down, her hands going to Lily’s hair. She sobbed out her pleasure, then she was moving, barely a few seconds between her orgasm and her motion. She joined Jamie as I fucked Lily, and my MILF lover sat back on her heels and gestured at Lily’s ass. River hesitated only a fraction of a second before lunging forward and burying her tongue against my former coach’s ass.

“Fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” Lily chanted, throwing it back at me harder and harder. Her head dipped and she cradled it in her hands, her voice going high and whiny. “Oh shit, oh, oh shit, ahhhhhh!”

She came too, her arms giving out and supported only by my hands on her waist. I pulled out of her, her pussy’s tightness making a slurping sound that set River to laughing breathlessly. I moved to Jamie, and she looked pointedly at River. I gripped her chin and growled, “I’ll fuck all three of you into orgasms before I come.”

“Prove it,” she said breathily, and I was on her, driving her to the mattress and pulling both her legs up and over one of my shoulders, crossing her ankles. She’d taught me this position, one of her favorites because I hit her spot at the perfect angle, and it had its desired effect now. Her eyes rolled up and she thrashed as I pounded into her.

“Oh my God, look at her boobs bounce,” River said, sitting back on her heels.

“Her tits,” Lily said, pushing herself up shakily. She sat beside the younger woman, a hand on her ass. “His cock. Our cunts. Be dirty.”

“I want to be,” River said, low and throatily. “God, the things I’d have done earlier if I had the guts.”

“Mm,” Lily said. “Our good girl gone bad. Shall we suck her tits together?”

“I’d like that,” River said.

To give them more room to play, I let go of Jamie’s legs and she wrapped them around me. Her eyes were only for me as our other two girlfriends knelt on either side of her and sucked at her tits. I occupied myself by sliding two fingers into both Lily and River’s pussies, fingering them as I fucked Jamie with hard, deep strokes, rocking her on the bed. Her eyes held mine, her fingers going to her lips and sucking.

She’d be the first to find out she was pregnant, about a month after that hookup. She told me by getting me naked, pushing me onto the couch, and mounting me before reaching behind my head and pulling the positive test out from where she’d taped it behind the couch. It was just her and me that night, and I fucked her all night long, a panting, roaring madman. Christ, I must have come un her cunt six times that night, every load going right into her pussy.

Lily was a few weeks after that. She made dinner for me, and sucked my cock while I ate. Even for her, this was unusually submissive, and I figured it out when she couldn’t quit grinning up at me during. She had her test hidden among the centerpiece, a selection of glass beads, decorative rocks, and candles. I blew that first load in her mouth, the second in her ass, and the other three that night in her pussy until she could take no more.

River was last, but not far behind Lily, just weeks. She didn’t plan anything out, but drove to the hotel where I worked, rushed in, and nearly dragged me to the ground while I was dealing with a pair of customers. My three girlfriends, all pregnant, all by the time I turned nineteen.

But first came that night the three of us got together, my Jamie tended to by all of us, fucked hard by me, Lily and River sucking her tits and playing with her mound and her clit. Jamie came twice like that before I knew I needed to move on to River, to finish this first round together. There would be more. That summer would be spent in a wash of fucking, twos, threes, all four of us. I went to bed every single night with my balls drained and someone’s pussy, ass, or stomach filled full of come.

I sat on the edge of the bed with my River on my lap bouncing away on my cock. Lily dropped between my knees and buried her tongue against River’s tight little ass, returning the earlier rimming she’d been given. Meanwhile, Jamie knelt behind me, cooing River on.

“Fuck yourself on our man’s big fat cock, that’s it, such a good slut for him, taking every inch.”

“Good slut, good slut for Simon,” River keened, bouncing harder on me, my face buried in her tits. I didn’t know when she’d ditched the top but she still had on her pink skirt and I fucking loved it.

“You’ve got the most important job of all of us, did you know that?” Jamie asked, massaging my shoulders as I buried my face in River’s perky tits.

“I do?” River asked, her voice high and faint. I loved how red her cheeks and dazed her eyes were, lust drunk, already well and thoroughly fucked into sweet vapid oblivion. She might have been one of the smartest girls in our graduating class, but when she was riding my cock, she turned into the biggest airheaded bimbo come-slut of all my girlfriends, a little blonde fucktoy made to be bent and filled however I desired.

“You do,” Jamie confirmed, and brought her hands around me and squeezed her big breasts against my back. “You have to do triple duty at college, making sure our man’s dick is always taken care of.”

“Yesss,” River moaned, bouncing harder still as I filled my hands with her ass and drove up into her to meet her body’s motions with my own.

“Any time he needs it, you’ll wrap those hands around him. Or those lips. Or you’ll take him in your pretty little cunt.”

“My cunt,” River whimpered, “my hungry little cunt.”

“That’s right,” Jamie breathed, her lips right next to my ear, tickling it and driving me feral. “And we’re going to buy you some toys tomorrow, so you can make sure you can take Simon’s big donkey dick up your ass when he needs to fuck it.”

“Yes!” River cried out, slamming down on my cock and quivering from head to toe. “My ass! Want him, ungh, fucking my… ASS!”

She came, but I wasn’t done. “Lily,” I grunted, and she pulled back, a questioning look in her eyes. That was all I needed her to do. I lifted River and stood with her impaled on my cock. Her legs shot out and she clutched me around the neck, staring me in the eyes with a wild, broken glee.

“My ass, Simon!” she said, nodding fervently. “I need to get my ass ready! Ready for you!”

“Fuck!” I snarled, and bounced her on my cock.

“And I’m, I’m going to line them up,” she howled. “Line them up for you! Outside my dorm! All the prettiest sluts! Riding Simon’s big fucking donkey cock! Riding you! Taking that b-b-bitch-breaker up their asses! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I love you! I love you! Never stop… fucking… me!”

“Jesus Christ,” Jamie whispered. “I think we broke her mind.”

“I think he broke all our minds,” Lily said, and they giggled as they went down to the mattress together.

I paid them no mind. I stared into my River’s eyes. Saw the adoration there. The adulation. The worship. The fire. The insanity. And I fucking loved it.

I twisted with her and put her on her back, truly fucking River for the first time, pounding into her so hard I made the bed whap against the wall each time. Lily and Jamie took up spots next to us, cooing us on, stroking River and me. River’s eyes rolled up, a look damn near like ahegao on her face, happy, fucked stupid. And when I came inside her, she cried out with it, a joy almost like music, only there were no words. Hands pushed at me and I stood back, my raging hard cock wet to the balls with the three women’s juices, and Lily was there, sucking me out of River while Jamie dropped to the carpet in front of me, sucking me, cleaning me, showing her devotion to me. I stroked her hair, then cupped her chin when my softening cock fell from her lips. She grinned up at me, and my other two girlfriends joined her, my supplicants in sin, my harem, my girlfriends, my breeding stock.

And soon, they would all be pregnant.


Chapter 11

Thank God Dr. Miranda’s timer signifying the end of class went off, or else I’d have come in my pants. River hadn’t let up the entire last half of class, stroking my cock through my khakis as she listened to the lecture with bright, attentive eyes.

As everyone rose to their feet, I leaned in and muttered, “I should bend you over this table and take you right here.”

River kept her eyes on our beautiful Puerto Rican professor as she whispered out of the corner of her mouth, “I bet Dr. Miranda would love that.”

As if she heard us talking, our literature professor called, “Mr. Mosley, Ms. May, if you have a minute?”

“Uh oh, I think I got us in trouble,” River said in a sing-song voice, and I was going to seriously need to nut in her before we made the drive home that night to see Jamie and Lily.

I stood up and offered River a hand, as I always did. At six and a half months along, she didn’t need the help yet but it was my habit and she liked it. I was surprised by that, and that she liked me opening her door for her and in general treating her like a princess. I distinctly remembered a River in high school who would snap at guys if they held the door open for her, and now, at least with me, it had become something she smiled to herself about. Since I liked taking care of her how I could, it suited me just fine too, but apart from her growing belly, it was the biggest change I’d seen of her in the months since we first hooked up.

Dr. Ceres Miranda reminded me a lot of Jamie in some not-so-subtle ways, namely her curves and the little extra weight to her. I especially liked her thick eyebrows and long lashes, which gave her motherly warm face some extra character. She was on the short side, which gave her pleasantly plump ass and thick hips a little extra oomph, and I could only imagine it rippling back against me when I fucked her.

When, not if.

She’d already been giving River and I some appreciative glances the few weeks we were into the spring semester. We weren’t always so daring with our PDA in classes, but when River  found out how attracted I was to our hot thirty-something professor, she began to tease me mercilessly in class, whispering what she wanted to see me do to Dr. Miranda, nuzzling my neck or my ear, giving me long, lurid kisses before class started, and as of the last four or five days, teasing my cock. River was amazing at the long game like that.

We waited for the rest of the class to clear out, then came to Dr. Miranda as she finished shutting down the classroom monitor. She smiled at us, opened her mouth, shut it, opened it again, and said nothing. Her warm brown skin flushed a little with her consternation, and she finally spoke.

“So. Any plans for the two of you this weekend?”

It was not the question either of us were expecting. River recovered quicker than I did, and said, “We’re headed home. Have to take every opportunity to see our girlfriend Jamie before she gives birth, especially with the weather as bad as it’s been. We haven’t been able to get home the last couple weekends.”

Dr. Miranda blinked at that, her smile becoming more quizzical. “Your… girlfriend?”

“We have two,” I said. “It’s a crazy situation but we enjoy it. They’re both pregnant too. Jamie’s about your age, maybe a little older, and due any day. Lily was my track coach in high school and after graduation, well…” I smiled as Dr. Miranda’s lips parted and she studied me. “She’s not quite as far along as Jamie but a few weeks ahead of River.”

I palmed River’s ass at that, and Dr. Miranda watched, eyes widening a fraction. “That… sounds like a lot of diapers are in your future.”

“Oh yeah,” River said.

“I need to hear this story sometime,” Dr. Miranda said. “Are you both free next week to stop by my office?”

“We can make time,” I said.

“Good. That’ll be… good.” She picked up her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “Well, um, have a good trip home. And River, ah… about the PDA.”

“Oh no,” River said, a note of false worry in her voice as her eyes went huge. “Should I stop?”

Dr. Miranda’s eyes dipped to the bulge in my khakis, then back up again. “We’ll talk about it next week. Enjoy your trip home.”

“You too, Dr. Miranda,” River sang out, and followed me to the door. I held it open for both women, putting my hand on the small of our professor’s back as she walked past me. She glanced over her shoulder at me, a querulous look on her face, but she said nothing about it.

She went one way, we went the other, heading towards my car out in the parking lot. When we were out of earshot, River said, “The hand on the back was the cherry on top.”

“Not too much?”

“I think you could have grabbed her ass and she’d have melted.”

“Might have to try that next week.”

But River shook her head, grinning. “Let’s have some fun with her. Make her come to us. Make her beg you for it.”

“Fuck, I like that idea.”

“Thought you might.”

I was done with classes for the day, but she had one more, so I used the time to pick up my things from my dorm room, then hers. Her roommate kept a close eye on me, all but forking the sign of the cross in my direction. We’d come onto the busty, corn-fed Utah girl the first few days we arrived at college, but so far, she was a no. Kodi liked to try and convince us to come back to Jesus while we, in turn, tried to convince her to let us help her see Jesus. It was just a matter of time before we corrupted her. Kodi had the option to switch rooms at the beginning of the semester but hadn’t taken it. She told us it was for our souls, but every so often when I’d fuck River in her bed, we’d hear the tiniest, barely audible moans and the soft wet noises of her roommate fingering herself to us.

I smiled at her as I collected River’s suitcase. Kodi shivered and blushed, looking away from me. Her sweater said no nonsense, but the lack of a bra… now that was very much not Kodi’s usual style. But I let it go. Like River said, it was so much more fun to play the long game.

The drive home would be one of the last until Jamie gave birth. We went back pretty much every weekend in the fall, or Jamie or Lily or both came to us. But winter, when it came, hit hard, and our back-and-forth visits took a hit when the spring semester started a few weeks ago. Things were warmer now by degrees, and I looked forward to being back with my older girlfriends.

When I picked up River, she demanded a pregnancy tribute of egg rolls from our favorite takeout place, so on the threat of death, I stopped there first for her most common pregnancy craving. She kept a bottle of horseradish sauce in her purse, the other River pregnancy necessity, and she slathered it on the egg rolls, practically drooling. All three had cravings. Jamie’s had mostly subsided, but all summer she loved nothing so much as sherbet or ice chips. For Lily, it was slightly overdone grilled chicken and steamed spinach heavy on the vinegar. And if you’re asking, “Vinegar on the chicken or the spinach?” the answer was both.

About twenty miles from home, River started texting our girlfriends, a secretive smile on her face. I put a hand on her hip, and she wiggled in place without taking her eyes off her phone. I chuckled and returned my attention to the road. Doing this weekly trip for four years was going to be hell, but at least I had my River, and I’d get to be together with Lily and Jamie in the summers. That would be enough.

I didn’t bother texting my parents. Dad was now living hundreds of miles away and seemed content enough with a new girlfriend. I went to see him for a pre-Thanksgiving meal and he was like his old self, the self-effacing joker I remembered from my childhood. I was happy for him, genuinely, and his girlfriend… well, she wasn’t Mom, but she was nice.

Mom moved in with the guy I suspected her of sleeping with, her old best friend’s ex-husband. I already knew him, and we got along okay, although if he told me one more story about his own sports days, I was going to brain him with a coffee mug. Mom and I got together some weekends when I came home and over Christmas. Our relationship was now less like a mom and son and more like friends who met up for lunch now and then. In a funny way, I liked that more than the four years of high school she pretended to be a normal mom for my sisters and me. It was honest, and I knew she still loved me, but she was moving on with her life, and so was I. That was okay.

River’s parents were a curiosity. I was ninety-five percent sure River’s mom crushed on me, which was always the weirdest goddamn thing. Her dad’s big question to us both was if River’s pregnancy was going to interfere with her plans to finish college. She’d miss a couple months at the end of the semester but had already made a plan with her professors to do the work remotely. Then she’d be back at it in the fall, our baby taken care of by Jamie and Lily. He wasn’t exactly thrilled about the plan but acknowledged it was, at least, a plan. I knew he didn’t like me, but he loved his daughter and wanted to make sure her future was secure. I could respect that.

As for my old best friend Alan, Jamie’s son, he mostly got over things. I say “mostly” because he still punches me when he’s around, but he’s a big manbaby and doesn’t have much of a left or a right. Though he did clip my nose once on accident and spent the five minutes while Jamie tended to my nosebleed apologizing to me while at the same time trying to glower at us. It’s a tenuous friendship, but at least we were talking again. Or we were, until I asked him over Christmas if it was weird I was going to be his baby brother’s dad. He really didn’t like that.

Lily quit coaching. That broke my heart. She was amazing at it, but she said she had no regrets. And after all, she went out on a high note, with the best performances from our school on record. She still worked at the bank, and her boss, one of her best friends, promised her the promotion was going nowhere, no matter the stories circulating about us.

Life for all of us was good. Strange, but good.

We pulled up in front of Jamie’s a half hour after full dark. Through the snowfall, the outdoor light by her door felt like a beacon calling us home. That thought made me feel warm even as I was already unzipping my coat to get ready for another weekend’s fuckathon. Home, with three of the most gorgeous women a guy like me could have ever asked for.

We walked in to a pair of very pregnant beauties strutting towards the door in silky matching red and black lingerie that laughed at trying to hide away their big bellies and more pronounced curves. River’s baby rode low on her body, but not my Lily and my Jamie. Their bellies were huge.

“Welcome home, loves,” Jamie said. I went to her first, River going to Lily, and I cupped Jamie’s face and kissed her hungrily while my other hand went instinctively to her belly. She hated anyone but Lily, River, or me touching her belly like that, but melted whenever we did it, and her hand joined mine. Into my ear, she breathed, “I have a surprise for you.”

“What?” I asked, but she only grinned and shook her head.

River and I switched partners, and Lily practically purred when I stared down at the hint of her areolas peeking out over the top of the fabric. “You like?” she asked.

For an answer, I tugged the straps of the silky material down and dropped my head to suck at her engorged nipples. Her big areolas now dominated her tits, and I fucking loved it. I devoured her nipples, sucking at them hard as I cupped and squeezed them. She laughed delightedly, and beside me, Jamie and River were already working at River’s clothes, leaving her in a teeny tiny pair of wispy panties and a bra.

“Simon’s seduced another one,” River said as she led Jamie to the couch.

“Did he now?” Lily asked, staring down at me, amused.

“Our professor, Dr. Miranda. We haven’t slept together yet but she’s invited us to her office this next week to talk about our situation with you two. She was practically squirming today when she talked to us.”

“Because River was stroking my dick throughout the entire class,” I said, and moved Lily towards the couch like River did with Jamie. Our MILF lover was kneeling on the couch on her knees, her big plump ass thrust out, hips quivering as River knelt on the floor to lick her pussy I dropped next to her, taking the time to twist her head away from Jamie to kiss her thoroughly before we gave our attention to our pregnant busty girlfriends.

They rocked back against our faces, gripping the back of the couch and locking lips. I loved that they were living together now. No one had to be alone, and the videos we sent back and forth were fuel to our fire. But I always ached for the real thing, and ate it up when I could have it, as I did now, devouring Lily’s pussy, bringing my tongue all the way up to her bud on occasion and eating that too. She loved all of it, bouncing back happily against me, a breathy, “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” escaping her. Beside her, Jamie’s head dipped low and she moaned wordlessly as River’s tongue whisked through her depths, plunging deep, then teasing until Jamie would beg for it.

Pregnancy made my Lily even more sensitive to my touch and my tongue, and she came so easily for me, so fast. I buried my face in her wetness, loving the taste of her, the electric shivering that ran through her as she came and came. But Jamie wasn’t far behind either, especially when River slid three fingers into her sopping wet cunt and drove them deep while licking her pretty little asshole. Jamie’s head arched up and she cried out, “Yes, oh yes, coming, fuck, River, coming!”

Lily twisted around and dropped unceremoniously and without a lick of grace onto her plump bottom, panting and grinning. “He has to fuck her. He’s going to love it.”

I raised an eyebrow at that, confused. Of course I was going to love fucking Jamie. I loved fucking all of them. But River nodded fervently, grinning wide and apparently in on the secret. I stood and helped her up, and by that point, Jamie slid off the couch and stood beside me, a little breathless, her cheeks and forehead bright red. I kissed her and she and River undressed me while Lily watched us and played with herself, rocking in her excitement for whatever was about to happen. When I was naked, Jamie pushed me down on the couch, mounting me and straddling me. I guided my cock upward against her dripping slit, and she dropped onto it happily, letting out a sigh of contentment before teasing her camisole up and over her belly and her tits.

Tits that were wet for reasons I didn’t immediately understand. Not until Jamie giggled and said, “Taste it. You’ve fantasized about it long enough.”

“Holy shit,” I breathed, and looked up from her milky tits to her face. “It came in?”

“Yes. And not just the colostrum. It’s the real thing. I guess my body was eager to have your little babies, Simon.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, and buried my face in her tits.

“Yes,” she cooed. “Mm, that’s it, suck my milk, Simon, drink it down. Take it, it’s yours.”

She laced her hands around my head and pulled me tighter against her nipple while she began to rock on my cock. Beside us, Lily laughed throatily and bent River over, hands on the arm of the couch. She knelt to lick our girlfriend’s pussy while Jamie and I fucked and I slurped down her milk.

It was warm and as sweet as I’d been told. The taste was odd, more like a protein drink than nutty, but I liked it. Fuck, I think I was preordained to. When I pulled back for a better angle, Jamie took the breast in hand and squeezed, making it squirt against my face, and I grunted, “Ah fuck, that’s hot,” and took over again, sucking her harder, down to the very last drop. And then I switched breasts, my cock raging hard inside her tight, warm, welcoming cunt, and she rocked harder on me, tossing back her hair, pressing her breast to my face, cooing to me.

“Simon, yes, oh, Simon, you’re going to be a father soon, I’m going to have your baby, and soon enough you can get me pregnant again, fill my belly with more of your babies, make these tits milky again, mmm, God, I’d never stop being pregnant for you if I could.”

With that kind of talk and the milk now wetting my face and her breasts, I had to fight to keep control and Jamie knew it. She smirked at my rictus of pleasure, my lips drawn back, my eyes burning. I gripped her ass as she bounced harder on my dick, and that ass, those hips, and that great big pregnant belly bouncing on me were the sexiest fucking things in the world. I nearly lost control, but I’d be damned if I wasn’t going to take care of her first – then my other two girlfriends.

Slowly her cocky attitude transformed into one of sheer pleasure as River rocked back and forth in time to Jamie and I fucking. The sight of her perky pregnant tits swaying as she stared at us with such lust-dazed eyes was nearly the turn-on that Jamie was in that moment, and my restraint began to slip away from me. It was going to be a race, but I happened to be pretty damn good at those.

“Oooh. Oooh, fuck,” Jamie whimpered.

“That’s it. Come for me. Come on my cock,” I said.

“Yuh huh… God, feels soooooo good, how does it feel even better this pregnant, ungh, ungh, fuck, fuck, almost there…”

“Come for him, come for our man,” River pleaded, a needy whine to her voice.

“Ri… ver…” Jamie breathed, and held out a shaky hand to our lover. River took it, and it was like the fuse had been lit. “Oh, oh fuck!”

Jamie clenched her hand for only a moment, then gripped my shoulder and hung on as she plunged down on my cock. I held her tight as she sobbed out her pleasure, coming on my dick. I plunged my lips to hers and her eyes danced, her smile wide and dazed.

She pulled free of me and Lily smacked River’s butt. “On our man, little slut,” she said, her words carrying a warmth of the love they felt for each other.

“No, it should be you,” River said. “I get to have him all the time.”

“Hush,” Lily said kindly.

“Then let’s go to the bed,” I said. “I want to see Lily and Jamie together while I’m fucking you.”

Jamie stood upright. She made for the bathroom while the rest of us hurried for the bedroom.

“There’s a reason I want to go last,” Lily said, turning towards the two of us and grinning. “I’ve been craving you up my ass this entire week.”

“Won’t hear me complain,” I said.

“I thought not.”

River turned around and sat on the edge of the bed, looking up at me with the same fire in her eyes she’d given me for years, only it carried a much different meaning these days. I cupped the side of her neck and kissed her hard, my hand roaming her belly, then moving to her tit. “You are going to look so fucking hot riding our professor’s face next week,” I told her.

“You’re going to look so hot pulling this creaming cock out of her when you decide to breed your newest bitch. Your hot professor bitch, begging you, ‘Simon, Simon, shove that fucking cock inside me, make me big and fat just like them’” she said, and like that, I was on her, pushing her down to the bed and spreading her legs wide. She lifted them and hooked her feet on the edge of the mattress while Lily went to the dresser where she and Jamie kept their favorite toys. She produced a dildo as Jamie rejoined us. Our older lover plucked the toy from her and guided Lily to the bed beside us, putting her on her back beside River, the two of them holding hands as Jamie slid the dildo into Lily, matching my tempo. Neither River nor Lily were shy about moaning and crying out their pleasure, their hands interlocked.

River came so fast it was almost unfair, so I kept going despite her protest I should take Lily, loving the sight of her folding her lip between her teeth, her head straining up and down, her body rocking to the music our skin made. I gripped one of her tits and slowed just long enough to kiss her. She whispered my name against my lips, stars in her eyes. I gripped her legs and brought them up. She cooed her delight at the way I was hitting her spot at that angle.

Her eyes locked on Jamie and I got it a moment later. A tiny bead of milk had formed on Jamie’s breast again. Jamie saw where her eyes were focused, and grinned. “Would you like to try it too?” she asked.

“Can I?” River asked shyly.

“My love, you can ask me for anything and I’d give it to you. Lily too.”

She pulled the dildo free of Lily and crawled onto the bed on her hands and knees until her big swaying breast was over River’s face. River cupped it and brought the nipple to her mouth, sucking too lightly to get much milk out of her.

“Suck harder, baby. You won’t hurt me,” Jamie encouraged her.

“Oh God, that’s so good,” River moaned, then sucked and rocked harder.

Lily slipped off the bed and out of the room, coming back with a towel and the lube. She came to me and I gripped her by the ass, pulling her in tight to shove my tongue down her throat. She moaned and stroked my chest before looking down at River with a smirk.

“Has our little slut been taking care of you at college?’ she asked.

“Every day,” I said, flexing my cock in River. River moaned her approval and switched breasts, sucking and rocking back and forth, her pleasure mounting again.

“And the two of you, seducing a professor,” Lily said, draping the towel on the bed and wiggling her ass at me. She was definitely plumper but still so fit. I couldn’t wait to have my cock buried in her ass again. All of my girls liked anal but none so much as Lily. She lived to have my cock shoved up her ass.

Parallel to River, Lily lubed up her fingers and got herself ready for me, rocking at the same speed of our fucking. The sight spurred me on, and I fucked River harder, my blonde girlfriend mewling against Jamie’s breast. She pulled free, milk wet on her lips and chin, and she held a hand out towards me. I gripped it, fucking into her as she whimpered my name. “Simon, oh, oh Simon, please, please, just like that, just like that.”

I’m going to marry her someday, I thought to myself.

When she came again with a cry, Jamie was there, right there, kissing her through it, whispering sweet words to her. But slowly their attention shifted to me, and River said hoarsely, “Take Lily’s ass, baby.”

I pulled out of her and took my time kissing her too, then Jamie. I moved over to Lily, and leaned down, my cock against her lower back, and I twisted her head so I could bring my lips to hers. She smiled with a lust-dazed look in her eyes, almost sleepy, content, wanting. I took the lube from her while we kissed like that, getting myself ready for her. Jamie and River took up positions at the head of the bed, watching us, pleased and sated all at once.

I eased into Lily’s ass inch by inch, but she could take me eagerly by that point, and did, rocking back to meet me the last couple inches, her head drawn back in pleasure.

“Oh, fuck, Simon, yes, God, that’s what I needed.”

“Take her ass, baby,” River cooed.

“Fuck our pretty little slut’s butt,” Jamie said.

With my cheer squad urging me on, I drove in and out of Jamie’s ass, stopping to add a little more lube. She met me thrust for thrust, grinning at our other two lovers. I reached beneath her and stroked her pussy as I fucked into her, and Lily moaned at the contact, though the angle was awkward, given her big belly, and River must have figured it out.

She said, “Sit on the edge of the bed. Let her ride you. And I’ll take care of her pussy.”

We scrambled to do that, Lily holding onto my thighs as she eased herself down onto my cock. River knelt between us, dildo in hand, and slid it into our pregnant lover’s pussy as Lily thrashed on top of me. Her moans were cut off when Jamie pressed one of her breasts to her lips, and Lily began to suck happily as she rocked on top of my cock.

Neither of us were going to last, not with that kind of attention. Fuck, we all moved so well together, finding joy in taking and giving alike. This crazy-ass life couldn’t have worked with three other women, but with them, with my Jamie, my Lily, and my River, we were whole.

I wondered if Dr. Miranda would fit into the picture as easily as them, and grinned as Lily howled her first orgasm.

* * *

We hurried through the hospital, River’s hand in mine. It was time. It was finally time. A receptionist looked us up on her system and allowed us through to be guided to the right room, where Lily sat by Jamie’s side. They were watching something on TV until the door opened, and then they both looked up at us, Jamie still with a very significant baby bump.

Not too late.

I rushed the bed and kissed my Jamie, once my best friend’s mom, now my lover and the first of my baby’s mamas to give birth. It wouldn’t be long, just a few hours. Lily and River would both take well over a day, River nearly two. But it was as if Jamie’s child was only waiting for us to show up before demanding the world’s attention.

But for the moment, there was comparative calm, and Jamie, on a nice high, said with dazed glee, “We’re going to have a baby, Simon.”

“We are,” I said, my chest so full it was fit to burst.

She giggled, and said conspiratorially, “Isn’t that weird?”

I laughed too, and took her hand. “Yeah, it really is. But you know what?”

“What?” she asked, wiggling and trying to sit up a little.

“You’ve never been more beautiful than right now.”

Jamie’s eyes sparkled. “You could make me believe it.”

* * * * *
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