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For ten years, Monica played the nice little wife. For ten years, she thought she was so in love, that she’d be bound forever and ever with her soulmate Evan. For ten years, she let her own interests slip away, taking on her husband’s love of fishing, gaming, and the outdoors when she was more of a city girl. For ten years, her friends slowly walked their own paths down different roads, and Evan’s friends became her friends. For ten years, she let him have her any which way he liked, usually missionary, almost always with him finishing before her.



For ten years, Monica was miserable and didn’t even know it.



That all changed when Evan’s best friend Gibson came over on a sleepy Sunday afternoon.



* * *



Everything about Gibson sent thrills right down her spine to her pretty little pussy. A sometime model for a small agency, he probably could have slid through life on his looks alone. God knew enough sugar mommas threw themselves Gibson’s way. But the modeling gig was more to supplement his income for his real job – a kindergarten teacher.



Every mom in the school hoped their kid would get held back so they could hang around the hunky, easygoing teacher. His long, flowing sandy blonde hair, his carefully sculpted beard, the soft green eyes and his ever-present smile were almost an afterthought to the mold of his taut muscles, wiry frame, and towering height. He wasn’t so much handsome as almost beautiful, and he was Monica’s one guilty pleasure fantasy, for reasons no one would have faulted her for.



She knew he was going to show up that day and didn’t think much of it. He was preparing a bake sale to help raise money for one of his school’s countless fundraisers, and Monica made a batch of raisin pecan oatmeal cookies and butter tart pinwheels, her specialties for these occasions. Monica had turned her passion for cooking and baking into a profitable from-home business, selling cookies, cakes, pastries, and simple meal kits to the community. It was hard to keep her figure with all the calories around her on a constant basis, but Evan’s job at the gym came with a great benefit – free membership for the both of them. She loved to spend the first part of her morning there, watching her tasty hubby work with his clients while she jogged on a treadmill or did her countless squats and thrusts to keep her ass and hips nice and firm.



That delicious tight butt was sheathed in her blue Capri yoga pants. They used to be her favorite pair, but they were old and worn out, so she used them nowadays for work pants. Despite the cold chill of the wind, she completed the ensemble with a cream tank top, light and breezy since she was baking up loaves of jalapeno and banana bread for a nice single retiree. The old man likely bought her bread just to ogle her, but Monica didn’t much care if men looked, so long as they didn’t touch.



One of the light bulbs in the kitchen fizzled out, so she dragged a foot stool over to replace it. As she was unscrewing the fixture, the doorbell rang. She checked her watch – Gibson, right on time. “Come on in,” she shouted. “Door’s unlocked.”



A breeze wafted through the house as Gibson let himself through the front door. It prickled her skin, raising little goosepimples along her arms and neck. She returned her focus to the fixture, finally managing to get the last screw without stripping it.



“Hey Monica, I appreciate you doing-” Gibson said as he entered the kitchen. His voice trailed off, and she glanced down at him.



His green eyes were locked on her ample chest. The breeze had raised more than goosebumps, and she realized with a mental thump of her forehead she’d forgotten to slip on a bra that morning. Her pink nubs poked at the flimsy, almost see-through fabric of her tank. “Christ,” he murmured to himself.



“See something you want?” Monica asked, half-amused, half-exasperated. Over the years, Gibson had done plenty of gawking at her when he thought she wasn’t looking. She knew this, but he’d never once made a move on her. Not once. This was the most naked his staring had ever been. He drank her in, his mouth slightly open. He couldn’t have been more obvious if he was drooling.



“Yeah. No! No,” he said, shaking his head like he was waking up from a dream. “Sorry. I just…”



Oh shit, was Mr. Gibson Durant blushing? Had she ever seen him do that? She grinned, pleased with herself. The man had screwed models, and here he was, lost for words with her, a nobody from nowhere, just his best friend’s wife. “Oh? So you don’t think I’m sexy then?”



“Fuck, Monica, what do you want me to say here?” he asked. When she held out a hand, he helped her down, trying to keep his gaze firmly above chest level.



“Relax, I’m teasing. Be right back, gonna put on a bra.”



“Don’t have to on my account,” Gibson murmured, watching her walk away. Feeling a little saucy, Monica added a wiggle to her gait, laughing as she caught him staring at her ass this time.



From her dresser, she selected a simple plain white cotton bra, slipping it on under her tank and doing up the back. Her arm brushed a nipple, sending a delicious crackle of electricity across her skin. Gibson did that to her sometimes. More than once, she’d dreamed of him shoving her onto the bed before kneeling between her legs, brushing her thighs with that oiled beard before he teased her slit with his lips, his tongue, his fingers.



Unbidden, that image rose to her mind now, but she glanced at the frames on the wall of her and Evan in happier times, closer times. Times when he was still fucking her on a regular basis. Not that the sex was all that terrific with her husband – despite his fit frame, his cock had a hair trigger and he rarely lasted long enough to see her satisfied, leaving Monica to dig out one of her vibrators and finish herself off when he was snoring beside her.



She focused on a shot of her husband’s cocky grin, taken during their honeymoon to the Grand Tetons. His idea, not hers. She would’ve been happier staying at home and fucking for a week straight, or maybe going somewhere with actual showers and beds. Not that she needed glitz and glamor to be happy – Monica just didn’t like the woods as much as Evan, but if she ever complained about camping, he’d sulk for days.



Remember the happier times, she thought to herself. Remember how much you love him.



With that in mind, she headed back into the kitchen, pulling her tank top down into place and trying to ignore the tingles in her pussy as her lacy, stretchy thong rubbed against her tender lips. When she was even slightly aroused, Monica’s skin became hypersensitive, and today it felt like she could detail every ridge and frill of the panties.



Gibson stood on the stool, the screwdriver between his lips as he finished carefully twisting the faux brass fixture back into place. “Screw,” he said over the plastic.



Yes, please,
 her mind whispered, and she shook the thought off. Digging in the same plastic cup she’d been using, she handed him one of the screws. “Sorry about that. Didn’t mean to flash the girls at you.”



“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “I’m the one who was staring.”



“Let’s both pretend like it never happened.”



“Yeah, right up until I get home and need something to think about to get me off,” he said. He glanced down, blushing again. “Shit, my mouth’s getting away from me. Sorry. Screw.”



She handed another one over, staring at his waist and trying to ignore the half-grown bulge south of there. She’d heard he was huge from a couple of his ex-girlfriends. Judging from the swell, they were right. There was nothing the man hadn’t been blessed with, it seemed. She glanced away, now blushing herself. “Yeah, well, don’t worry about it. Honestly, it’s kind of nice just being noticed for a change.”



“What do you mean?”



Inwardly, she groaned. This was Evan’s best friend. She shouldn’t be talking like this. “Nothing. Forget I said anything.”



He held his hand out again, and she dropped a screw into it, her fingers brushing across his soft skin. His hands were so warm. She shivered. If he noticed, Gibson said nothing. He finished throwing in the last screw and stepped down off the stool, standing right there in front of her, inches away. A trace of his soft, understated cologne wafted to her and she shivered again. This time, he lifted his hands as if to rest them on her shoulders, stared at them stupidly, and dropped them to his side again.



“You’re my friend too, Monica,” he said, his voice almost a growl. “At least I hope we are. If something’s wrong, you can talk to me.”



She stared at him long and hard, her tongue flicking out against her lips. What she might have done next, she wasn’t sure, but the oven’s timer beeped, breaking them both from their reverie. “Bread’s done,” she mumbled, and worked her way around the kitchen aisle to the oven. As she bent over, the Capris stretched tight across her ass. If he was looking, he’d see everything outlined. Everything. But when she glanced back, Gibson was facing the opposite direction, arms folded across his chest.



Whether she was relieved or disappointed, she didn’t know. She pulled the jalapeno bread from the oven, put the next pan in, and slammed the door shut harder than she intended. Swiping at her forehead, she said, “All right. Fine. It’s Evan.”



“Everything okay?” he asked, still looking away.



“Yes. No. I don’t know. And can you look at me, please? This is already getting weird enough.”



He did, and settled on one of the island’s bar stools, his legs so long they rested on the floor regardless of the chair’s height. “Talk to me. Tell me what’s going on.”



Slowly, as though his cock might be a weapon that would strike at her at any moment, Monica circled back towards him, finally easing up onto the other stool. She brushed her long black hair out of her eyes. “We haven’t slept together in weeks.”



“Oh,” Gibson said helpfully.



“Mm hm. And it’s making me feel like shit. I’ve tried everything. Lingerie. Waking him up in the morning with…” She colored and didn’t finish. “Nothing’s working. He comes home from the gym later and later, grabs a shower, and crashes out. And that’s it. He’s sweet, he’s polite, but it’s like he’s just physically checked out.”



Gibson looked away. “That’s… huh.”



“Do you know what’s going on? Why he might be acting this way?”



“I’m sure it’s just a passing thing, Monica.” He drummed his fingers on the counter. “Now what else can I help you with?”



Her mood still damp, she said, “Nothing. I didn’t even mean to have you help me with the light.”



“Hey,” he said, his hand falling on hers. “Just trying to be a nice guy. Now, you got me for…” he checked his watch. Gibson was maybe one of three guys roughly her age that still wore one. “…forty minutes. I am yours to command.”



“Oooh,” she said, fanning herself with one hand mockingly, “the great Gibson, all mine to do with what I please. There are women who’d pay money for that.”



“Millions,” he agreed.



“I was gonna say at least three or four bucks, but sure, we’ll go with millions.”



He hopped up off the stool. “Ouch.”



“Well, if you’re offering, I could use some help moving some furniture. Think you can help me lift a recliner and a loveseat?”



“It’ll be a struggle, but I’ll manage,” he said, his grin lighting her up all over again. Stay down, girls, she told her nipples mentally. It’s just Gibson.



They moved the furniture, moved it again, and eventually wound up moving the loveseat back to its original position, eliciting some griping from Gibson. It was good-natured, though, and when they were finished, he plopped down on the loveseat and glanced around. “Yeah, this is much better than it was.”



“Ass.”



Speaking of, hers was at about the same level as his nose, and he fought a desperate urge to grab her cheeks and bury his face in them. The Capris were stretched so nice and taut across her fantastic curves. Instead, he grabbed her hand and yanked her to him, drawing a yelp of surprise as she toppled and fell on the loveseat beside him, nearly toppling off the side and giggling.



“See?” he asked. “Nice, right?”



She tried to pull herself upright using his knee for support, but her hand rose too high, and her digits fell instead on his cock. What she was feeling didn’t register at first until he groaned and his thick prick lurched. Monica shot upright. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry.”



“It… it’s okay,” he said, standing up too, turning a little bit so he could adjust himself without her seeing. “I… it’s my fault. I shouldn’t have… I’m just gonna grab the cookies and get going.”



“Yeah,” Monica said. Her cheeks were practically roasting now and she raised the back of her hand to her forehead. “I think I’d better… uh…”



“Yeah,” Gibson agreed lamely, and headed for the kitchen to grab the plates of goodies. He came back out, his cock still at half-mast, and he flushed. “Sorry. You’re just… I’m…”



“I’m just what?” she asked.



She didn’t expect him to respond. Not really. But he gazed at her, his nervousness leaving him, and he said quietly, “The sexiest fucking woman I’ve ever seen.”



“Gibson, I…”



“I’d kick myself if I didn’t say it. Just once. If Evan isn’t fucking you every night you want it, he’s an idiot.” He shook his head. “I made this weird. I’m gonna go.”



Silently, she watched him head out, his head bent.
 Evan
 , her mind whispered.
 You love your husband. You love your husband. You love your husband.



That didn’t stop her from racing to her bedroom when the door was firmly latched shut, though. From a drawer, she withdrew one of her favorite aides, a pink vibrator about three inches long and nearly as thick at its roundest point, shaped like a small bowing pin. Even before she’d stripped down again, she was drawing sharp breaths, squirming as her pussy ached to be touched.



The doorbell rang. “Fuck!” Monica shouted, and tossed the vibrator back into the drawer.



She headed back for the living room. If she wasn’t married, she’d have pulled whoever was outside into the living room, forced them to lay down, and sat right on their mouth until she got off. She was rattled, so rattled, and she needed it.



She flung the door open and snarled, “Yeah?” before she realized it was still Gibson.



He stared resolutely at her face, hands playing at his side. “The motel on Palmer, five or six blocks from the gym.”



For a second she thought he was telling her where to go, and Monica almost said yes, God yes, screw it, let’s go, so long as you fuck me hard and good, but then the realization dawned on her he wasn’t talking about them. “What?”



Gibson licked his lips, and glanced around as if someone might be listening in. “He goes there sometimes. I… was going to tell you, but things were so, uh, kinda weird, I thought it might not be the time.”



“Evan?” she asked. She shook her head. “You know, Gibson, I thought you were better than this.”



“Huh?”



“Look, I know we both felt it, but this is a dirty trick. Evan wouldn’t cheat on me.”



“I’m not trying to-”



“Goodbye, Gibson. Stay the hell away from me, okay?”



“It’s not… I don’t…” The door slammed in his face, and Gibson shuffled from foot to foot. He rubbed his face, thinking about her, always thinking about her. “I’m going to go,” he told the door. “And I’ll stay away. Forever, if that’s what you really want. But you deserve to know. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. He’s… Evan’s not the man you think he is. I’m sorry, Monica. I’m so sorry.”



On the other side of the door, sliding down it, her vibrator forgotten among the sheen of oncoming tears, Monica buried her face in her hands and shook her head. This couldn’t be true. It couldn’t. It just couldn’t.



* * *



Where Gibson might have been a stand-in for some hunky elf or pirate in a movie, her husband was carved in a different sort of way. Squat and powerfully muscled, he moved like a bulldog, each shoulder and his pecs thrusting forward as he came through the door, humming to himself.



“Babe?” he yelled, dropping his keys on their coffee table.



“Come find me,” she shouted back, and hit the music. A thumping slow R&B beat rolled through the house.



He dropped his wallet on the table too, and started down towards the bedroom. “You into this kind of music now, babe? I don’t think I’ve ever heard you play it. Sorry I’m late, by the way. Couple of newbies came in just before my shift ended. Jack couldn’t take them on, so I had to hang around a bit. Baby?”



At the open bedroom door, he finally shut up and gaped.



Propped up by a mountain of pillows, his wife drew one knee up as her long, manicured fingernails trailed along her opaque black stockings outlining her thighs and taut legs so very well. His eyes were drawn first to the matching black heels, then up to a silky black thong. The material stretched across her thin pussy lips. A damp spot at the center was all he needed to know about how ready she was. Up her hand traveled, caressing her taut stomach, etching its way to her matching bra, her plentiful creamy breasts nearly spilling out of the black cups. Her hair, nearly as black, spilled across the pillows in little rivulets, and she’d applied more pancake makeup than normal, giving her face a glossy, almost magazine-ready look as her finger finished its journey and rested against her soft, ruby-painted lips.



“Any way you want me?” she murmured throatily, and her other hand slipped into her panties. At the brush of her fingers, her pelvis arched, and she gasped slightly, maybe for his show, maybe because she was so ready. She’d always been a lightning-fast screamer. He’d loved that about her at first.



At first.



One finger flexed upward against the material, bending, and her other digits spread her folds against the panties. She smiled at him as she dipped that finger in, playing at her hood, finding her hard little clit. She licked the finger at her mouth, her eyes never leaving him, and sucked the tip.



Without another word, Evan lifted his shirt and dropped it on the floor next to him. At the sight of his abs, she gave a pleased “mm hm,” and followed that with a gasp as his shorts came down too. His cock was short and stubby, and stuck out at her like a fat thumb. As her finger continued to stroke and flick her clit, finding the fast speed she preferred, he approached slowly, his prick hardening as he feasted upon her visually.



Cheating on her? Like hell. She’d just needed to ramp up her game.



Evan’s hands slid under her thighs, and he helped her draw down her panties little by little, his fingers trailing across her cool skin. God, she was so wet already and he’d barely touched her. At her ankles, he stopped to kiss the sides of her legs, and pulled the panties the rest of the way off, throwing them behind him somewhere as he worked his way back up her leg, trailing her skin with his tongue, stopping every so often to press his lips to a favorite patch of skin.



“So fucking beautiful,” he finally murmured. She kept flicking, her finger slipping out of her mouth and finding her bra, squeezing her own breast through the material, tracing her palm across the hard nubbin.



“I’m so wet for you,” she gasped.



He slid up on the bed, positioning himself at her entrance. She shook her head frantically. That wasn’t the plan. The plan was to suck him off, try to smell or taste a trace of whoever he was fucking, if that asshole Gibson wasn’t lying by some billion-to-one chance. “Wanna suck you dry. I want you to fuck my face.”



“Baby,” he groaned. “But I need you so bad.”



Her finger stopped moving, and she opened her eyes even as he slipped into her, grunting softly with the pleasure of her folds around his dick. He didn’t want a blowjob? What the fuck? Her writhing and moaning stopped. Evan kept pushing, right until he was buried to the hilt of his little dick, and grinned down at her.



Maybe… maybe he really did just want her. Maybe he’d been ready for this too. Monica tried to enjoy it. She brought her knees up nearly to her chin, and he grabbed at them shoving himself in harder, still grinning.



He slid back out slowly, almost to the edge of her lips before he thrust back in again. His heavy balls slapped against her ass, and for a moment, she thought she felt that spark again. “Use your finger,” she begged. “My clit, my clit.”



Evan obliged, but he was trying to fumble at one of her breasts too, working her nipple, tweaking it too hard, and she hissed. Nope, the feeling was gone. Fuck.



His pace quickened, and the thumb at her hood slid away, resting beside her uselessly as she fumed underneath him. Another night of unsatisfactory sex, and in her heart, she knew, knew why he was lasting so long, why he wasn’t just pumping into her with his usual four minutes of pop-goes-the-weasel. But her mind didn’t want to accept it, didn’t want to believe, because she knew it would be over then, knew the ten years she’d spent with Evan would have been wasted, and she’d move on, and what did that even mean?



Well
 , the dirty, furtive part of her mind whispered,
 it means Gibson, of course
 .



If Evan couldn’t get her going, Gibson could. Just the thought of that bulge, that brief little contact, was enough to set her tingling again. She closed her eyes, imagining the thumb playing with her pert tit was Gibson’s, imagined him letting down that long hair as he took her, his lithe frame thrusting deeper in her than Evan, than her toys.



“Yesss,” Monica hissed, her own hand falling to her pussy, playing with herself as she imagined, as she dreamed. It was wrong, it was so wrong, but it was doing it for her, and she felt so alive, so electric.



“Gonna… come…” Evan grunted.



“Not yet, not yet, not yet,” she moaned in response, strumming her clit, licking her lips, her eyes still closed, Gibson in her mind now forcing her on her hands and knees and thrusting into her, a hand under her stomach, the other tugging her hair lightly, and she was close, so close again.



“Ahh… ahhhh!” Evan thrust one last time, his hips tensed, his mouth drawn tight as he shot into her, a few warm squirts, and then he was falling away, laughing. Denied twice her pleasure, Monica tried to keep going as he rolled off the bed to get up and grab a shower.



“That was great, hon, thanks,” he said, like she was doing him a fucking favor. Her hand slowed. There would be no relief tonight. Her mental storm clouds poured down on her, and she gripped the sheet with her hands, crinkling it, and tried not to scream her frustration.



* * *



Gibson stepped out of his Camry, feeling unusually grouchy. He knew why of course – telling Monica had been a mistake, and flirting with his best friend’s wife doubly so. But Evan was royally pissing him off with the cheating. Monica was a good woman, a damn good woman, and she deserved to know.



But still, Evan had been a good guy, or so he’d thought. But this Tiffany he kept talking about, she had him five ways of fucked, and Evan loved every minute of it. He’d even shown Gibson and their poker buddies pictures, and honestly, Gibson thought he was insane. Sure, Tiffany was sexy – big tits, a juicy ass, nice natural blonde hair – but Monica was a beauty, a girl-next-door type that drove Gibson fucking crazy.



This was the first time Monica ever flaunted her good looks. Sure, it was all in fun, right up until he told her how sexy she was, but goddamn, it had driven him crazy. After leaving her place, he’d driven straight home, brought up a photo of the two of them at a barbeque, her wearing a cute little pink crop top under a flannel shirt, and jerked off to the soft imprint of her nipples, murmuring Monica’s name over and over as he came as hard as he could ever remember.



Gibson told her he’d stay away from now on, and that’s what he meant to do. It was what was best for both of them. If she didn’t want to believe him about Evan, maybe he could point it out to another friend of hers, and they could show her the truth. But Gibson had every intent of sticking to her wishes until he stepped out of that car, adjusting his book bag and leaning back in for his mug of black coffee.



“Why’d you put that in my head, you jerk?” Monica snapped behind him.



He jumped and whacked his head on the roof of the car. “Shit, fuck,” he said, and hastily pulled himself out of there, rubbing the top of his head.



She was dressed in a pair of high-waisted mom jeans and a too-big sweater, nothing that could be misconstrued as anything sexual. Even for Monica, it was dowdy. Not that she wasn’t unfashionable most of the time – sure, she shopped at K-Mart and Target for her clothes, but they weren’t any less flattering for it – but she had a tendency to dress down. And why wouldn’t she? She’d been married since she was just eighteen or nineteen. She worked from home. It wasn’t like she shouldn’t be comfortable if she didn’t want to.



Fuck, though, even with the wind blowing her uncombed black hair everywhere, Monica still looked good. The look fed into his fantasies about her being a mom to his kids, the idea of coming home to her every night, fucking her quietly in the laundry room while their rugrats played outside.



He was hardening already and she’d only spoken a sentence to him. Sighing, he said, “Monica, I told you the truth. Whatever else happened, I’m sorry, but I’m not sorry about that. He really is sleeping around and I thought you deserved to know.”



“And it has nothing to do with you wanting me?” she asked, sneering. “Like I’d be another one of your one-night stands, just fuck me and dump me?”



He glanced around the parking lot. No other teachers, no kids, not this early. “Let’s talk about this in the car,” he said, and pressed his hand to her lower back, meaning to escort her. Monica jumped like a live wire, though.



“Don’t… don’t touch me,” she said, cheeks flushing. That didn’t stop her from crossing around the car, though, and she got in, hands folded on her lap.



“This is gonna go great,” Gibson muttered, and unslung his book bag again, tossing it in the back before he slid in beside her. With the doors shut and a little more privacy, he gripped the steering wheel, refusing to look at her, because if he did, he’d say something stupid again. “I do want you, Monica. I’m not going to lie about that. And yeah, I haven’t really been a one woman guy. I’m not gonna apologize for that. I never promised anyone anything. You can ask Beth or Carly about that.”



“Or Veronique, or Gemma, or-”



“Yeah, sure, them too,” he snapped. “Are you just here to score points off me? I’m trying to have a conversation and you’re just needling me.”



“Which is exactly what you want to do to me, right?”



Gibson had enough. He leaned across the center console, and before he could rethink it, he pressed his lips to her cheek. It may have been her lips he wanted, but any contact with Monica was heaven. It was a quick thing, chaste, and he fell back into his chair, scowling. “Yes. All right? Yes. If that’s what you need to hear to get yourself right, fine, I made the whole thing up. If that helps you sleep at night or whatever it is you want out of this. But hate me if you want, just go to the fucking motel and keep an eye out for him. That’s all you have to do to know I’m telling you the truth.”



“I can’t!” Monica shouted. All at once, her anger broke into a great big sob, and she pressed her palms to her eyes, her whole body shaking with the force of her tears. “Ten years. Ten years!”



“I’m sorry,” Gibson said. He reached out to squeeze her leg, thought better of it, and let his hand drop back on his thigh, hating himself for being so fucking hard right then.



 She wept loudly, hands still covering her face. “How long?” she finally murmured. When she looked up, her cheeks were glossy and her eyes still glimmered with tears. “How long has he been sleeping with her?”



“A month.”



Monica nodded, sniffed, opened her door, and leaned out to vomit noisily on the ground. He got out in a hurry, running around to her side to hold back her hair. “Too late,” she muttered. “Got a few strands.”



“I have wipes inside. Hang on and I’ll grab them.”



Gibson half-expected her to be gone when he came back. Teachers were starting to arrive, but he paid them no mind, not even Yvonne, the sexy redhead fifth-grade teacher he’d been thinking about fucking after hours some night. Every boy in her class would have fantasies about her for decades to come, and she’d practically thrown herself at Gibson during the last Christmas party, grabbing his pecs and telling him she seriously wished there was mistletoe around.



But he didn’t want Yvonne. The only woman he really wanted was in that car, dribbles of puke on her mom-jeans, staring at him warily as he knelt down beside her, handing her baby wipes so she could get the worst of it out of her hair.



When Monica had calmed down a bit, he reached out and took her hand. “You wouldn’t be, you know?”



“What?”



“A one-night stand. Not if you didn’t want to be.”



“Gibson…”



“I know. Not the time.”



“No,” she said blandly. “It’s not. I’m covered in puke, I don’t have makeup, my clothes-”



“You’re beautiful,” Gibson said. He brushed a few strands of hair away from her face. “But I’m gonna be late. Unless you want to pop inside and teach a bunch of five year olds how to count to twenty.”



She sniffed, and dabbed at her eyes with her sleeves. “Thanks, but I’d better pass. Now if it was story hour and milk time…”



“Ah, damn, that’s later in the day,” Gibson said, pulling her to her feet. “Guess I’ll have to get you next time.”



“I should… I should hate you right now,” she murmured, staring anywhere but his eyes. He couldn’t stare anywhere but hers.



“If you do, I get it. And I mean it, I’m staying away. Whatever you decide to do, if you believe me or not, you make the next move.”



“And Evan? You’d just give up your best friend like that?”



“For you, that’s not even a question.”



* * *



One last dinner. One last time to try to make things right between them. Monica made his favorite – prime rib, twice baked potatoes, asparagus, a nice salad – and listened to him brag about work, about the new clients pouring in, and inwardly she sobbed, because she knew, absolutely knew, that even if Evan wasn’t cheating on her, it was over.



She kept imagining it was Gibson seated beside her, maybe reaching out now and then to feed her tiny bites. She’d lick his fingers, maybe suck on them. She’d slide her foot across the floor, little by little, until she was rubbing his ankles with her toes, slowly at first, making lazy circles as he ate, and then harder rubs up and down his calf as she played a little bit with herself. Nothing wanton, maybe a brush here and there until she couldn’t stand it anymore.



Then she’d scoot her chair backwards. Forget the meal. Fuck the meal. She’d slide her jeans down – no, this was her fantasy, what was she doing wearing jeans? Skirt. She’d pull her skirt up a little, shifting her panties to the side while he carved another piece of steak, his eyes just as hungry as the rest of him as he watched her slide her fingers across her folds, neither of them speaking.



Slowly he’d forget about his food as she found her hood, sliding her manicured nail gently across it, not so hard as to scratch it, but enough to scrape it, a bit of pain, a lot of pleasure. Then her finger would find her clit, and she’d start to really play, pushing a finger inside herself, maybe licking it now and then. She didn’t like her own taste, but men loved seeing that and the thought of Gibson’s possible expression nearly made her come right then.



Gibson would stand up then, undo his slacks and slide them down, his huge prick nearly shoving his underwear out of the way all by itself, and he’d drop his boxers down to his knees, walking forward. She’d gasp at the insistence, at his need, but she’d take him in her mouth anyways because the thought of his pleasure, of his face as she swirled the tip and sucked and licked along his length was just too much, because his pleasure was her pleasure and hers would be his. He’d lay a hand on the back of her head, gentle, but needy, and he’d push her a little bit, not enough to make her gag, but enough to help her fuck her face, and oh God, would she let him come in her mouth, would she swallow him down? Yes, she decided, yes, she would, she wanted to be dirty, wanted to be sexy for him, for her Gibson.



“Fuck,” she whispered at the table, and Evan stopped short blathering about goblet squats.



“What’s that?” he asked.



Monica shook her head, the fantasy dispersed. “Nothing.”



He smiled lovingly at her, and in ten minutes, while he was watching the basketball game, she was upstairs packing an overnight bag, because even though she still wanted to know, had to see, she knew where she was going. Knew where all this was headed. She even wrote the note, kept it simple.



I should have been enough. Please be gone by next week.



Monica cried when she slipped it into a paperback on her nightstand. In the morning, when she made their bed – no, her bed – she placed the note carefully against his pillow, wondering if there would be enough time to shred it if Gibson had been lying, not really caring.



* * *



She only had to wait ten minutes at the motel before he showed up with the blonde. Monica didn’t know her name. She didn’t care. And as she pulled out of there, the car pointed towards Gibson’s, maybe Evan saw her. Maybe there’d been shock and shame on his face, maybe he’d run after her. It didn’t matter.



She was going to get fucked. Well and properly fucked.



* * *



Gibson finished his run, panting, but feeling good about the distance. Five miles. He’d probably need to find a good used treadmill for the winter, though. The gym was now a no-fly zone. He didn’t want anything to do with Evan anymore.



His place wasn’t bad. The modeling brought in enough money that he could dump his crappy studio apartment, and this far out in the suburbs, rent was reasonable. Sure, he probably didn’t need the second bedroom, but now he was glad he had it. Maybe he’d make it into a small home gym, get some dumbbells, maybe a stationary bike. Ditching the gym in the long-term would save him money too. That was a plus. Wasn’t like he could count on his looks to last forever.



Flushed and sweaty, he stopped in his kitchen for a drink of water from the tap before his planned shower, but as he was cupping his hands underneath the flow for a second drink, someone rang his doorbell. “Just a sec!” he shouted, shut off the faucet, and grabbed a dishtowel.



He was just drying his hands as he opened the door, and the towel dropped to the ground.



Monica didn’t say a word at first. She just stepped inside, hesitant, her soft brown eyes locked on him, quivering. She had on makeup this time, and her hair was done up in a ponytail. At her side was a duffel bag, stuffed to the gills. He glanced from the bag to her, and without a word either, he grabbed her free hand, pulled her to him, and kissed her, not aiming for her cheek this time.



Her lips were as soft as he’d dreamed. She parted them, sighing into him as though a weight had fallen from her shoulders. His hands circled her back, marveling at the feel of her silky blouse. She rubbed her fingers up and down his chest tentatively, then grabbed his shoulders with more assurance, pulling him down so their lips melded more easily.



Her eyelids flittered, and she pulled back, gasping, “I need you.”



Gibson’s hands fell from her back to her ass. There was just a hint of a jiggle there, just enough to make him groan with need, and he pulled her groin to him, his hardness jamming against the tight little vee above her pussy and below her waist. He lifted her, and Monica’s legs came around him, squeezing her thighs as tight as she could as he kept kissing her and turned.



He dumped her on the couch, falling with her, hands still on her bottom, kneading, squeezing. She thrust her pussy up at him through her thin black skirt, and she nipped at his lips with the next kiss, biting them gently.



Easing back on the couch, Gibson took her in as she propped herself up on her elbows. He slid his shirt up and over his chest. “I was just about to take a shower,” he said.



“Then I’m just in time,” Monica murmured, taking in the coils of his abs. Lanky though he might have been, his body was still well-sculpted, and she licked her lips as she drank him in. “And no questions about if I want this or not. I just want you…” she reached up and grabbed his dick through his running shorts as he groaned “…to fuck me. The way I need it.”



“How do you need it?” Gibson asked, grinning.



“Every way you can possibly imagine.”



He stood up, and offered her his hand to pull herself upright. “You’re overdressed for a shower,” he murmured into her ear.



“You’d better fix that, then.”



His fingers trailed up her side, stopping to cup her breasts – God, they felt just as good as he’d imagined, full, just a little hint of sag – and started working the buttons on her blouse, stopping to kiss her between each one. Frustrated at how long he was taking, she began at the bottom, meeting his hands halfway as she frantically jerked the offending cloth away, baring her silky blue bra,



“Fuck, I’ve wanted to see these for so long,” he groaned.



“Well, what’s stopping you?” Monica asked.



His fingers slid up under the cups, his thumbs stroking her erect nipples before pulling the bra up and over her head, tossing it behind him carelessly as he stopped to gape. “Christ,” he whispered, and leaned down to kiss the tan line of her bikini, then lower, gentle brushes of his lips. He avoided her nipples for the moment, snaking back up to her collarbone before settling his mouth on her shoulder, biting gently as Monica hissed with pleasure.



“Yes, right there, yes,” she murmured, and his hands were on her skirt, jerking it down, exposing her creamy thighs, not that he could see it, but he would. She wiggled her hips and shimmied out of the blouse, letting it drop to the floor as her fingers grasped his hardness again, stroking him through his sleek shorts.



He pulled his mouth away from her neck, groaning. “Oh, fuck, keep doing that, and I’m going to shoot right here.”



“So?” she asked, a delicious sly grin sliding across her face as her hand worked his cock’s head, giving him a hint of a squeeze as she stroked his shaft with her other hand, nearly hitting his balls before coming back up. Her grin spread even wider when he could manage to do nothing with his hands but rest them on her shoulders, squeezing reflexively as his eyes shut.



“Do you like this?” she asked.



“You know I do, fuck.”



“Do you like your best friend’s wife stroking your dick?”



“Oh God, Monica…”



“Do you like staring at my breasts?”



“I love your fucking tits, your ass, God, your ass, so close…”



“What are you going to do to me in the shower, hm?”



“Gonna… fuck… gonna eat you until you scream…”



“Yeah? You gonna taste my little pussy? It’s waiting for you. It’s so ready for you. She’s been a good girl so long but she needs your tongue in her, Gibson, needs your fingers fucking me, needs this…”



“Oh shit,” he grunted, his hips bucking now, meeting her motions, his head lolling back.



“Big.”



“Monica, don’t stop, don’t…”



“Thick.”



“Fuuuuck,” he wailed, right on the edge.



“Cock.”



He was firing, and gasping, and firing, his come dampening the front of his shorts. Monica’s grin slid away, and she fell to her knees, yanking his shorts down, revealing his softening cock to her. It was covered in his juices, and without another word, she sucked the tip into her mouth. There wasn’t much more she could take in than just that first inch or two – he was as thick as she’d dreamed of – but that end, she worked vigorously, cleaning him with her tongue, bathing him with it, ignoring the musky scent of his sweat, not caring about the salty tartness of his taste.



She popped off him and stared up at his utterly dazed face. “Let’s go get that shower.”



* * *



Her ass. Hell, that delectable fucking ass, her tight cheeks emphasized so well by the blue thong stretched taut. She wiggled it to Gibson’s as she guided him by the hand to his own shower, glancing over her shoulder now and then, a tentative smile on her face.



He had no idea she’d take control like this, or that she’d have such a mouth on her. It was sexy as hell, and he wondered, not for the first time, just how loud he could make her moan his name. He intended on finding out.



Gibson’s otherwise vanilla bathroom’s best feature was the tub, which he’d worked on himself to make more accessible for just the very act he was about to perform. Monica had been in there a few times, but never really noticed the safety rails or the non-slip tape on the porcelain floor. As she bent over to slide her panties down, at face level with his cock again, she finally did notice.



Looking up at him, she asked, confused, “Why do you have safety rails?”



“So you have something to hold onto,” Gibson said, grinning cockily as he let his long hair down, letting it spill over his shoulders. She wanted to tangle her fingers in there, grip it while he made her scream. But what he was saying finally smacked her full in the face and she stopped with her panties at her ankles and stood upright.



“You… had your bathroom fixed up so you could fuck women in here?”



Gibson shrugged, a little defensive. “You knew who I was, Monica. I’ve never lied to you. Is it a problem?”



She thought about him in her mouth, and closed her eyes. “No. But… you’re clean, right?”



As she stood upright, for the first time, Gibson noticed a quaver to her. The fuck-me front she’d put on out in the living room, it must have been adrenaline and nerves, he realized. Slowly, carefully, like she might run, he reached out for her, and whatever she’d been expecting him to do, he defied it by bringing her in for a hug, her breasts pancaking against his chest, his still-flaccid cock dangling against the vee of her groin.



“Yes, I’m clean, I’ve always used a condom and I get checked,” he whispered into her ear. “We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, Monica. You want to talk, you want to crash-”



She stopped him with a kiss. This one wasn’t as passionate or needy as their earlier kisses. This was quiet, gentle, caring. Her eyes remained open, searching his, looking for an answer. He wrapped his arms around her, her skin so delicate and soft under his fingers. “Monica, Monica,” he whispered when she finally pulled away. “What are you doing to me?”



“I want… I want you in me,” she replied, her fingers running through his sweat-crusted hair. “Skin to skin. I’m on the pill, you don’t have to worry. I thought… I thought this might happen.”



In that moment, Gibson would have given Monica anything, if she’d asked. For the first time, this became something more than pure physical need, and he wondered what came after. Could he hope for something more? Or was he just her rebound, a fantasy she’d be done with when she was ready to move on?



He didn’t know, but he had that moment, and he was going to make her as happy as he could. His hands danced upwards to her hair, as hers were entwined in his, and he leaned his forehead against hers, smiling before he kissed her again, pouring his soul into it, taking her breath away.



Without another word, he leaned over to start the shower. Monica smacked his bottom, and he glanced up at her, grinning. “Serious time’s over,” she said, and if she was hiding a little tremble in her voice, and if her eyes were glistening, he pretended to ignore it as he returned the gesture, swatting one of her tasty cheeks before he leaned over to peck her trimmed bush, cut in a straight line from her fleshy lips.



“Mm,” she murmured, “Just a kiss?”



“Get in the shower and you’ll get plenty more than that,” Gibson promised.



“How do you… where do you, um, want me?”



He showed her, guiding her into the tub as the warming water cascaded down behind him, hitting his back while he pressed her against the other end of the shower. With her back to the wall and her hands gripping the rails, Monica wasn’t exactly getting any cleaner, but that was okay, because Gibson’s lips were on hers again, and his fingers slowly trailed up and down her hips.



“You are…” he said between kisses, “the most beautiful thing… I’ve ever seen.”



“Not so… bad… yourself,” she said to him, smiling as she reached out to poke his tight abs.



“Enjoy yourself,” he said. “Tell me what it is you want and it’s yours. I liked when you were talking out in the living room. Such a dirty girl. Makes me almost hard again thinking about it.”



“Eat me,” she moaned. “I want your lips on my pussy. I want you to make love to me with your mouth.”



“I think I can do that.”



One of his hands slipped around to her backside, squeezing as his other thumb found her folds, running along her lips as he started to trail kisses down her body slowly, her neck, her shoulder, the tops of each breast, her nipples. Those he stopped to suck gently into his mouth, nipping them lightly, drawing a gasp from Monica. He wasn’t rough with them, like Evan, only a smidgen of pressure from his teeth and then he was circling her nipple with his tongue, glancing up at her, another cocky little smile on his face as his fingers spread her wide open, his wandering thumb finding her clit and brushing it, sending her back arching involuntarily. She gripped the rails for all they were worth as he flicked and teased, his mouth still on her breasts, now kissing the underside before he moved on to her stomach. She had the slightest little pooch to her belly, and he worshipped it as he did the rest of her, taking his time, his thumb increasing its tempo now.



“Gibson…” she moaned.



“Yes, darling?” he asked playfully, a finger sinking into her slowly, carefully, then curling upward, teasing her delicate tenderness, trying to find her spot.



“Fuck me… your tongue, fuck me.”



“Soon,” he promised, and she groaned as he snickered softly, finally settling on his knees to kiss her hips, then her thighs, his mouth getting closer and closer to where she needed him.



He withdrew his finger slowly, never quite finding her G-spot but still feeling so damn good inside her, and made a show of licking it, sucking it into his mouth. “You taste so good,” he murmured, and his lips finally brushed against her pussy as the water cascaded over his backside.



His hands wrapped around her ass and pulled her to him, his face buried between her thighs. His tongue, long and thin, lapped first at the base of her pussy, sliding slowly upwards. He took his time tasting her, teasing her again, but when he came to her hood, he wasted no time spreading her legs a little wider as he dove in, his nose planted firmly against her pubes, his eyes closed, face reverent as he licked, sucked, teased her hard clit.



To help her along, one of his fingers slipped up into her as he worked, and he alternated between the two, fingering her pussy, licking her clit, building up a nice rhythm, not too fast, but enough to send her flying towards the precipice, her butt quaking with every thrust of his finger. He added a second slowly, stopping to murmur, “Jesus, you’re tight,” before he started sawing his digits in and out, slowly feeling her response.



“Faster,” Monica whispered, and he obliged, the fingers sinking into her deep, his tongue making quick, furtive brushes now. “Shit, oh, shit, yes, like that, just like that.” Gibson was experienced enough to know “just like that” didn’t actually mean speed up, like so many of his asshole friends liked to do, but he almost couldn’t resist himself, fighting back the urge to fuck her with his fingers. His free hand left her cheek and reached up. She grabbed it and pressed it against her breast, wailing her pleasure now.



“Yes, like that, so good, Gibson, so fucking good, eat me, I’m so wet for you, Jesus, oh God.”



He couldn’t help using his tongue like a little cock, jamming it into her folds, hitting her clit, dueling with it, and she gasped wordlessly, her breath driven out of her as her body began to quake. His fingers didn’t quit, keeping the same rhythm, but his mouth was clamped on, sucking and licking for all he was worth and she exploded, wetness dampening his fingers, her breath driving out of her in one long exclamation.



“Oh fuck fuck fuck Gibsoooon, fuuuuuck!”



Still, he kept going, his hand on her breast tweaking her nipple, pinching it, and she gripped it, holding it in place as her tremors kept going, his tongue lashing her nub, his cock hard again and begging for a turn.



He brought her quickly to a second, smaller shivering climax, and she finally had to push him away, her hips bucking involuntarily against the few droplets of water finding their way to her. Monica steadied herself on the rails, glad for the non-stick tape because surely her feet would have slid out from under her otherwise. Gibson licked his fingers clean, grinning at her, the spray of the shower finally hitting him properly.



Monica darted forward, kissing him, her breasts squashed against his chest. “That was, oh, amazing,” she panted, feeling like she’d just run a marathon. “I can’t believe… I can’t… two times, never had it two times…”



Gibson didn’t say anything, just held her, nuzzling at her neck before he turned around, finally managing to wash the sweat off him. His fingers in his hair were joined by hers, and she kissed the back of his neck as her other hand reached around to find his cock again. She didn’t try to jerk him off a second time, just kept stroking him gently, keeping him nice and hard. His balls would hurt for a day after this night, he thought, but it would be so very fucking worth it.



After, Gibson produced a spare toothbrush, still in its packaging, and they stood side-by-side, brushing and spitting. When Monica rinsed, she glanced up in the mirror and couldn’t help a little smile.



“What?” Gibson asked as he applied a hint of deodorant.



“I don’t know… this wasn’t how I thought this would play out. I thought it’d be all… primal, like you’d fuck me and be done, you know?”



Hitting his other armpit, he glanced away from her nude breasts in the mirror, not able to disguise his frown in time. “Is that what you want?”



“I… don’t know. It’s all still a storm up here.” Monica tapped her temple, and reached for a frayed white towel on the rack. As she rubbed down her hair, making her everything shake, she said, “You’re staring at my boobs, aren’t you?”



“Well… yeah.”



Snickering, she purposefully rubbed harder, making them bounce, but finally tossed the towel up and over the shower curtain rod. Her bare bottom leaned back against the countertop, and she watched Gibson finish up. “Thank you, by the way.”



“For what?”



“Not pressing things. Letting this go… however it’s going.”



He capped the deodorant and tossed it into his little box of toiletries on his counter before he turned to cup her chin and turn it towards him. His lips against hers were soft at first, delicate, but slowly his hands came around her back again, and his cock stirred back to life, pressing against her belly and causing her to give a pleased little “mm hm” into his mouth.



“Bedroom, or was there somewhere else…?” Gibson asked her.



“Bedroom. Definitely the bedroom,” Monica murmured.



It wasn’t as neatly kept as the rest of his house, and for that, Monica was almost grateful. Gibson could, at times, seem too composed, but the laundry strewn over his floor, the unmade bed, that musty, indefinable man scent of a room gone too long without a female touch… it relaxed her. Gibson. This was Gibson she was about to fuck. Not a gorgeous male fantasy, that seemingly perfect blend of an elementary teacher and a model, but her friend, her sometimes awkward, sometimes pissy, sometimes goofy friend.



There was a great comfort in that. Whatever Monica thought she had to be for Gibson – a fuck toy, a breathless lover, a giver, a taker – he’d already seen her at her best and worst. He’d laughed with her when the three of them, Evan included, had eaten bad Chinese out of town and wound up farting the entire ride home. He’d drank with her and Evan and the rest of his friends until they were practically falling all over each other. When Evan didn’t want to go to Christmas services, Gibson had been the one to sit in the church with her.



It was him, she realized. It was always him.



As he slipped the comforter off the bed, apologizing for the state of the room, she worked her fingers up the ridges of his spine, and leaned in to kiss his shoulder blades.



“-swear, it’s usually cleaner than this.”



“Would you make love to me?” she asked him. “I know I’ve been… a little crazy, but… would you? Please?”



He turned to her, silent, but his expression told her everything she needed to know without hearing those three little words, and Monica melted. His hands came to her waist, rubbing her sides softly, and he turned her gently, pushing her back against the bed. Monica let herself fall, her slightly damp hair crinkling under her shoulders. Unmade though it might be, the bed smelled of him, his soft, sporty aftershave, the stronger cologne he preferred, his sweat, his musk, and she drank it in as she slid backwards, hitting the pillows and finding the right spot. He crawled after her on his knees, his cock flaccid again, but his hand on it would remedy that, especially with hers joining him. He kissed her, again and again and again, hungering for her but trying not to let it show as he obeyed her wishes.



His free hand rose tentatively to her breast, and he palmed her nipple, letting her quickening breath tell him what she liked. His cock was rising again, a valiant little soldier (except there really was nothing little about it, good God, he was thick), and as he neared readiness, the hand on her breast slid down to her pussy, testing her wetness. Not quite there yet, she added her own fingers to his teasing digits, helping him find her favorite spots, her eyes locked on his, loving the way his long hair sometimes masked him, only to reveal his beautiful features again a moment later.



He slipped his middle finger into her slowly, curling it, stroking her from the inside rather than fucking her with it. She liked that, and let him know as her back arched ever so slightly, her nipples brushing just for the faintest of seconds against his pecs.



“Gibson,” she moaned, and his finger stirred against her faster, not much, but stimulating her inner folds. She worked her own button, and leaned up to kiss him again, taking his upper lip with her teeth and nibbling it.



“Baby,” he whispered back to her when he’d freed his lip. “I want you.”



“Almost… ready,” Monica said, squeezing her eyes shut as he worked. His palm brushed her fingers on her clit, and she hissed with pleasure. His finger slipped out of her, replaced at her lips by his cock. He didn’t enter her, just slid it up and down, a little bit of his need already coating his tip, spreading across her folds. “Oh God, we’re going to do this, we’re going to…”



He clamped his mouth to hers, his breath hot and coming fast, and her eyes opened again as she nodded. He grunted his pleasure at her acceptance, and slowly, carefully, he eased his cockhead into her.



She pulled away and gasped, “Slow, slow,” but it was unnecessary. He cradled her in his arms as he took his time, only inching into her little by little as her pussy stretched to take him in. “Filling me…” she whispered, “Filling me so… good.”



And he was. Sure, his fingers had been hitting her little pleasure centers like crazy, but this was putting a little bit of electric pleasure on every inch of her walls, “Stretching her” wasn’t an exaggeration. She’d never again be so full as she was right in that moment as Gibson eased in. When she thought she could take no more, she pressed her palm against his chest, and he held still, not forcing anything until Monica nodded again, groaning as more and more of him slipped further inside, her juices barely able to keep his cock wet enough to fuck.



Gibson knew this and slipped his hand against her hood again. His lips found the spot where he’d nipped her earlier, and kissed the sore, tender flesh, sucking at it lightly as his other hand slipped under her thigh. She stroked the back of his leg with her toes, and finally nodded again at him to keep going, but there wasn’t much further he could manage. He was in her so deep, and if he kept going, he’d hurt her.



“Let me just… get used to it,” she said, and he couldn’t help a cocky little Gibson grin. That faded quickly when her cell, still in her bag out in the living room, started to chime with Evan’s ringtone.



“Fuck,” Gibson groaned.



“Hey,” Monica said, cupping his head by his ears, loving the feel of his freshly shampooed hair in her fingers. “Do you regret this?”



“No, but…”



“Neither do I. Now go slow.”



Slowly, that grin returned, and he started to ease back out of her, still going slow, though he didn’t need to stop this time. Where he abandoned, her sore little pussy whimpered, but she wanted the hurt, wanted to be a little sore from all this. That was the whole point.



Evan’s cell phone again. Gibson glanced back towards the door, but his need was growing, and he pushed back into her as his hands roamed up and down her thighs, pressing down gently against the bed to spread them a little wider.



“I can’t believe how beautiful you are,” he groaned as he filled her once again. “Everything I’ve… wanted.”



“Yeah?” Monica asked. He grunted something low and positive, and she raked her fingers along his chest, loving the feel of his taut muscles. “Little… faster…”



Gibson nodded, leaned down to kiss her again, and eased back out, nearly leaving her pussy altogether before he slipped back in. She didn’t need any extra help coating him now, and both her hands now explored him freely, squeezing his skinny little ass, his back, his shoulders. She liked those a lot, and her fingers played in the dimples of the muscles on his back for minutes while he built up a steadier and steadier rhythm.



“Yes, faster, God, yes, that feels good, filling me… so… good…” she moaned.



“So beautiful,” he repeated again, his ass sliding forward again to meet her thrusting hips.



“Gibson, oh Gibson, mm, yes.”



Her knees came up of their own accord, and he took it as a sign to push them gently towards the pillows, giving him more access. He drove deeper into her and she gasped. Pain, yes, but under it all was pleasure, so much pleasure, and she gasped, “Stupid, so stupid, could’ve had this… the whole time…”



“Fuck,” he groaned.



“…never stop, d-don’t stop fucking meee…”



Ecstasy rocked her, and her voice went high and wordless, not a scream, not a whine, but somewhere in between as her pussy clamped around him, her whole body quivering. “Mmm… mmm… mm-my God, so good, so fucking good.”



Gibson couldn’t stop himself. He slid in and out of her faster and faster now, his balls slapping against her ass, groaning, thrusting, trying to drink her in, trying to remember every moment of this if it was the only shot he had. He couldn’t control his hands anymore, so he planted them beside her shoulders as he took her for his own pleasure now that she’d had hers, and Monica cooed him on.



“Fill me up, going to fill me so good, I want to feel it inside me, want you like this forever.”



“Jesus, Mon, I’m close,”



“Do it, give it to me, I love you, do it.”



He almost missed it. Almost missed the “I love you,” but his mind wasn’t so completely gone as that. It was those words, even more than her tightness gripping him, more than the way he fit into her just right, more than the quake of her breasts, more than her smile, that did it for him, and he groaned as he tried not to slam himself to the hilt inside her, releasing, releasing, releasing, his hips quavering from the last little effort, breathing forgotten, his eyes shut.



“Oh… oh fuck, Monica, Monica, love you too,” he gasped, and he slid loose from her, a little wet plop making her giggle as their juices dribbled onto the sheets. Her legs fell slowly down, and he collapsed beside her, panting, a fresh sheen of sweat on his forehead.



His throat worked as he figured out what to say. He’d meant his “I love you,” but had she? The passion of the moment, the heat of the thing, had it just been pillow talk?



As if she read his mind, Monica eased over on her side, wincing from the good pain of being properly fucked, and draped an arm over his stomach. “I know.”



“I shouldn’t have said it. Where you are, it’s not fair.”



“It’s okay. It’s… confusing, not gonna lie.” She kissed his breast. “But I meant it too. Still do.”



“Yeah?” Gibson asked, surprised.



Unexpectedly, Monica started crying. He hopped off the bed to grab the comforter, and pulled it up around the two of them as they snuggled. She rested her head on his chest, feeling the rapid thump of his heartbeat as she let it out. He stroked her skin, his fingers drawing idle patterns along her back and side, and he thought about all the years of friendship with Evan, how it had all come to this. There was sadness there, and a twinge of guilt, though he knew in his heart Evan had done this to himself. But most of all he was angry at the man for letting such an incredible woman out of his life, and for what? Action on the side? Monica deserved better.



As her tears died down, she stroked his leg. There was nothing sexual to the gesture, just a sense of getting to know him, of familiarity and melting into his comforting presence.



 “What do you need?” Gibson asked her.



“I just got it, I think.” When she saw him grin, she flopped over onto her back and swatted his thigh. “Not that. I mean… well, yeah, kinda that, but… Gibson, is it me you care for, or is it…?” She gestured down along her body.



“Monica, I don’t give a damn what you look like. I mean, I’m in love with that too-” he stopped to squeeze her backside “-but it’s you. It’s the way you would light up when Evan came home, or you always doing things for the kids at the school, or the way you dance whenever and wherever you like. I can’t imagine any man ever meeting you and not feeling the same way. It seems crazy to me how damn… I don’t know, decent you are.”



“I have my bad sides,” she protested.



“Yeah?” He grinned down at her. “Tell me.”



“That day you came over? I wanted to tease you.”



“Yeah, but you wouldn’t have done anything, would you?”



“Well… no… but I liked it. And I knew it was wrong but I did it anyways. I wanted you to notice me.”



“Name something else.”



“I…” She blushed. “All right, I’ll tell you something, but it stays just between you and me.”



“Of course.”



“I… got myself off… on the light rail, once.”



Gibson lifted his head so he could better look at her. His grin widened. “Holy shit, now that is something. Tell me.”



“I don’t know, the vibrations, I was feeling good, and I was practically alone. So I put my purse on my lap, hid my hand, and I… fingered myself. Right there. Took me three stops, but it was so good.”



“My little exhibitionist,” he said, laughing a little.



“Stop,” she said, blushing furiously. “You know the hotel on Watercrest? The one that’s like… right there by all the restaurants and shops?”



“Sure.”



“I go by there every week because they like fresh cookies for the weekend. I always thought… it would be kinda hot to be fucked up there. My hands against the windows, where anyone could see.”



“Jesus, you really are an exhibitionist.”



“Is that… bad?”



“Pretty hot. Got any other fantasies?”



“A few,” she admitted. “Sex with Evan was always kind of vanilla. It wasn’t bad, but I always wished we were a little more… I don’t know, exciting. Don’t get me wrong, most of the time, I just want to be loved nice and gentle, but…”



“Sometimes you need a good, hard fuck, too.”



“Pretty much.” She sighed. “Jesus, Evan. What a mess.”



“What’s next for you?”



Monica glanced up at him, and her hand left his thigh. He missed it immediately. “Would it… could I stay here?”



Could she? She could stay forever. He could dance. He could shout.



But Monica wasn’t done talking yet. She babbled, “Just for like a day or two while I figure that out?”



Oh. Fuck. “Yeah, sure.”



“You make that sound like I’m putting you out.”



“No, no, sorry.” He sighed. “In my own head.”



She rolled away from him a little. “It’s fine, I can call some family and see-”



Gibson grabbed her hand and kissed it. “Monica, I want you to stay as long as you like. I heard two or three days, and I thought… look, if you want to stay here, stay here. No timeline. No worries.”



“Really?”



“Truthfully?” He sighed. “This is gonna scare you off, but it wouldn’t suck if you decided to stick around. See where this went.”



Slowly, carefully, Monica eased back into him. “Huh. You really do… care for me, don’t you?”



“Yeah, Monica. I do. It wasn’t just pillow talk. It pisses me off Evan let you go, but it makes me so damn happy you’re here now. So anything you need. I mean that. And if that’s, I don’t know, time, space, or whatever, you tell me.”



Her eyes closed and she nuzzled tighter against him. “I need to go home at some point. Deal with this. But for now, I just want to… be here.”



“Good.”



She dozed off, and Gibson stroked her back for a while before finally he closed his eyes and joined her, more at peace than any other time in his life.



* * *



Something warm and wet bathed Gibson’s cock as he slid out of a near-dreamless sleep. “Mm,” he murmured, eyes still closed. “Wonder who that could be?”



For an answer, Monica redoubled her efforts, taking the first two or three inches of his stiff prick as far as she could before the sheer girth of him stymied her. She wanted to deep throat him, take him further, but she simply wasn’t used to anything that big, not even her toys.



Oh well. She looked forward to practicing, and Gibson sure didn’t seem to mind.



He finally threw back the comforter, and there she was, kneeling perpendicular to him, her hair a dark spill across her face as her head bobbed up and down enthusiastically. “Fuck, that’s amazing,” he muttered. “So goddamn sexy.”



She slid her mouth off him with a little pop and brushed her hair out of her eyes, grinning sideways at him. “You like this? You like me sucking this fat, juicy cock?”



“No. I hate it.”



“Oh?” she asked, pouting even as her eyes crinkled with good humor. “Well, maybe I can change your-”



Her phone went off again. Ethan. Fucking Ethan.



“Are you okay with us?” she asked.



“What do you mean?”



“There’s something I want to do. Something bad.” She stroked him now, keeping him hard, but she wasn’t trying to get him off. “It’s gonna fuck with your friendship with him.”



“He’s dead to me. I mean that. You’re who I care about. What do you have in mind?”



For an answer, she slid off the bed and pointed to his prick. “You keep that hard for me. Be right back.”



Lazily, Gibson did as he asked. It wasn’t particularly difficult, considering he got a great look at her spectacular ass as she raced for the living room. When she came back, she was carrying her phone. He raised an eyebrow, grinning as she slid onto the bed, knee-walking to him until her pussy hovered just above his dick, She held a single finger to her lips – quiet. Gibson nodded, roping one arm behind his head and leaning back, enjoying the show.



Evan answered on the first ring. “Monica, baby, I’ve been so worried-”



“Don’t,” Monice said flatly, rubbing her lips all along Gibson’s fat prick. “Don’t you ever baby me again.”



“Come back and we’ll figure this out-”



“There’s no figuring this out. There’s you, getting the fuck out of my house and out of my life. I’m talking to a divorce lawyer-” Gibson reached up to fondle one of her breasts, and she squirmed, nodding at him, grinning “-tomorrow.”



“Divorce? It was just one time. I swear, it won’t happen again.”



Monica pressed forward so Gibson could take the nipple he’d been idly flicking into his mouth. “It should have never happened the first time. I always told you, if you ever cheated on me, we’d be through. I wasn’t-” Gibson nipped at her, and her breath hitched “-joking.”



“Where are you? I’ll come to you and we’ll talk.”



“I’m right where I deserve to be,” Monica said, and Gibson slid his cock up and down her folds faster and faster, coating himself in her wetness.



“What does that even mean?”



“It means…“ Monica reached down to grip Gibson and hold him upright. She slowly dropped down onto him, his head pulsing as he entered her, spreading her wide. Though it was a little easier than the first time, he was still so thick she had to pause for a moment, savoring it. “Fuck,” she moaned. “It means I’m finally letting myself have something… I should have had… a long time… ago.”



“Are you…” Evan’s voice was a squawk now. “Are you fucking someone?”



“Yes, and he feels so fucking… good, Evan.” Monica slid down a little more and couldn’t help a little hiss of real pleasure. “So thick. Goddamn, he’s big.”



Evan paused, then asked quietly, “Why are you doing this to me?”



Her nipple popped free from Gibson’s mouth as Monica rocked up and down on him, easing herself down deeper and deeper on his cock. “Why did you… do that… to me?”



“I… that was private. This is…”



“Say it. I’m making you a fucking cuckold.” With that, Monica slid down as far as she could take Gibson’s length. Her breath caught in her throat and she hiccupped out, “Oh… damn.”



Gibson grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her down to kiss him, loud and noisy. If either of them were being honest, it was too sloppy to be enjoyable, but the slobbering noises they made left him shaking from holding back a laugh.



“Who?” Evan croaked. “Tanner?”



“Please,” Monica said, rubbing her breasts up and down Gibson’s chest as she started to turn her rocking on his cock into a little bounce. “Tanner… wishes he could… fuck me this good.” Away from the phone, she whispered, “Fuck me.”



Gibson nodded. All at once, his laziness shifted into hunger, and he began to meet her bounce with his own little thrusts, the slapping of their skin muted by her moans.



“Ten years,” she said, her free hand clutching at her own hair, her scalp, the sensations in her spreading everywhere. “My whole adult life. Spent with your. Little prick. But I’m home. Now. Oh Jesus, oh fuck,” she swore as Gibson raised a hand and slapped her ass hard enough to make it sting a little. “He’s spanking my ass… while I’m… riding him. You miserable sack of shit. You were. Terrible. In bed. Compared to him.”



There were no more words, just panting and the slap of flesh on flesh. Their tempo increased until Gibson was deliriously pounding up at her as she slammed down on top of him, her breasts bobbing with every thrust. She tossed the phone aside so she could concentrate on the feelings, that same hand still buried in her own hair, her other resting on Gibson’s chest. Gibson only took his hands off her ass long enough to grab the cell and put it on speakerphone, grinning up at the sexy woman riding him for her own pleasure.



A little jolt started from her pussy, spreading to her spine and all the way up to the follicles of Monica’s hair, and she started moaning earnestly. “Fffuu… fuuuu… oh fuckkk… yeah, fuck me, keep going, feels so good…”



Crying. Evan was crying, but he was trying to hide it. “You b-bitch. Think you’re gonna end up with the h-house? You’ll see. I’m r-recording everything.”



Monica didn’t pay him any attention. She didn’t care. Everything she needed was right here under her, in her, loving her. She dove down to kiss Gibson again, hard enough that their teeth mashed together, and she murmured into his ear, “Love you, love you so much, thank you,” and then she was lifting up and away, her back arching, eyes squeezed shut as she came and came, Gibson still stroking up into her.



“C-coming!” she screamed, no longer for Evan’s embarrassment, but out of sheer pleasure, and the orgasm just kept going into little quakes, her pussy gripping Gibson as she sobbed with the pleasure. His pace quickened, slamming into her with abandon, his own back arching up to meet her, and he was grunting, unmindful of the need to stay silent.



“Monica, oh shit, Monica, need to pull out-“



She was off him in a flash and kneeling down, taking him into her mouth as he started to spurt, sucking for all she was worth as Evan squeaked out Gibson’s name before she reached across and hammered the power button on the phone, uncaring about her husband anymore. Her revenge was done.



Her everything, Monica’s new universe, her new love was right there, and Gibson was coming, and groaning, and oh God, she loved him, and he loved her, and maybe, just maybe those ten years hadn’t been wasted at all, because this was her new forever and it was as perfect as two people could possibly hope for in this universe.



Monica smiled up at Gibson around his cock, and their hands found each other.













The Erotic Hypnotic



 



Includes: M/F, erotic romance, masturbation, oral, consensual mind control



 



Two months. That’s all it took to transform Julia Dougherty from a frumpy, eternally sour-faced woman to a Capri-slinging bouncy ball of contentment, and it drove everyone in the office nuts, particularly when she’d bring in a box of chocolates or flowers from her hubby, who himself had gone through a similar re-awakening of passion and life.



“Weed,” Chuck Ballentine commented as he cracked open the lid on his chicken salad sandwich.



“Come on, Julia?” Denise asked, herself stirring a Cup Noodle marked Toni – Do Not Eat. “She won’t have more than two beers when she goes out with us. You really think she’d be smoking weed?”



“It’s gotta be drugs of some sort. I heard her giggling the other day. You ever heard Julia giggle before?”



Denise considered that as she sucked down a forkful of noodles. “Don’t think so. What do you think, Sophie?”



Sophie didn’t know, but she liked the changes. Julia worked in the cubicle next to hers, and she used to be such a grump about everything. But now… now she sometimes left Sophie little presents on her desk. An origami crane, two pieces of chocolate wrapped in a tissue. Just little friendly office gestures, but it made her day just a little bit more special, and Sophie rarely felt like anything special ever happened to her.



“I don’t know, maybe they just found a spark or something,” she offered up. “What would be the opposite of a mid-life crisis?”



Both of them gawped at her like she was speaking in tongues, and Denise just shook her head. “No, there’s something hinky going on.”



“Drugs of some kind,” Chuck said around a mouthful of sandwich. “Viagra, maybe.”



“I think it’s nice she’s happy,” Sophie said, not looking up from her ham and cheddar sandwich. Plain, ordinary. Just like her, she thought. Maybe next time she was at the store, she’d finally try that dill Havarti. It would be the excitement of her month.



“Me too, sweetie,” Denise said, patting Sophie’s hand like a child. “We just wish she’d spread it around, that’s all.”



“Maybe I would, if you asked me nicely,” Julia said from the door. Denise jumped, and Chuck looked anywhere but at Julia. Sophie blushed, even if she knew she’d done nothing really wrong. She pulled out a chair for her cubicle neighbor, and after she’d retrieved a lunch bag from the fridge, Julia plopped down beside her as Chuck mumbled an excuse and packed up his sandwich to eat at his desk.



“Don’t let me scare you off,” Julia called after him, snickering a little.



Denise scooted forward in her chair, her stolen Cup Noodle forgotten about. “So? What’s the deal?”



“Well…” Julia said as she arranged her fork and spoon on a napkin. “Chuck wasn’t all that far off.”



“Weed? Really?” Denise asked.



“No.” Julia leaned forward and whispered conspiratorially. “Viagra. Doug started taking it, and it’s changed-” she shivered delightedly “-everything.”



Denise shook her head slowly. “I’ve slept with dudes on it. It’s fun, but it doesn’t change someone like this.”



Julia licked her lips, got up, and shut the break room door. When she sat back down, her face was flushed. “Well… getting him to take the pill, that was the real problem. He’s had them for months and months, but he thought he was just going through a phase.” She rolled her eyes and smiled. “A five-year phase of sex maybe once every two or three months. That wasn’t a phase. That was torture.”



“No shit,” Denise breathed. Sophie blushed again. She hadn’t had sex in nearly three years. Not because she didn’t like it – she did – but a string of bad relationships in her teens and early twenties had left her feeling like she was relationship death.



“My cousin recommended this guy to us, Declan Malloy. He’s a hypnotist.”



“Like for parties and magic shows?” Denise scoffed.



Julia’s smile broadened. “That’s what I thought too, but he’s the real thing. Specializes in singles’ and couples’ relationship therapy, and he works. God, does he work. In just the first session, he managed to convince Doug to take his pill and treat me to a night out. Best sex of our lives, I swear to God. Better than our honeymoon, and that was crazy.”



Sophie glanced up from her sandwich, curious, but Denise blazed in yet again. “Still, a hypnotist?”



“There’s no way I can convince you. You’ve gotta set up an appointment sometime.”



“My sex life is pretty damn okay, thank you,” Denise said.



“Look, you’re still seeing Paul, right?” When Denise nodded, Julia asked, “Is he… you know… giving?”



“Meaning does he make me orgasm? Sure, sometimes. I mean, we both get off work and it’s hard to just, you know, not go through the motions sometimes.”



“Denise, honey, go see him,” Julia said, grinning. She dug in her purse, and produced a card. It was a simple thing, made from cheap cardboard and unembellished in any way other than Malloy’s name, address, and phone number. “Call ahead, though. He makes everybody go through an interview process first and he only takes on a handful of clients at a time.”



Denise glanced at the card. “Hey, at the very least, it’d be a laugh, right?”



* * *



The dating site promised love and happiness through science-proven formulas, but if that was true, Sophie’s one true science-backed love was an Axe-spritzed physical trainer divorcee from the suburbs named Evan. At first, she was just happy the profile picture matched up to the guy himself, having had worse experiences with online dating, but five minutes in and she was already searching for a way out of the restaurant.



A pure narcissist, the guy asked her exactly one question – “Do you work out?” – before he launched into a never-ending river of pure bullshit about himself, his gym, and his ex-wife. She could commiserate with the poor woman. Evan was intolerable.



Even ordering food with him was awful. When she requested the crab mac and cheese, he made a cutting motion at the waitress and said with a sly grin, “Aw, she’s just being shy about the cost. Why don’t you bring her out the crusted ahi tuna and leave the bill with me, huh?”



“No, that’s not what I…” Sophie sighed and gave the waitress a sad smile. “Sure. The ahi tuna.” Evan never noticed the other woman’s hand brush Sophie’s shoulder, a small gesture of commiseration and maybe the one nice thing about the whole night.



She did put her foot down when it came to a second glass of wine. That was quite enough for her, no matter how badly she wanted to get drunk and forget this night ever happened. That clearly pissed Evan off.



“I’m just saying, it’s okay to want to enjoy yourself tonight,” he snapped when she held her hand over her wine glass to stop the waitress from pouring.



“And I’m sure I’ll have just as delightful a time sober,” Sophie replied quietly, smiling tightly.



For some reason, he seemed to think this was innuendo of some sort. “Oh, sure, I get it,” he said, grinning, and tipped her a little wink. “So like I was saying, decided to move out here, because I mean, how do you deal with your best friend fucking around with your wife? It was this or kick down his door and beat his ass, I tell you what…”



Maybe she should have had that second glass of wine after all. Or a whole bottle.



At the end of the meal, when he received the ticket, Evan couldn’t disguise a little sticker shock, but he recovered quickly and passed the waitress his card. Just a few short minutes later, the waitress returned and cleared her throat. “Um, sir, the card was declined.”



“What?” he protested. “That can’t be right. It was just payday. There should be more than enough.”



The waitress’s tight-lipped smile spoke volumes about how many times she’d heard variations on that. “Perhaps you have another card, or-?”



Sophie snatched her purse up off the chair next to her. Without a word, she dug out her wallet, and passed over her debit card. The waitress looked as though she might say something, but took it silently as Sophie pleaded with her eyes just to let it go, that it wasn’t worth the effort. Thankfully the woman seemed to understand.



“Look, the money’s there, I promise, I’ll get it next time,” Evan said.



“Um, this was nice and all,” Sophie said quietly, “But…I don’t really want to give you the wrong idea…”



“Wait,” Evan said, leaning forward. “You’re dumping me? Over a stupid billing mistake? I told you, I have plenty of money, I just…”



“…don’t have it right now, I get it,” Sophie said, trying to disburse the worst of his anger. All she needed was an angry stalker right now, because she sure as hell didn’t have the money for an Uber ride home after that monstrosity of a bill. “I think you’re a very, um, exuberant guy, and I wish you all the best, but-”



“Yeah,” he snapped. “Yeah.” He stood up, dabbed at his lips with a napkin, and threw it on his plate. “You know, I was just nervous. All the talking, I’m coming out of a long-term relationship and it’s…”



A pang of sympathy flooded Sophie. “If you do this again with someone, lead with that. Tell them how nervous you are. Then just-”



“Yeah, babe? Last thing I need from you is dating advice, miss ‘I’ve been on a hundred of these things.’”



At least she managed not to cry until the waitress brought her back her receipt, Evan already gone.



* * *



After the weekend’s debacle, Sophie came into work dejected, makeup-less, and dressed in her comfiest pity-party clothes. At least the tech support job had next-to-no dress code, beyond “just wear SOMETHING.”



She collapsed into her chair, sighed as she booted up her computer, and tried not to cry for what felt like the umpteenth time in the last few days. Making things worse was Julia coming in humming. It hurt, even as she realized she was being selfish in her self-pitying mood. Why should she be upset Julia was happy?



Work held her captive for a few hours. Getting yelled at for eight hours a day was never entertaining, but at least their customers weren’t too bad that day, save for one little old lady who thought they should have been able to help fix her fridge.



“Ma’am,” Sophie said, trying to keep herself composed, “that’s not our company. We provide support for computers, Internet, and various devices. You’re going to need to call the manufacturer.”



“I told you, I don’t know who that is!” the other woman wailed.



“I helped you with that, remember? It’s Maytag. It’s right on the door. You’ll need to look up their number-”



“Can’t you just transfer me to them?”



And so it went, on and on. When the old woman finally ended the call with a harrumph of, “I don’t like to swear, but you and your company are very shitty,” Sophie leaned back in her chair, laughed quietly into her hands, and stood up to stretch. Julia popped up too, nearly making her jump.



“Oh hey, neighbor,” Sophie said, hand coming up to rest on her breast. “Startled me.”



“Tough one.”



“No, just… long. How are things for you?”



“Good! Really good. Just-”



Without warning, without explanation, tears welled up inside Sophie and spilled over. “I… sorry, Julia, I just need…”



She darted away, heading for the bathrooms, dabbing at her eyes with the sleeve of her puffy sweater, never noticing the woman following her quietly, a piece of paper in her hand. In the bathroom, she picked a stall, quietly slid the lock into place, and sat on the lid, crying as silently as she could manage into her hands.



The door creaked open, and inwardly, she groaned. Alone, for just a minute. That’s all she needed. Well, no, the exact opposite was what she needed, but she didn’t want that kind of comfort from a coworker. She wanted a guy, a nice guy, to be out there, waiting to kiss her and her tears. She wanted a life outside work. She wanted… happiness.



Not that Sophie was depressed, but she could feel her ship swinging that way. She knew she didn’t need a guy to be happy, but a relationship, something homey and earthy to look forward to coming home to, it would help her so much. Just a taste of normalcy in an adult life spent chasing a dream that didn’t exist. Maybe she just had to lower her standards. Maybe the next guy she went out with would-



“Sophie?” Julia asked quietly. “Hon?”



Sophie sniffed, and blew her nose into a sheet of tissue paper. “I’m fine. Sorry. Didn’t mean for that to happen.”



“No, I’m sorry. Is there anything I can do? Maybe some tea, or…?”



Julia knew she loved tea. God bless the woman. She smiled, and wiped at her eyes again, glad for the first time that day she hadn’t bothered with makeup. It would have been a mess. “Thank you. I… just need…” Why she said what she said next, Sophie didn’t know. But she was slinging a rope out, desperate for someone to take the other end. “I just need… a little bit of something special. Does that sound stupid? Oh God, that’s stupid. I’m sorry, Julia.”



A sheet of paper slid half through the seam in the bathroom stall’s door. “Take this, honey. Just give him one shot. Please. I know you don’t believe me, but you’re not alone. I was so… upset with my life, with Doug, and this made things so much easier. He’s good. I don’t mean just professionally. I mean Declan is a good man. At the very least, he’s nice to talk to.”



Sophie tentatively reached out with two fingers and took the sheet of paper. Wiping her tears away, she took a slow look down the list of questions. Some of it was standard – name, address, phone number – but beyond that, most of it was oddly personal questions, the sort of thing one might find on the same dating website that had hooked her up with Evan.



What is it you want in the next six months?



Friendship? A few dates? Maybe a shot at the manager’s position? She wasn’t really sure what the form was asking there or what it wanted.



Where do you want to be in the next five years?



Well, that sounded like an interview question she’d answered to get her job and less like a relationship guru type thing. She smiled a little and brushed away the remnants of her tears.



How sexually active are you?



“Not very,” she muttered, never noticing Julia slipping back out of the bathroom as she kept reading.



How sexually active would you like to be?



That one gave her pause. Very, but only with the right guy, but would that make her seem too boring for this Declan guy? Should she dress up her answers? “I’d like to be a maniac in bed.” Would that increase her chances of getting an appointment?



Sighing, she hopped off the toilet. No, she wouldn’t lie. She’d never even so much as stretched the truth in her dating profiles, and she wasn’t going to start now. If she was even seriously going to consider this, she’d do it her way. No lies. No bullshit. Sophie promised herself half a decade ago she wasn’t going to be someone else for whoever she cared about ever again. If that meant her boring old application was turned down, oh well.



* * *



“You’re saying no… to me?” The professional cheerleader slipped open another button on her blouse, revealing more of her delicious little black demi bra. It couldn’t do much to hide the definition of her stiff nipples, so thick and wide. Declan fought the urge to lick his lips. Millions of men would’ve died to be in his shoes at that moment, and he almost hated himself for the words that came next.



“It would be unprofessional. I’m sorry.”



“Really?” Mandy asked. She still thought he was playing hard-to-get, and undid yet another button. Only two left.



“Mandy, I’m afraid I’m very serious. I need you to please put your blouse back on and either return to your seat or-”



“Wait, you are serious.” She laughed. “Wow. Just… wow. All right, well… this is embarrassing.”



“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. It happens sometimes.”



Her long, nimble fingers, the ones Declan really did want wrapped around his cock, slid her buttons back into place. When she finished, she rubbed her forehead with her palms. “I’m an idiot. I’m just going to…”



He toned out her voice and concentrated on her mind, his hands coming together and his fingers making a rough diamond shape. “Delicate fricassee.”



The words stopped Mandy. Slowly she returned to her seat, crossing her long, creamy stems. Fuck, those thighs… He shook his head. Twelve years he’d been at this, and no one in his practice managed to get him to break his vow. He could resist this one too, this near super-model, this buxom, toned, delicious cheerleader.



Cheerleader. For a pro football team. And she wanted him. Not for the first time, Declan wondered if he was insane.



Out loud, he said, “Mandy, none of what you just did was your fault. It’s natural for patients to develop feelings for their caregivers, and while I’m not a doctor per se, the logic is roughly the same. Until our next session, I want you to ponder those feelings apart from me and figure out what attracts you. Perhaps we can use this to help you further identify your own sexuality, and use that to determine the type of man you’d like to be attracted to.”



“Yes, Mr. Malloy,” she said tonelessly.



“Good. Remember all this, and wake up when I snap my fingers. Ready?” He snapped.



She came to slowly, as if she were waking from a slumber. He had no idea how real hypnotists did it – his title was just a formality, a thin veneer over a much crazier truth – but his method of having his clients wake up slowly seemed to help their adjustment. Wake them up too rapidly, and it was like getting hit in the face with ice water.



They talked for another ten minutes, idle bullshitting about an upcoming social event for her team. If his clients paid him anything, Declan might have been guilty of padding out the time of his sessions, but he had no need for money and only did this for the pleasure of it. Once upon a time, it had been his penance, but that had slowly shifted over into genuine enjoyment.



Once he saw Mandy off, his next clients came through the door. Doug and Julia, two of his favorite success stories. Sometimes the sad and simple truth was that his hypnotism revealed a partner ready to move on from their relationship, who was just too timid or worried to end things, but Doug and Julia had been married thirty some-odd years and looked to be married for thirty some-odd more.



Declan shook their hands with real pleasure. “Our last session together,” he declared, grinning. From a desk drawer, he produced a stack of DVDs and slid them across the desk. “Our recordings, as we talked about at the beginning.”



Doug reached forward and took the DVDs. In just a few short months since he and his wife had started to sleep together again, he’d really been working on the treadmill and eating healthier, and it showed. “Down another three pounds, Declan.”



“Hey, congratulations! Drop me a line now and then and let me know how it goes for you. Did you try that gym on Euclid?”



“We did! The couples’ cycling class is gonna be the death of me, but you were right. We both love it so much.”



Julia squeezed her husband’s thigh. “We’re going to try for a marathon next year. Just a short one for now, but if it keeps going this well, we might go for a 20k.”



“If you want, I could sure give you a boost in that department,” Declan offered.



The couple glanced at each other, smiling. “Nah,” Doug said. “I think we want to get fit the old-fashioned way. Really try to work this ourselves. But if we find ourselves slipping too hard back into old habits…”



“…my door’s always open,” Declan said agreeably. “Now, is there anything else I can do for you two?”



“You won’t take payment?” Doug asked.



Declan flapped a hand at him. “No, no no. A group of very kind individuals funds our work here.”



Julia leaned forward, looking a little troubled. “There is… one thing. Maybe you could help me with it. Not for us, but for a friend.”



“Well, let me hear about it, and we’ll see what I can do.”



From a purse, she pulled one of his initial questionnaires and slid it across his desk. “My friend from work… well, maybe you’d call her an acquaintance, but I’d like to think she’s a friend. Anyways, she’s in a bad spot. Sweet girl, but she came into work crying the other day, and I think she could really use your help.”



“Is she depressed? Suicidal?”



“Maybe depressed. I don’t think she’s suicidal. I think…” Julia tapped her lip. “I think Sophie’s just a very lonely soul who needs a little shot of confidence, if that makes sense.”



“Well, I’ll certainly take a look,” Declan said, sliding open his application drawer and lifting the two or three-hundred sheets there already. “There’s a waiting list, of course-”



“Please.”



It was the word that always killed him. Please. He could never resist a woman saying it, even if she held no particular attraction for him. God help him if he ever had a daughter, because a single sad “please” would melt him immediately. He groaned, reversed course, and settled the application on his desk.



“I’ve got fifteen minutes after your appointment. When we’re done, and I’m not promising anything here, but I’ll give her some serious thought, okay? Now, during couples’ therapy, I like to make the last session about the couple themselves, so tell me…”



* * *



He avoided the paper on his desk until he’d grabbed a Pepsi from the machine in the hallway outside the office. It was probably best to send the case on to Henderson if she was psychiatrically troubled. The man had the same gifts as him, but where Declan focused more on the sexual side of things, Henderson had a real, honest-to-God psychiatrist’s license and could do her more permanent good than his limited scope.



Once he’d taken a long gulp of soda – one of his little vices, and if anyone suggested he give it up, he grew just ornery enough to make them have the good old “wearing nothing in math class” dream that night – he settled in with the application. Sophie Moreau. Beautiful name. Late twenties, lived in a cheaper suburb. Bad neighborhood, if he wasn’t mistaken, and he didn’t think he was.



From the very first answer, he liked her responses. When asked what she wanted in the short term, Sophie had written out in a careful, tiny script, “
 Companionship – a nice guy to be comfortable with. Manager position, too, but getting that would mean a friend didn’t.
 ”



That was too kind. Julia had warned Sophie he was a good man, and would want good-hearted responses. He’d chide her about it the next time they spoke. But if the first answer read like a schematic to the type of person he wanted in his office, the second one made him stop entirely and think.



When it came to her five year goals, Sophie wrote simply, “To be happily bored.”



Damn, that was a good answer. It told him a lot, but just as much remained unspoken. He drummed his fingers on the desk, thinking, and picked up the phone to dial the number this Sophie had written down, only bothering to look at the rest of the questionnaire while it rang.



She picked up on the second ring. “If this is a robocall, I should warn you, I know John Connor.”



“Um.” The response left Declan completely flummoxed. “Hi. Er. This is. Ah. Declan Malloy. Did you just reference Terminator 2?”



“Ah. Yes. Yes, I did.”



Good God, he thought. Clone this woman. Clone her a thousand times over. “That’s excellent. One of my favorites. Um, sorry, back on point. You submitted an application through one of your friends, Julia. I’d like to set up an appointment with you at your convenience.”



“Oh. Oh! You’re the, ah, the hypnotherapist, right?”



“Just a hypnotist. I should warn you, what I do isn’t licensed and I don’t have any sort of a degree. In fact, I dropped out of high school.”



“That’s… very high praise for yourself?”



“These are things I’m required to mention by law to make sure there are no illusions as to who I am or the practices I perform. I’m not in any way a professional, but I do take great pride in the work I do and I stand behind it. If I haven’t thrown you off yet, let’s find a time that works for us both to fit you in.”



There was a soft sigh on her end. “I’ve seen what you did for Julia. I gotta admit, I’m skeptical, to say the least, but… I don’t know, at the very least, I’m intrigued, too.”



“Well, I can work with intrigued.”



They hashed out a time and a date – that following Monday, early in the morning before her shift started. Before they hung up, Sophie asked, “Do I, um… wear something? This is all hands-off, right?”



“Yes, absolutely. I mean, to the hands-off part. And to you wearing something. I… you are throwing me way off my sales pitch tonight, Ms. Malloy. Moreau, I mean. Not Malloy. That’s my name.”



Her laughter was soft and a little wheezy. It wasn’t sexy or smoky or anything like that, but it had character he liked. “For what it’s worth, I’m not entirely sure what to say here either. I guess I’ll rock the usual sweats and a sweater, then. Uh, see you then.”



“Yes. See you.”



Declan sat back in his chair, eyes closed, laughing a little. When was the last time a woman had thrown him that far off his game?



* * *



Declan Malloy’s office took up a small corner of a pleasant three-story office building downtown. Sophie barely had enough money to pay for the parking garage a half a block away, but Julia had assured her Mr. Malloy’s prices were “more than reasonable” so she didn’t need to worry too much.



Like she had a choice. If her rent went up again next year, she was sunk. Her sometime-roommate Tonya couldn’t be counted on to come up with her side of things regularly, and Sophie was genuinely thinking about asking her mom about coming back home. It was bad enough she had to borrow the wheezy old Saab from her to make this trip. The thought of having to return home made her want to cry again.



Between the atrocious dinner and now the potential of this hypnotist’s bill, Sophie was going to have to scrape for a couple of months to recover. Even if this guy worked his magic on her, she was two or three months away from maybe – huge emphasis there – having enough money again to re-up her subscription to the dating site and maybe go to a dinner or two. She could get creative with the latter, though. Coffee dates while walking the piers, maybe.



The waiting room was simply decorated. Instead of magazines, a pair of bookshelves were lined with used paperbacks and a sign that said, “Read something good? Take it with and return the favor someday.” She liked that. Oooh, Sophie thought. Maybe add browsing bookstores and libraries to the potential “cheap but fun” date thing, if only she could find a guy who liked to do those sorts of things.



A pleasant receptionist, maybe sixty or so, greeted her warmly and provided her with a clipboard and several forms. The first line almost made her get up and walk out.



Your sessions will be recorded for your own comfort and safety. Do you agree to being recorded?



She got up and slid the form back to the receptionist. “I don’t think this is for me,” she said. “Sorry, but…”



“The recordings?” the receptionist – Linda – asked.



“Yeah. I don’t want to be involved in some kind of strange sex stuff. I just want…”



“Oh, darling, that’s not what this place is. Mr. Malloy keeps video recordings so people can understand he hasn’t implanted any suggestions they don’t know about. You get the sole copies of the DVDs at the end of your sessions, and no digital copies are kept after they’ve been transferred to a disk.”



“Is this standard for a hypnotherapist?” Sophie asked, smiling a little.



“He’s not a-”



“I know, I know.” Sophie sighed. “Okay… well… he really doesn’t make me do anything freaky, right?”



“Not at all,” Linda said, reaching out to pat her hand. She leaned forward. “He’s one of the kindest men I’ve ever met, Ms. Moreau.”



“Sure he didn’t just, you know, brainwash you into saying that?”



Sophie meant it as a joke, but Linda looked as though she’d been slapped. “He’s helped me, yes. When my first husband died, I was very lost for a while, and I didn’t think… I deserved to be happy in a relationship. Mr. Malloy helped me see that we should all strive for someone in our lives who cares for us as much as we care about them. That’s the character of the man you’re about to visit with, Ms. Moreau. If that can’t sell you on who he is as a person, then I’m very sorry.”



Sophie bowed her head. “I’m sorry. I’m just way out of my depth here. I didn’t mean any offense.”



“That’s all right. Take a seat. He’ll be with you in a minute. Can I get you a cup of coffee or a soda or something?”



Feeling like she’d already burdened Linda enough, Sophie shook her head, smiling tightly. She wandered over to the paperbacks and began sifting through them. Almost instinctually, she started rearranging them by genre and author. Some good stuff was mixed in there – Station Eleven, Five People You Meet in Heaven, The Girl Who Loved Tom Gordon… her hands settled on a Jezz De Silva romance and a book of poetry called Come on All You Ghosts. She thought the poetry might make for an easier read if she was stuck waiting much longer, but the romance appealed to her need for some kind of fantasy at the moment.



“Take them with you, if you want.”



The voice was the same as she’d heard on the phone, though much more assured. Then again, that wasn’t a very high bar to jump. She turned, the two books in hand. “I might do that. I don’t look up enough poetry, unfortunately.”



The words were out before she had a good chance to look at him. Declan Malloy wasn’t some supermodel stud, but he certainly wasn’t bad-looking, either. Sort of short, and a little boyish, with a clean-cut shave and reddish-brown hair that came halfway down his neck. He wore a simple gray suit that looked a size too big for him, but that might have just been the youngish looks, too.



His smile, though, that was the best part. It crinkled his soft eyes, and instead of making him look younger, it gave him a little bit of indefinable age, as though he hid away a lot of knowledge up in his skull and was only letting a little hint of it out.



“If you like them, keep ‘em. Just bring in some of your favorites next time you’re here.”



“I like that,” she said agreeably.



To Linda, Mr. Malloy said, “Got her squared away?”



“Yep! She’s good to go.”



“Good deal.” Back to Sophie, he said, “You understand the rules about recording our sessions? That’s very important.”



“I…” Sophie glanced towards Linda, who just smiled back at her. “Yes. I do.”



“All right, then, come on back. Let’s get to know each other a little better.”



* * *



Sophie was pretty. He hadn’t been expecting that.



Not sexy, not like Mandy. Despite her oversized sweater and her ill-fitting jeans, it was obvious there weren’t a lot of curves on her frame. In fact, she was a little on the skinny side, not his usual type, but he liked the spill of her blond hair under her slouchy beanie. She seemed reluctant to remove the hat or the heavy sweater. That wasn’t unusual with the first or second sessions.



“All right,” Declan said, gesturing to a small, glass-enclosed section of the wall. “That’s the recording room. If you ever want a friend or family member to sit in on the sessions, you’re more than welcome, so long as they’re willing to stay in the recording room. If you were here with a significant other, they can sit in sessions with you, but that’s the one exception.”



“Like Doug and Julia,” she said.



“Yes, exactly, though I should let you know ahead of time, I don’t discuss my clients’ sessions, so that’s about all I’m willing to say about them, other than Julia was very sweet on you. I think you have a fan.”



“Really?” Sophie seemed surprised by that. “That’s kind of her.”



Declan showed her into the recording room before they settled in his office. She sat on the leather armchair in front of his desk like something might jump out and bite her bottom. Again, not that uncommon.



“Comfy chair,” she said, testing it.



“They are,” he agreed as he started up his laptop. “Okay, we’re going to start recording in just a minute. This first session is pretty much a getting-to-know-you thing, so we won’t dive deep into the hypnosis.”



“Do I… get charged less for that? I’m sorry to be so blunt, but…”



Declan frowned. “Did Linda not tell you? There’s no charge.”



“For this session.”



“No. For any of it. If I decide to keep you on as a client after today.”



Sophie looked at him warily. “What’s the catch?”



“There is none. The work here is funded by private donors satisfied with the results of their time here. I told you, I stand behind my work, and so do many other people.”



“Then why aren’t you famous?”



Declan sighed. Was she always going to be this confrontational? “Fame isn’t really the point. I do this because-”



Because I broke someone’s mind and this is the best way I know how to atone.



“-I like the work. I like all my clients. It’s pretty much as simple as that.”



“So… no bill?”



“No bill,” he said, smiling a little. After running his video recording program, he gestured at two spots behind him and her. “Two cameras. Ready to start?”



Sophie took a deep breath. “Sure. Why not?”



* * *



“Ms. Moreau-”



“Sophie’s fine,” she said.



“And you can call me Declan. Sophie, what I do here is largely defined by my clients’ needs, but it all revolves around hypnotism.”



“Like with a medallion and the whole, ‘You are getting sleepy’ thing?”



“Yes, very much so.” No, it wasn’t, not at all, but that was Declan’s most closely guarded secret, one only twenty-five or so men and women knew. “What I try to do is find the source of why people are unhappy in love, or uncomfortable, or we address any other concerns you might have in your day-to-day relationships in order to help you find a happier, healthier lifestyle. Eventually, when we find that source, we’ll work together in a strictly professional manner to help you along the path you’d like to travel. Does that make sense?”



“So far, sure.”



“Good. According to your questionnaire, in your particular case, you’re looking to find companionship, both for the short term and the long term. I quite liked those answers, by the way.”



That was unexpected. “Thank you. I wasn’t sure if I was going to be, um, enough of an interesting case, but I thought… I would just be me. Warts and all.”



“Excellent. That’s usually something I have to tease out of my clients slowly. What they say they want and what they really want are often two entirely different things.”



She nodded. “Sure, that’s the relationship world in general, I suppose.”



Declan laughed easily. “I’d say so. Now, the process of the hypnosis itself is very simple, but it may take time.” It wouldn’t, but this was how the charade had to be played. “Results tend to vary from individual to individual. Don’t expect miracles or a sudden new personality. I’m here to just help you be the best possible version of yourself.”



“All right,” Sophie said after some thought. “I like that.”



“Excellent. Want to get started?”



“Sure. I should warn you, I had an extra cup of coffee this morning. The whole zonking me out thing, it may be tough.”



“I’ll try my best,” Declan said, grinning. From a desk drawer, he produced a medallion on a slim silver chain. On one side of the medallion was engraved a series of interlocked intricate ovals, and on the other were what looked like feathers. He came around the desk and sat on the edge. “Okay, so this is going to be a simple test to see if you respond well to hypnosis or not. If it works, you’ll maintain a certain degree of mental consciousness, but your body will feel, well, sleepy, as you’ve said.”



“And will I remember everything? I don’t want to wake up and start doing the funky chicken at work or something.”



“Please, if I was going to do something like that to you, it’d be the macarena.” Though the joke was old, he found himself pleased at the laugh that got out of her. “Your mind won’t allow you to do something against your heart’s wishes, so even if I were to pull some ugly trick on you, you’d be perfectly capable of breaking my hold on you. You’ll remember everything. If we dredge up some unpleasant memories that need appropriate psychological counseling, I work closely with a great psychiatrist. But what I do tends to heal, not hurt.”



“Or so you hope.”



“Or so I hope,” Declan said. “Ready?”



“This is crazy,” she murmured. “Sure.”



* * *



The first few minutes always had to look like it was a challenge. That was the hardest, most boring part of the whole process for Declan. He waved the worthless medallion – just a metal disc he’d scratched some meaningless doodles into – in front of her eyes, dangling it slowly back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. She never saw his fingers touch in the diamond pattern, never saw his eyes close as he pushed his control into her.



“Keep listening to the sound of my voice,” he murmured. “Concentrate on something. What calms you? What comforts you?”



“My corner,” Sophie said dreamily. “My little sanctuary.”



“Go there now,” he said. “Focus on it.”



She nodded slowly, under his control now. The truth was, he was no hypnotist at all. So far as he knew, hypnotism was a bunch of bullshit. But mind control, now that was real. His mental tendrils massaged her scalp, slid into her mind, and did their thing.



“Sophie?” he asked gently, more for the camera’s show than anything else.



“Mm hm?”



“We’re going to establish some boundaries right now. If I say the words chilly pachinko, you’re going to slip out of this fugue quietly, like you’re waking up in the morning. If I say it when you’re conscious, it will help guide you back to this state. Do you understand?”



“Chilly pachinko. Yes.”



“Very good. If I say or do anything that makes you uncomfortable, I need you to be one hundred percent honest with me. You’ll remember everything about our sessions.”



“Okay. Yes.”



“Good. Let’s start easy. Why are you here today?”



“I wasn’t lying. Companionship. I want someone who loves me as much as I love them.”



“Very good. What about this position at work?”



“I think I deserve it, but I feel bad about saying that. Me getting the job means someone else doesn’t, and that makes me feel horrible. But I need the money. I was very scared this would cost me a lot, and I had a bad date and most my savings went into that. I’m barely hanging on and…”



Her head wobbled. Time to pull her back. “Okay, Sophie, okay, thank you. That was very informative. You’re an admirable person, putting your friends before you, but if they’re really your friends, Sophie, don’t you think they’d be happy with your success?”



“Ye-es…” she murmured, almost turning it into a question.



“For this first week, let’s focus on that. On feeling more confident in your self-worth. You do deserve that job, Sophie. Keep up the good work, and walk in every day thinking this – I’m a good person. I am not a doormat. If I keep up good habits at work, I deserve that job, but if I don’t get it, I’m not going to beat myself up.”



“Okay,” she breathed, smiling a little.



“Your other homework for the week is this, and it’s a bit more daring. I want you to go home several times this week and revel in your sexuality. I want you to think of a favorite fantasy and I want you to let yourself enjoy it within the safety of your own bed or bath or wherever within your house you like to pleasure yourself. When you come in next week, we’ll explore what it is you fantasized about. Are you okay with that?”



“Ye-es.”



“Good. Okay, Sophie. Chilly pachinko.”



* * *



It was him she thought about that night as Sophie ran her vibrator over her clit, coming so hard she blacked out for a minute.



She wasn’t sure when the thought of Declan kneeling at her feet to lick her pussy top to bottom took hold, but it did with a startling ferocity. Usually her fantasies leaned more towards being ravaged by celebrity studs or men she knew she couldn’t have. Sometimes those veered into darker territories. Sophie didn’t like the term “rape fantasy,” but she did love the idea of someone being so overcome with need that they jammed her up against a wall while she gave weak little protests, her twitching clit and pussy’s craving telling a different story.



Of course, she didn’t actually want to be taken against her will. Fantasy was just that – fantasy. And it was more about the dominance, really, so it didn’t surprise her the cute hypnotist entered into her thoughts as she settled in for a relaxed little solo session. The same little nook she’d told him about, her quiet safe space, was her favorite place to work herself into a nice, soft orgasm, and like Declan had told her to do, she took some extra time to make it special, lighting a cinnamon bun candle, showering first, putting on her old fuzzy robe, and laying down an extra comfortable towel her mom gave her for Christmas. The recliner was an old roommate’s, the leather well-worn and cracked but so overstuffed it felt like being encapsulated in pillows. With her roommate AWOL, Sophie turned up her Norah Jones a little louder than normal, and closed her eyes, her vibrator by her side.



She began things with some Adam Dove action, the handsome corporate-type who worked in Keller Investments on the floor above hers. He was one of those guys who could rock a head of steel gray hair and still look good, particularly since Adam had the body to go with it. She’d only seen him out of his customary suit once, when the building’s AC was on the fritz and he wandered down to their floor for an impromptu ice cream social to help cool off the employees. He’d ditched the suit jacket and opened his button-down to reveal a white tank underneath and a whole lot of muscles Sophie had thought were the sort of thing men’s magazines made up.



Adam was gorgeous. Adam was safe. She barely knew the man and liked it that way. That way she could fantasize about him without knowing he was just another jerk.



Her fantasy started with her coming into the building. She and Adam were early and they were the only ones on the elevator on the way up. He gave her a little smile, secretive, like he knew something Sophie didn’t. She turned to press her floor’s button, and as the elevator started to rise, Adam punched the stop button, bringing the whole thing to a shuddering halt.



“What’s going on?” she said.



From behind, Adam gripped her shoulder and twirled Sophie so her butt was against the elevator doors. “This has been coming for a long time,” he growled.



“I don’t know what you’re-”



Without another word, Adam gripped the lapels of her silky blouse and jerked it apart, revealing her white lacy bra. He grunted appreciatively and backed her against the elevator doors as he attacked her neck with his lips, sucking, licking, kissing up and down her shoulder and her collarbone.



“We can’t… we shouldn’t…”



“Say no and I’ll stop,” Adam said.



But she wouldn’t, at least not in the fantasy. Her vibrator flicked on, Sophie started first at her nipples, imagining Adam’s oh-so-slightly chapped lips sucking at her breasts through the imaginary cloth. She liked the feel of lingerie on her skin, even if she rarely had a chance to wear it, and loved to imagine guys fondling or licking her through it.



But something funny happened with the fantasy. It wasn’t boring, not really, but it really wasn’t doing it for her. Slowly, the details started to shift. Adam was helping her onto his desk, another favorite of hers, and splaying her legs out so he could eat her, worship her. She liked a smidgen of rough stuff when it came to her pussy – a little teeth, a little forcefulness – and she imagined him nipping carefully at her folds before he plunged his lips down on hers, sucking for all she was worth.



But… Adam? Did she really want Adam to be the one in her fantasy? Frustrated, she cycled through a bevy of male acquaintances, friends, colleagues, celebrities. None of them did it for her as she rubbed her inner walls, the sensations great but lacking something special like her hypnotist had asked.



Her hypnotist.



That boyish smile, the crinkle of his eyes. Yes, he’d look good stroking his cock as he ate her out. The fantasy shifted from Adam’s office to Declan’s as he settled her on his desk. Settled, not forced, like Adam did in her other fantasies. No, she decided, if she was going to fantasize about Declan, she wanted him to be gentle at first until his need drove him crazy with lust.



Yes. Yes, that worked for her. She groaned as she thought about the man sliding her little lacy panties down her legs, kissing her thighs before he started to gently probe her with his tongue. The vibrator did its work now, and she gasped a little bit as in her mind, Declan found her clit, nibbling it before he really started to eat her out, his enthusiasm building like her own lust. As he tongued her pussy, he slipped two fingers up inside her and gently laid her back down on the table. Not that she could stay that way long, the way she was writhing and thrusting back at his face.



Oh, she needed him. Oh, she wanted him.



“Come for me. I’m commanding you… come.”



And she did, hard, her gasps stopping entirely as her back arched and her climax rocketed through her. “Oh my, yes, Declan, yes,” she murmured when she finally came down.



Wait.



Her vibrator dropped to the floor, rattling the ground as she slowly sat up, frowning. Had he set this all up? Had he made her fantasize about him? Holy shit. Had he somehow mind-fucked her already?



* * *



Declan pressed his hands together behind his head, enjoying the show before him, even if he couldn’t partake. Lindsey, down nearly a hundred pounds since she’d first started coming to see him, had bloomed into a ravishing young thing, her huge breasts barely contained by the black corset she wore for her man Merrick. He, in turn, was wearing nothing but an old red velvet pea coat, trimmed and decorated by Lindsey to fulfill a steampunk fantasy of hers. The young man, in the process of losing some weight himself, hammered into his buxom girlfriend as she was bent over the arm of their couch, her breath knocked out of her with every thrust.



“So, Merrick, you understand that fantasy is just that, fantasy. You seem to be enjoying yourself as much as Lindsey, correct?”



“Fuck… yeah…” the young man grunted, and grabbed one of Lindsey’s breasts.



“There’s absolutely no shame in her fantasy. If you expect to have a long, healthy relationship, it’s okay to be honest with each other in these things, and to help each other attain sexual satisfaction, particularly when no one is being hurt. And doesn’t Lindsey look absolutely jaw-dropping?”



“So… fucking… hot,” Merrick growled, his hands now grabbing her plentiful waist as he began to saw in and out manically, rushing towards his own orgasm.



“Ah, remember, though, this is about her. Slow it down, take your time, feel for what’s making her happy. Be a giver, Merrick. Not a taker.”



“I want him… to do it…” Lindsey cooed. “Want him… to fill me… up. So good.”



“Well,” Declan said, his eyes crinkling with his smile, “Guess I was wrong. By all means, young man, do as the lady asks.”



Declan did, slamming his cock home, sweat dripping down his forehead and onto the armrest. Though no one in their right mind would call Lindsey fat, she still carried a delicious amount of weight in her hips, ass, and breasts, and her butt jiggled enticingly with every thrust. She caught the hypnotist staring, and grinned. He grinned back, though he made the diamond shape with his hands again and murmured, “Take pleasure through him, not me.” Immediately her attention shifted back to her partner.



Merrick wasn’t going to last long, not with that lusty young thing crying out for him to fuck her harder and harder, and soon he slammed himself into her one last time, his eyes practically rolling up as he filled her the way she wanted. She wasn’t on the pill – they were hoping for a child despite his low sperm count – and when he was finished, she immediately crawled onto the couch and flipped over, raising her knees to her breasts, hoping to help the fertilization process.



After willing his erection down, Declan rose to his feet. “Good session. I want to see you both again in a week. This time we’ll explore some of Merrick’s fantasies. I think.”



“Thanks, Declan,” Lindsey said faintly. Merrick just high-fived him on the way out. Considering the man had come into his office with Lindsey originally scoffing and calling Declan a bullshit artist, it was an improvement.



Out in his car, the leftover image of Lindsey’s tits jiggling so hard made Declan want to jerk off right there. She was immensely fuckable, and in his darkest days, he wouldn’t have hesitated to take her for himself. He wasn’t that man anymore. Far from it. But that didn’t stop him from unzipping his pants and reaching into his glovebox for his wipes and his tissues.



Before he could start, though, Linda called him. “Are you in a session?” she asked breathlessly. That worried him. Linda was rarely upset about anything.



“No, just got done with Lindsey and Merrick. What’s up?”



“Sophie Moreau is here to see you. And she’s quite upset.”



* * *



Sophie waited outside. She didn’t trust even the waiting room. In her purse was a can of pepper spray, bought that morning with the last of her cash. It would be worth it to take her revenge on Declan Malloy.



She stalked up and down the sidewalk, daring any passerbys with her eyes to say something to her about loitering. Twice, Linda tried to come out and talk to her, but Sophie was in no mood to be placated. She wanted to know what was happening, and right the hell now.



A beater of a Hyundai sedan pulled into the lot and into a parking spot marked “Reserved.” Its engine didn’t so much shut off as rattle to a slow, quaking death. She paid it no mind until the door opened and Declan stepped out.



He looked a little less formal than he had during their appointment – black slacks and a Kills tee shirt under a blazer matching his slacks. But his smile was still easy-going. She hated that even now it made her a little warmer, a little less certain.



“Hi, Soph-”



“Don’t,” she snapped. “Don’t you dare be so… so…”



“Friendly?” he asked, toning down the wattage of his smile without letting it disappear altogether.



She stormed forward and jabbed a finger at him just feet away. “What’d you do to me? Huh?”



Now his smile did disappear. “What? As far as feeling good about work is concerned?”



“No!” she nearly shouted. Then, much quieter, almost hissing, “The sex dreams. The fantasy.”



“I don’t follow, Sophie. I’m sorry. I just asked that you enjoy one of your favorite fantasies. Did something happen?”



“You know damn well what I’m talking about.”



“No, I really don’t.”



Sophie shook her head. “I never should have trusted you. Hypnotist. Probably put a bunch of weird crap in my head. What else did you do? Huh?”



Declan folded his arms. “Look!” he finally snapped. “I’d love to help you, Sophie, but we’re not in a session right now and I’m not going to put you under just to have you tell me what the hell is going on. Please, just tell me, or let me get on with my day!”



“It was you!” she shouted. She kicked the concrete bumper next to his car. “It was you, all right? You made me fantasize about you, you bastard.”



“Oh,” Declan said, his hand coming up to rub the back of his head.



“Oh? That’s what you’ve got to say for yourself? Oh?”



He opened his mouth, closed it, opened it again, and said finally, “Look, do you like chalupas? There’s a street vendor two blocks from here, Chorijoe’s. Three bucks a pop, and you get a mess of a chalupa. Best food for ten blocks, and the guy practically gives it away.”



“Food? Now?” Sophie asked, the anger draining slowly out of her. “You’re doing it again, aren’t you?”



“Sophie, there’s no easy way I could ever convince you of this, but I swear to you, outside our sessions, I’d never use my talents on you and I certainly didn’t implant the idea of you wanting to sleep with me in your mind. If you’ll give me ten minutes, I’ll run inside, grab your SD card and the camera I used to record your session, and we can get some food and you can watch the video to its fullest. I have an appointment at one, but I’ve already spoken to the client, and they’re okay with pushing it back.”



“Probably mind screwed them too,” she muttered. Finally she sighed. “Fine. But I want an explanation.”



* * *



Well, Declan was right about the chalupas, at least. They were foil wrapped flavor meccas, and as cheap as he’d promised. He paid without asking, which would have normally irritated her on a first whatever-this-was, but considering she thought he mind-raped her and she was flush out of cash anyways, she didn’t press the matter.



They settled on a bus bench to eat first. Declan finished half his chalupa before he started talking. “It’s a risk sometimes with clients for them to start seeing me as more than their sexual advisor. If it happens, it’s usually after three or four sessions. I’m guessing I fulfill a certain type of role in your mind.”



“Well…”



“It’s okay to be honest here. I’m never going to judge.”



Sophie nodded tentatively. “Sure. The professional, and…”



“What?”



“Can I watch the tape first?”



“Sure.”



She thought of something. “If you say the hypnosis words on the tape, will that put me under?”



“Oh, no. Has to be me directly. Don’t ask me why, because I have no idea.”



Declan handed over the camera, loaded Sophie’s session, and they watched together. She noticed he tried to give her as much space as possible, making sure he wasn’t pushing her boundaries any further than he already was.



She watched the tape carefully, but saw nothing hinky beyond what she remembered. “But how do I know there wasn’t something and you haven’t already scrubbed it away?”



His lips scrunched together in thought. “I… don’t really have a good answer to that,” he admitted. “At some point, if we’re going to keep doing this together, there has to be some trust. If that’s something you can’t afford to give me, I completely understand and we can go our own ways right here and now.”



“You’re serious.”



Declan nodded. “Yeah. I think you’re a very special woman who could really benefit from my help, but like I say, I’m definitely not going to pressure you. That’s not why I do what I do. You don’t need to be fixed. You just need to realize what a lovely, sexy creature you are, and that you deserve someone who realizes it too.”



She laughed. “Sure. And wish me up a pot of gold, too.”



“See, that’s what I mean. You don’t want to hear me say you’re sexy or you’re beautiful, because it hurts to believe it. So you throw up a wall of sarcasm because you assume I’m going to hurt you. Well, I’m not here to hurt you, Sophie. I’m here to be a friendly face who can-”



The Chorijoe’s cart crashed a half block down. Both of them jumped to their feet, and spotted a man running in their general direction, a fistful of cash in hand along with a knife. Without a word, Declan held his hands out in front of him in a diamond, and snapped, “Freeze.”



Like that, the would-be mugger stopped entirely, his forward motion pitching him onto the ground as his limbs stayed in the manic running position he’d just been in.



“What the… Declan, what was that?”



He grasped her shoulder. “Sophie, I’ll be right back. I need to deal with this really quick.”



“I… sure?”



As Declan walked over to the thief, she stared, eyes huge. What had she just seen? What was that thing he’d done with his hands? She’d seen it before, hadn’t she? Quickly, she scanned through the video camera’s footage, and found it. He’d made that same gesture when he’d put her under.



Declan helped the thief to his feet, his hands in that odd diamond shape again, and spoke to the man at length. At one point, the thief stared down at his shoes. Was he… crying? Holy crap, he was. And by the end of their conversation, he was walking back to the vendor, his head down, the wad of cash outstretched as he helped the man upright his cart and clean up the mess he’d created.



Declan walked back, hands stuffed into the pockets of his blazer. “You probably have questions, huh?” he asked, smiling a little sadly.



* * *



They walked aimlessly as he spoke.



“I was part of a medical experiment with twenty other people. Our gift was a complete accident. We were testing out a new Alzheimer’s treatment.”



“Wait,” Sophie asked. “You had…”



“Early onset Alzheimer’s, yes. It wasn’t bad, not yet, but I couldn’t ever remember what time it was, and I got confused about really simple words. The pills worked, but they came with some pretty crazy side-effects.”



“Mind control.”



He nodded. “The hand thing’s just a way to focus for me. We all developed our own little tics like that.”



“Who else knows?”



“Just the patients and the doctors who administered the tests. There used to be a few dozen more, but we sort of tore ourselves out of their memories. A few of us banded together after a while and started trying to use our talents to help people.”



“Like you.”



Declan smiled tightly. “Eventually. There was a period of time where I thought…” He rubbed his eyes.



Sophie surprised herself by taking his hand. It felt good – warm, and smooth, almost feminine. “Tell me.”



“I was young. And stupid. And horny. I was given the keys to a planet-wide kingdom of women and money, and…” He pulled his hand away, stuffing it into his pocket. “I’ve never told anyone this, but I hurt someone. Someone close to me once. A friend, who never really wanted to be anything more, but I thought we were meant to be together, and I…”



“Oh no,” Sophie whispered.



Declan nodded, his eyes distant, lost in memory. “Candice was a sweet, sweet person. By the time I realized what I was doing was basically brainwashing, it was too late. What was left of her original self wasn’t much, so I had to reshape her mind and give her as good of a life as I could. She’s happy now, has a hell of a nice husband and a great job working as an executive for a big non-profit, but the things I did to her…” Declan shook his head. “So I decided to make things right. I started this business, with the help of some of my friends from the group. And for twelve years, I’ve been helping people try to be the best possible version of themselves.”



“Do you… do things with your clients?”



“No.” He smiled tightly. “It’s definitely been difficult not to, but that’s the rule.”



She could only imagine – and she did. The thought of Declan turning on her and using his power to make her his might have been the reason she came here in a huff, but if she was being honest, the idea was sexually powerful. Having that kind of control – or even better, being under that kind of control – was just fucking hot.



“So you could… like… command me to just… orgasm?” Sophie asked tentatively.



Declan nodded. “There are limits. I can’t out and out force a person against their will to do something they don’t want to do, but that’s pretty easy to massage.”



Prove it, her mind shouted deliriously. The thought made her a little dizzy and ill. He’d just admitted to ruining someone’s life because of his talent, and she wanted to jump his bones?



“Why tell me all this?”



Declan rubbed his chin. “Loneliness.”



“What?”



“There’s just no point in trying to hide it from you. You saw what I can do, and honestly, I’m glad. Some of this I’ve been holding back for over a decade. It’s nice to finally have someone to tell it to. I live alone. Linda’s the only constant in my life, apart from my experiment coworkers, and they have their own little empires. I’m telling you because… I want to tell you.”



“Are you going to wipe all this from my memory?”



“Will you tell anyone?”



She thought about that. “Who’d believe me anyways? Even if they did, what’s the point? You could just voodoo their minds anyways, right?”



He laughed. “Suppose I could, yeah.”



Her hand was still entwined with his. Somehow they’d both forgotten that. She tugged him to a halt, and looked up into his eyes. Before she could rethink it, Sophie darted forward and kissed him. Declan didn’t respond at first, just drawing back in surprise.



“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have-”



He quieted her with his lips, his eyes closed as he grasped her shoulders, putting his weight behind the kiss. When he finally pulled back, he murmured, “I can’t… I shouldn’t…”



Sophie glanced around, and grabbed the back of his skull. Their third kiss was the longest yet, their tongues swirling, darting together, sharing their breath. His hair felt fantastic under her touch, full and soft, and his hands entwined around her back, drawing her tighter to himn.



“Linda goes on break for an hour,” he whispered into her ear.



“When?”



He checked his watch. “Five minutes ago.”



“Take me to your office.”



* * *



They kept it chaste and innocent until his office door swung shut, and then Sophie was on him, tearing at his blazer, yanking it off his shoulders. Declan grabbed her tight little ass and ground his hardness against her as he groaned his need. While her fingers tugged his shirt out of his waistband, he pushed her back towards the desk.



The rug under her feet tripped her up, and she fell, smacking her ass hard enough to make her gasp in pain.



“You okay?” he asked.



For an answer, she sat up and rolled onto her knees. Declan frantically worked at the button on his slacks and dropped them while she sat back on her ankles, giving a little hum of approval when his cock poked out of his silk boxers. Without any preamble, she kissed his head, glancing up at him, smiling.



Quickly, she gave him a dozen hummingbird kisses along the length of his shaft, stopping only at the base to give him one long lick along the base. She repeated this a few times, grinning up at him after each time until finally he grunted, “Stop teasing me.”



Sophie did. As he brushed aside her shoulder-length blonde hair, she worked her mouth over the tip, licking around the head, her eyes now solely focused on his cock. She was good – no blowjob had ever been truly awful in Declan’s experience – but overenthusiastic, and it was clear she didn’t have much experience. She gagged on him quickly, despite only being halfway in, and her teeth kept rubbing up and down his hard dick.



“Easy… on the teeth,” he grunted.



She popped off him. “Oh God, I’m sorry. It’s just been so long.”



He knelt too, and kissed her. “It’s all right. If it’s any consolation, it’s been twelve years for me.”



“Wait…” she gasped.



He nodded. “Haven’t done this since… I’m killing the mood, aren’t I?”



Instead of answering, she grasped his cock in her hands, using the moisture from her tongue to lubricate him as she jerked him off. “We’d better do this first, then, because I want it to last.”



“Fuck,” Declan groaned.



“Come for me, Declan.”



“Keep doing that and I will.” He leaned in for another kiss as she stroked him slowly up and down, finishing each time near his head with a sharper jerk. One of his hands crept around to squeeze her ass while the other explored her back, defining the ridges of her shoulder blades and spine with his fingers as she jerked him off, her pace quickening as his breaths grew shorter and shorter.



“Sophie, gonna…”



“Stand back up,” she whispered.



He nodded and did as she asked. Her hands still worked at his shaft as she started sucking at his head eagerly. His hips started bucking and she knew he was close, so she cupped his balls and drove her mouth down on him, trying to take him as deep as she could.



“Fuuuuck,” he groaned, and grabbed the back of her head as he came, spurt after spurt of warm gooey cream hitting the back of her throat. He kept pumping and pumping, and there was too much. She came off him gasping as he was still coming. Some of it hit her face, her neck, her sweater.



She swallowed him down. The taste was awful, but in the heat of the moment, she wanted to be a touch dirty, grinning up at him after she showed him there was nothing left in her mouth. He grabbed her a box of tissues and patted her clean.



“Now, about that fantasy of yours,” he growled, and grabbed her hands to lead her to his desk, but that stopped her cold.



“Are you… controlling me now?” she asked, tentatively, a little scared of the answer.



Declan stopped, his hand pulling away almost like he’d been stung. “No, I wouldn’t. Never outside our sessions.”



“But that guy, that thief…”



He nodded. “There are exceptions.”



Sophie licked her lips. She could still taste him on them. “Could… could you? Just a little?”



He stared at her, uncomprehending. “If we’re doing something here you don’t actually want to do, I’m not going to use my talent to convince you otherwise. Didn’t you pay attention to my story?”



“Yes, but… I want to. It’s… kind of hot.”



Taken aback, Declan shook his head. “No, it’s wrong.”



“Not if I want it,” Sophie said, lifting her sweater up and over her plain white cotton bra.



Declan couldn’t help but stare. Though Sophie’s breasts were practically non-existent, she was still a woman, and a pretty one at that, and his flaccid cock started to stir. “You don’t understand, I’m not just hypnotizing you. I’m altering your brain’s chemistry. Small changes, good changes, that’s one thing.”



“I’m not talking about giant, mind-altering changes. Make me… I don’t know, make my nipples more sensitive when I touch them.”



“Sophie…”



“It’s okay, Declan,” she said, cradling his cheek with one palm. He swallowed hard, staring into those eyes. “I’ve been waiting so long for a nice guy. I trust you.”



“But I…”



“People can change. We all deserve a second chance. Pick your saying,” she said. She snapped her fingers. “I got it. Make it so my personality changes back to this me if things go wrong.”



He thought about that and sighed. “All right. But if at any point, you don’t feel comfortable…”



She took his hand and kissed it. “I will, I promise. When I thought all this was out of my control, I was pissed. But now… I want to share this with you.”



Declan nodded. He made that diamond shape again, and spoke firmly, “If either one of us says the word chalupa three times in a row-”



Sophie giggled, and he grinned a little too.



“-then your personality will revert to this point in time. With all your memories intact.” He stepped closer, lifting her chin up with two fingers and whispering into her ear. “And now for the fun part. Your nipples… all your erogenous zones… they’ll be more sensitive to your touch when you’re in a mood to have a little pleasure time.”



She drew a shuddering breath and nodded, smiling.



“You’ll be more vocal with me, freer about what you like and don’t like. And if I ever do something that makes you uncomfortable or that you blatantly don’t like, you’ll tell me straightaway, no bullshit.”



“I don’t like you talking so much when I want you to bend me over the desk and fuck me,” she said instantly. A hand rose to her mouth, but she couldn’t contain a smile. “I can’t believe I just said that. Before you ask, don’t change a thing.”



He nodded, and made the diamond one last time. “I want you out of the rest of those clothes, and I want you on that desk, fucking your sweet pussy with your fingers until you’re ready for me.”



“Fuck,” she whispered. “I think I’m just about there already.”



* * *



Sophie kicked off her shoes, unmindful about where they went, and shimmied out of her pants, dropping them to her ankles. Declan watched as she bent over for him. Her plain cotton panties might not have been super sexy, but the spill of her hair towards the floor and the delicious little ass she presented hm with made him realize he wanted to take her like that, her hands resting on something while he fucked her from behind.



But first, he wanted to act out her little fantasy. It had turned him on too. She strolled towards his desk, her panties slipping down before she turned and sat on the edge, spreading her legs. She really had gorgeous stems. One of the first things Declan wanted to do was grab those ankles and bend her backwards so he could fuck her good and hard. In time, he told himself, a decade’s worth of hunger roaring in his soul.



After she ditched her bra, her long, delicate fingers slid across her pussy lips. She practically paid him no mind as she watched her own hands at work, spreading herself with two fingers while she strummed her inner folds gently, a musician playing her favorite instrument. She glanced up at him, smiled, and returned her focus to her pussy.



“Do you like showing off for me?” he asked her as he came around his desk to dig out a condom from his drawer, praying to God it wasn’t too old.



“Uh huh,” she moaned, brushing her clit gently. She jerked with the first touch, eyes popping open. “Oh God, that’s so good.”



“Too much?” He came back around to watch her work, setting the condom aside on the corner of the desk.



“Don’t you dare change a thing. I’m already so wet.”



She was, too. Moisture from her pussy lips was already accumulating on the edge of the desk. Declan wanted a taste, but not yet. His hand found his cock, and he started idly stroking as he watched her work.



“So… hot… what you can do. But even if you… were a fake… I’d still want you.”



“You’re beautiful too.”



She glanced up, surprised. “You don’t mean that.”



He stepped forward, his cock already half-engorged. “You’re doing this to me. No trickery. This cock is for you.” His fingers ran through her hair and he stopped with his hands covering her delicate little ears as he kissed her forehead. As he pulled away to watch again, two of her fingers slipped into her pussy.



“So tight and ready for you,” she gasped.



He stroked himself as she leaned back gently on the desk, fingering herself harder and harder. With his free hand, Declan tossed the laptop on the edge of the desk onto the chair behind him, and leaned over Sophie to suck one of her hard nipples into his mouth.



“Oh fuck,” she cried.



He flicked the tip with his tongue, then circled it, repeating the gestures a few times before he switched to the other. Back and forth he went as she fucked herself harder and harder, her cries going nearly wordless as she approached the edge.



“So… close. Oh Declan, oh fuck… I n-needed this, I needed it so bad.”



He sucked on her nipple, his other hand dipping to help hers, brushing at her lips and her clit while her back arched and she came up off the table, groaning wordlessly as she rocked to a hard orgasm, her butt rising and falling down onto the desk, her hips pumping at her fingers.



Without any more foreplay, he pulled her fingers aside and brushed the head of his cock against her sensitive clit. He did this a few times, wishing he could take her raw, but he grabbed the condom and ripped it open. She helped him spread the rubber along the length of his cock, gripping the shaft and giving it a few strokes before he swiped it along her pussy again.



“G-give it to m-me,” she moaned, so he did, sliding himself into her slowly. “So sensitive. Don’t s-s-stop. Please, God, don’t stop.”



Like he had any intention of doing that. Her pussy was so tight, so very ready for him. There was a little squelch as he pushed into her, drawing a little giggle out of her before the pleasure hit her hard and her fingers scratched at his chest, practically pushing him off.



“Fuck me, love me, f-fuck me,” she gasped.



He pushed deep and hard inside her, withdrew to her groan of disappointment, and eased back into her again, figuring out her depths and building up a rhythm. His hands gripped her shoulders as her legs splayed out in midair, her whole body going tight as he slipped in and out.



“F-faster, please.”



He obliged, and her hands circled his neck, nails digging into his flesh, marking him. A little sweat beaded on his forehead and dripped down onto the little dip in her collarbone, so he leaned down and licked it off. That sparked something in Sophie, and her fingers came to her breasts, squeezing her nipples.



“So fucking sensitive!” she shouted, her ass now jerking all over the desk with every slam of his hips. His balls slapped off her thighs, flesh music so good, so right.



“Sophie, Sophie,” he moaned, his back arching hard as he thrust harder and harder.



“Turn me over, turn me over,” she replied, and with a grunt, he did, pulling out just long enough to let her slide off the desk on wobbly legs, only to turn right around and present her little ass to him. He slid his cock between her cheeks a few times, savoring the feel before he slid into her hard again,



He reached under her to tweak her nipples. “Do you like it from behind like this?”



“Uh huh.”



“I’m getting so close.”



“M-me too.” Her eyes closed, and she smiled blissfully before she started to shake, stemming from her sore little pussy to her clit, up and down her body from her head to her toes. She let loose with a wail, wordless and joyous, and her head fell as she wept happy, post-orgasmic tears,



Declan didn’t want to finish in her like that. One last time, he pulled out and helped her to her feet carefully, aware how hypersensitive she must be. Taking her by the hand, he led her around the desk until he fell into his chair. She climbed onto his lap obediently, cooing and shivering as he slipped back into her, leaning back so he could drink her all in.



Declan wished he could remember her forever like this. Whoever Sophie was, whatever her full story would be, he’d never know. This couldn’t last. He would do something dangerous and stupid and alter her mind too far, or harm her in some way. This moment, this wonderful, fucking hot moment, this was what they had, and as he started driving up into her as she slammed down ont him, his hands, behind her back, made that little diamond again.



Into her ear, he whispered, “You’ll remember none of these commands but you’ll obey them all. I’m sorry, Sophie.”



“Wha-?” she asked, blinking but already forgetting his words even as he spoke rapidly to her.



Thrust.



“When we’ve finished here, when you’ve gone home-”



Thrust, and a stop to kiss her nipple.



“-you’re going to take a nap.”



“Mm, a nap,” she moaned.



 “You’re going to sleep well. You’re going to have a nice dream, anything you want.”



Thrust, and his hand squeezed her little ass.



“And while you dream, you’re slowly going to forget about me. About this place.”



Sophie’s eyes opened, a protest on her lips, but his first command was overriding her mind, and she sucked on his ear instead, drawing a groan from him.



“You’re going to love yourself, though, Sophie. You’re going to believe you’re worth kindness and respect and friendship.”



His cock was a fucking pipe by now, so hard it hurt, but he held off his own pleasure as long as he could, needing to get the words out before he came and decided to erase all this.



“There are going to be some opportunities that present themselves to you. What’s your, oh fuck, dream job, love?”



Riding him harder and harder, she had to think hard. “There’s a… tech company… two blocks from where I work… I want… I want… oh God…”



She came again, milking his cock hard, her thighs getting wetter and wetter.



“The name?” he whispered.



“Yellow House… Tech.”



“Okay, you’re going to get a call from them. Take them up. See where it goes.



“What are… you doing… to me?” she asked.



Declan couldn’t hold back any longer. He grabbed her ass tight, and pistoned into her one last time, spurting hard, crying out her name breathlessly. She’d already forgotten her worries as she bucked her hips against him a few last times while he came down.



He brushed her shoulder with his lips, crying a little. “Sophie, my Sophie, I’m sorry,” he murmured.



* * *



Julia never asked Sophie how her appointment went with Declan Malloy, because Julia forgot she’d ever recommended the place to her. As Sophie packed up her things into a big cardboard box, her one and only real friend at that place cried, and made her promise to keep in touch.



The new job was tremendous, but she had a lot to learn. They liked her though, quite a bit, and were willing to pay for her to go back to college and get a Master’s degree in web development. She moved out of her crummy little apartment and found a place downtown with two new friends she’d met at a book signing.



Even better was the hunky brother of one of her new roommates, a construction worker with a fondness for coffee shops and snuggling up to watch movies together. Zach was a good man, a sweet man, but she couldn’t help feeling like her heart belonged to someone else. He helped her heal and grow in their six months together, but he sensed her distance too, and one quiet morning, after he slipped out of bed, he left her a little note, telling her how much he cared about her but that he was letting her go free.



Sophie cried and cried about that, but deep down, she was relieved, too. She’d known the writing was on the wall, but she’d liked Zach. He deserved the world.



Why she found herself downtown the day after their breakup, she was never quite sure. Her mind was restless, and she needed a break, so she got into her new (to her) Passat and just drove. A building caught her eye, familiar in a troubling way she couldn’t quite pin down, but it made her feel lonely, almost sad. She swept it out of her mind, cruising by slowly, wishing she could remember what it was that might have attracted her to that place.



A couple blocks down was a vendor proclaiming the “best Mexican in town.” Funny, she could distinctly remember trying the food there – the chalupas had been good – but she couldn’t remember why or when.



A youthful-looking man with a newly grown beard stood talking to the vendor, grinning. It was a good grin. A sweet grin. Inexplicably, Sophie started crying. So familiar. He was so familiar.



Chalupa.



Chalupa.



Chalupa.



Without realizing she’d murmured the words aloud, her mind slowly started to clear.



The Passat slid into the nearest parking space. Sophie slammed the door shut behind her, drawing the vendor and the bearded man’s gaze, the latter man’s mouth opening slightly to whisper her name.



On rubbery legs, she came to him, tears slowly running down her face. His food forgotten, Declan took her shoulders in his hands.



“How…?” he asked before she slapped him, crying. His hand rose to his cheek, and Sophie grabbed him around the back of his head, kissing him hard.



“The heart always wins out over the mind,” she murmured into his ear, and rested her head against his chest, her mind and soul finally whole again.













Teacher’s Guidance



 



Includes: female teacher, FF, MFM, M/F, oral, anal (M/F),



 



“Why don’t you fuck us, Ms. Stone? Give us a little reward for trying?”



The question hung out there for a fat moment before two of the other men in Kara Stone’s class snickered. Only Sandy, the youngest of the bunch at nineteen, didn’t laugh, but he did blush bright scarlet.



The comment so startled her, she dropped her marker. Not helping, especially given how she was dressed that day. Her boyfriend Vance was supposed to have come and taken a look at her washer over the weekend, but a work emergency had come up yet again. She’d meant to hit the laundromat last night, but of course she could only scrounge up two bucks in quarters. She probably could have asked her neighbor Abel, but he wasn’t home.



That left her with a few options for the day, none of which were ideal. The first was her “fuck me” black cocktail dress, which she most definitely wasn’t wearing to Hudwell Community College. The bright red shimmery bridesmaid’s dress had been tempting, but in the end, she settled for a scandalously short skirt that nearly flashed her panties every time her thighs shifted and a plunging short sleeved blouse that showed way too much of her mountainous breasts. At least with the latter, she’d managed to borrow a cardigan from Cadence, the school’s phys ed teacher, who was nearly as busty as Kara. Emphasis on “nearly” – Kara’s breasts could hardly be hidden behind the soft material.



It didn’t help matters much that the temperatures outside that day were nearly triple digits, and due to the school’s cost-cutting measures for the summer, air conditioning was a luxury, not a guarantee. That day, it had to be nearly eighty inside the classroom, and more than once, she’d been tempted to sling the damn thing off, cleavage or no cleavage.



That urge was doubled thanks to Troy Castle, the summer’s hottest student and her resident pain in the ass. He was the one who’d asked the question, smirking at her now, his blue eyes sparkling with a “what are you going to do now?” look she wanted to smack off his face.



“It’s almost like you want to fail my class, Mr. Castle,” Kara snapped. She kicked the marker under the desk, leaving it for later. “If all of you don’t start pulling A’s and B’s, you will flunk. That’s not a threat, it’s reality.”



“Not like passing this is going to mean a whole lot,” Troy’s friend Drake muttered. The others agreed glumly. “We could get straight As and it wouldn’t mean shit.”



Privately, Kara agreed with that. Hudwell Community was on its last legs financially, and its accreditation status was almost certainly done for by the end of the year. She’d already begun sending out applications, but a Master’s in English didn’t exactly scream “hire me,” especially if she wanted to stay local. There was almost no question in Kara’s mind she’d have to revert to modeling before next year just to pay rent. She didn’t hate modeling – in fact, she kind of got off on the idea that hundreds if not thousands of guys (and more than a few women) had jerked off to her shoots for bikini and plus-size lingerie companies.



Kara wasn’t fat, but she was certainly sporting curves that tended to draw every eye around her. Combined with her soft dirty blonde hair, wide smile, and her doe eyes, she was a fuck fantasy brought to life. But modeling wasn’t what she’d dreamed of as a teenage girl. Back then, she was reading copies of Vonnegut and Jane Austen backstage at her beauty pageants. Modeling had just been a means to her education, or so she’d planned, anyways. It had always been her dream to work in the publishing field, but when those doors were practically slammed in her face due to not knowing anyone in the industry, she’d fallen into teaching as a backup.



And now, in her early thirties, it looked like she’d be trying to claw it out in the modelling field once again. Lovely.



“Look,” she said, coming around the desk and leaning against it. “I get it, all right? But if this place does go down, do you want to walk out of here having just given up, or do you want to say you tried up until the very last? Your credits are going to transfer over, gentlemen.”



Devon, the fourth boy, grumbled, “For them, maybe. This place was my last shot. Man, Troy’s right. At least if you fucked us, we’d have something to remember this place by.”



Kara couldn’t believe the cheekiness of them. True, Drake and Troy were handsome, and she’d heard Devon was hung like a firehose from some of the gossiping girls in her other classes. But that didn’t mean they could get away with comments like this.



“That’s enough. I mean it. Otherwise I’ll be reporting all of you to the administration.”



Troy surprised her by being the first one to apologize. “Sorry, Ms. Stone. That was out of line.” Devon echoed him, but given the way he was staring at her thighs, there was no doubt about its insincerity.



When the bell rang, they shuffled out of there. Troy held back until the others had gone. “Not really in the mood, Mr. Castle,” she snapped.



He held up his hands. “Easy. Peace offering. I was going to grab that marker for you.”



She softened slightly. “So long as you don’t use it as an opportunity to try to peek up under my skirt, I’d appreciate that.”



He grinned, and her pussy revved in pleasure. With that carefully sculpted buzzcut and the hard, lithe lines of a dedicated swimmer, she practically couldn’t help herself, despite his dickheaded behavior. “Tell you what. I’ll grab it facing the wall, and you can stand behind me. No harm, no foul.” She did, walking up and down the rows of desks while he retrieved the marker and settled it on the desk. “Look, I’m sorry. My mouth got away from me.”



“Just make sure it doesn’t happen again, Mr. Castle.”



He opened his mouth as if to say something else, but shook it off. “In another life,” he mumbled cryptically, and gave her one last flash of a smile before he walked out. She hadn’t noticed the bulge in his pants until he was standing in profile, and her hand came up to her mouth, stifling her giggle before it could escape. Holy shit, that had been for her. How wrong and inappropriate.



And fucking hot.



Speaking of fucking hot, she had an hour before her next class and nowhere to be, so she started to shimmy out of the cardigan. The material of her blouse bunched at her breasts as she had the thing halfway off, covering her head and leaving her ample cleavage exposed for anyone who might walk in the door.



The door. She’d forgot to lock it, and realized it only when she heard a murmured, “Oh Jesus.”



Kara jerked the sweater the rest of the way off. The breeze on her breasts was nice, but too much. Way too much. Sandy, sweet, overweight Sandy, stood there squeezing a bottle of water between his hands like he wished it was his prick. His eyes were locked on her breasts. Her exposed breasts. The top had come up around her breasts, leaving her thick dark nipples on display.



She covered herself with one arm. “Oh fuck,” she groaned.



“Y-yeah,” Sandy whispered.



“Look,” she said, approaching him carefully and tugging the blouse back down. “Don’t tell anyone about this, okay? It has to stay between us, or I’m royally screwed here.”



“Yuh huh. Screwed,” he said, even more quietly.



Thinking fast, Kara reached out to brush his arm. “Sandy. If this got out, I could be in real trouble. I want to trust you on this. Maybe… maybe if I let you take a picture of my nipple, it stays just between us?”



Sandy’s eyes bulged, and his mouth hung open. “Holy shit, for real?”



“But you can’t tell a single person. I need you on this.”



He fumbled out his cell phone, grinning ear-to-ear. “I promise. Holy shit. I promise!” His gaze flickered towards her boobs as she grasped the thin fabric, preparing to pull it up one more time. “Can I…?”



Kara sighed. “Sure.” She thought he meant to help her pull the blouse up, but instead, he jerked the material down and his hand clamped onto her naked breast. “Ow, hey, easy!” she complained.



“Sorry, sorry, I just never… this is my first…” He blushed hard again, and looked away, ashamed.



“It’s your first time touching a boob?” Kara asked.



“Uh huh.”



Oh fuck. Now she felt a little sorry for the guy. Glancing over his shoulder at the door, she said quietly, “It’s okay. Touch it a while longer, then take your picture and that’s it.”



Slowly he nodded, running his hand all over her breast, cupping it, feeling its weight. His thumb ran over her thick nipple, and against her will, it firmed up, poking out at Sandy.



“Holy. Shit!” he breathed.



“The picture?” Kara asked, a little impatient, a little bit horny as fuck and wishing he would maybe just lean in, latch onto her tit, and suck.



“Right. Right!” He brought up the camera on his phone, zoomed in on her nipple, and took a picture. He held it up with a shaky hand to show her. “Just your tit. And I swear I won’t tell.” Shocking her, he darted in for a kiss on her cheek and one last little grope before he stepped back, practically running for the door. Before he could open it, though, he turned back and said, “The other guys. They wouldn’t say anything either. Um, if you really did want to, you know, reward us for passing. It’s not a bad idea, really.”



Then he was gone, and Kara was left speechless.



* * *



In the faculty lounge in her office’s building, Kara leaned back against a desk while Cadence made a pot of coffee. A few other faculty were staring at their laptops or cell phones. Almost no one was touching the questionably old donuts someone had brought in.



“Can you believe them? Just asking me straight out to fuck them as an incentive for better grades?” Kara asked. She wore the sweater again, despite her rosy red cheeks and the faint feeling she was probably on the verge of dehydration.



Nadine, a science teacher, shrugged. “I say go for it.” It wasn’t her comment that startled Kara, but the low murmurs of approval from the rest of the staff in the room. “Look, none of us are getting out of this. The school’s tanked, and you’ve got three of the sexiest fucking guys on campus drooling over you. And, well, Sandy, but he’s sweet, at least. Have a little fun on your way out.”



The chorus of approval grew louder, and Kara folded her arms across her breasts. “You’re serious.”



“As a heart attack.” Nadine was a stunner herself – black skin, a short, poofy hairdo that took ten years off her forty-something looks, and a slim, trim waist. She’d danced once for a Christmas program, and Kara had been more than a little intrigued at what lay underneath her red and white catsuit. “I’ve been eyeballing Nathan Cutter more than a few times.”



One of their male colleagues, a delectable history teacher, said, “One of the Blake twins has been messing with me in class. Flashing me panties, that sort of thing.” He glanced around. “She’s twenty-two. Is it wrong to want to tap that?”



“I don’t think anything we’re talking about is going to be A-OK in the morality playbook,” Nadine said. “But I’d say fuck it. Literally.”



Kara laughed nervously. “We’re talking about sleeping with students here.”



Nadine shrugged. “Grown students. No one at this school is under eighteen, and most these summer kids are as old as we are.”



Talk shifted away slowly to more rumors the dean was courting private funders. Cadence and Kara sat apart from everyone else, sipping their coffee. Nadine might have been beautiful, but hardly anyone in the school, save maybe Kara, could hold a candle to Cadence. Her dark auburn hair coiled down her back in a complex braid, and her perky breasts held less of a sag than Kara’s while being nearly as big. Her face was more delicate than Kara’s, with a fine pointy chin and sharper eyes, but under the skin, she was meek and mild. Or so Kara had always thought, anyways.



“Can you believe this?” Kara asked.



Cadence’s soft pink tongue flicked out and ran across her lips. Nervously, she said, “The ball room. Just by the men’s locker room. You know where that is?”



“Sure. Why?”



“Be there tonight by seven. Make sure you’re not any later than that. It’ll be open. Get in there and be quiet.”



“Why?”



Cadence blushed. “You’ll see.”



* * *



With ten minutes to spare, Kara let herself into the ball room. The storage place for most of the sports equipment was as much a sign of the college’s state as the decrepit vehicles the staff drove. Most the basketballs and footballs were only half-inflated, and the baseballs, softballs, and tennis balls in boxes around the room bore hard-worn scuff marks.



She sat on the edge of an old workout bench, unsure if it would hold her weight until she lowered herself onto it. The wait was dull, so she pulled out her phone to text Vance about coming to her place for dinner. His response was fast but cryptic.



Sure. Nothing fancy. Need to talk.



About?



But there were no more answers forthcoming.



In Kara’s heart, she knew. He’d been a bit of a space cadet the last couple weeks, and she’d suspected they were edging towards a breakup. That stung a little, but not too much. Vance was a sweet guy, a bit predictable in both his behavior and his bedroom habits, and there was a point when she’d seriously considered what she might say if he ever popped the question to her – and she didn’t think it’d be yes. Time and closeness had sanded away at the edges of their lust, and what lay underneath just wasn’t stimulating either one of them. She often thought Vance would like a good Christian woman, someone who wanted two kids and a nice bland home somewhere in the suburbs. They would have five-year plans and mortgages and cute lawn ornaments, maybe ones that spun in the sun.



Kara didn’t begrudge him that. In fact, it was a perfectly sweet, lovely romantic idea. But she wasn’t really a planner. Sure, she wanted steady work at the college, but she didn’t want to feel tied down by any place or person. It wasn’t an easy realization, and it kinda sucked at times, because she loved the feel of Vance next to her in bed in the morning, and the concept of someone being there when she needed him. But the day to day sex, the monotony of knowing what a person’s responses were going to be to any given question, the sheer boredom of coming home to the same ol’ same ol’, that started to worry her, especially as she grew older. Her mother often nagged her about her internal clock, saying she’d better settle down and have kids before she regretted not doing it, but Kara was giving honest thoughts to long-term contraceptives, especially now that her job prospects were slowly dying.



As she thought about Vance, feeling a little guilty about looking forward to her freedom again, giggles echoed across the gym. Her musings shoved to the side, Kara stole next to the door to listen.



“-be as loud as we want to be. No one’s around.” Cadence, sounding a little tipsy.



“…want to fuck you in the pool,” someone grumbled. Damn, was that… Troy? “So hot in that one piece. I wanna just suck your tits right through it.”



“Relax. We’ve got time. I always wanted to do this in a locker room.”



Kara pressed a hand to her mouth. Cadence? Fucking Troy? Holy shit, that slut, she thought. And were they really going to do it when she was hiding away? She’d sneak out, she decided. When they made it into the locker room and started getting hot and heavy, she’d run – quietly – for the door. With any luck, Troy would never hear a thing.



What was Cadence’s meaning behind having Kara sneak in here and listen? If she’d wanted Kara to back off Troy, she’d have just told her. Did Cadence want Kara to listen? To watch? The thought made her blush. She could see for herself how hung Troy really was, and if Vance really was going to break up with her, it wasn’t really all that immoral, was it? Fuck, she’d let Sandy grope her boob earlier. Had almost willed him to suck her tit.



“You are unbelievably hot,” Troy growled to Cadence. They were probably halfway across the gym now, quickly approaching the men’s locker room.



“Ms. Stone told me earlier you tried to convince her to let you and some of your friends fuck her if you tried harder in class.”



“Is that a problem?” The question wasn’t sincere. She could practically see him smirking as he said it.



“No, I think it’s kinda… hot.”



“Ohhh, yeah, Ms. Carlson, stroke it like that.”



“Like me gripping this big fuck stick? Running my hand all over it?”



“Y-yeah.”



“Maybe you’d like Ms. Stone to do it instead. Too bad she isn’t here.”



If that was an invitation, Kara didn’t rise to it. She stayed hidden, just listening, her nipples firming up against her will. It wasn’t a fetish she’d ever entertained before, watching – or listening, as was the case – two people screw, but this was definitely doing it for her. That it was so forbidden just made it all the hotter.



They drew nearer and nearer. A few thuds – shoes, she realized – and the soft slither of clothes hitting the wood floors.



“It was just me teasing her,” Troy said. “She’s in a relationship. Won’t fuck someone hooked up.”



That was… strangely endearing.



“You’re saying you don’t want her on her knees, sucking your cock?”



“Fuck, you know I do, all right? I’d take her every way I could if she was available and she’d let me.”



“What do you want to do most to her?” Cadence said the words a little breathlessly.



“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”



“Just answer the question, or you get a failing grade for the night.”



“Yes, ma’am. Well…”



More rustling, and something thumped the door Kara was hiding behind softly. Underwear, maybe.



“Damn, I love your tits. Uh… I’d love to see her on her knees in front of that desk, sucking me off. Fuck, I bet she looks amazing giving blowjobs.”



“Mm, yeah?”



“She just has those eyes, you know? Those big sweet innocent eyes you just kinda want to see staring up at you when you’ve got your cock jammed down her throat.”



Now that was really fucking hot. Kara pressed her thighs together. No. Vance. She couldn’t think about this right now.



“What else?” Cadence asked. They were right there, right next to the door.



“I want to see her on her knees on her chair. That little skirt she wore today, I wanna push that up and just eat her until she’s fucking screaming my name.”



Kara’s hands played at the hem of her skirt as if he was actually doing it. Oh God, it would be so nice to just plunge her fingers up under there and finger herself to a quiet orgasm.



Troy continued as they walked by. “And you know that table from the library, the coffee table? I had this fantasy one time where I walked into class and there she was, just bent over on it on all fours. We all took our turn with her, and the rest of the guys fucking coated her, except for me. I’d finish in her.”



Oh shit. Oh shit, that was… Kara’s mouth fell open and she squirmed, her panties dampening with her need.



“And what about us?” Cadence asked demurely, leading Troy into the locker room. “Want to see the two of us together?”



Was she serious? Kara had messed around a bit in college with a particularly feisty roommate and another hot friend a few times, mostly when they’d been bored and stoned, but she hadn’t been with a woman in over ten years. She had to admit, though, the thought of Cadence eating her out, that long hair spilling down as she buried her face in Kara’s pussy… mm hm.



“Shit, the two of you would be a wet dream. Lay down on the bench. I want to fuck you with my tongue.”



“You want your hot teachers together? Wanna ram her hard while she’s licking my pussy?”



A muffled groan, and Cadence giggled.



“Right there, Troy. Eat me out. Licking me so good. M-maybe she’d sit on my face… while you fucked me right… here. See her… boobs bouncing while I sucked… h-her juicy little… p-pussy.”



Kara bunched up the edge of her skirt, her whole body needing release and soon. She rocked back and forth on her heels from the force of trying not to play with herself. If she just slid her panties up maybe a little further, she could rub her clit with them, stimulate her lips. She wanted to come, wanted to join them, wanted anything but to be locked away in that little room right then.



Vance, her mind shouted at her. Vance. Vance. Vance.



“Turn over,” Troy commanded, and from both teacher and student came a grunt and groan of pleasure. “Holy shit, I love this pussy, Ms. Carlson.”



“F-fuck your teacher. So good.”



Flesh slapped against flesh, and Cadence whined her pleasure. “Ohmygod, my student, can’t believe I’m fucking my student again.”



Kara slipped one finger into her mouth, just one, imagining it as a little cock and moaning silently against it. The need to have something in her was too great, and if she didn’t stop herself soon, she’d be rushing in there to shove Cadence out of the way and ride Troy until she was well and properly fucked in any hole she could get him in.



She had to leave. Now.



As if Cadence had heard her, she moaned, “Not here, don’t want you to come right now, let’s go in the showers, fuck me up against the wall in there.”



There was a soft pop, and more footsteps before one of the showers kicked on. Kara couldn’t help a peek before she darted into the gym.



Cadence must’ve been the one in the shower, because there was Troy, standing with his back to Kara, his firm butt in sharp profile. He turned a few degrees, and there was his big cock, so thick, so firm. Kara couldn’t help but moan softly.



Shit.



Troy glanced over his shoulder. “Someone there?”



Cadence came out of the shower, gloriously nude, her hair damp but not wet, her breasts glistening as little rivulets wound their way down her skin. Her tits were a bit smaller than Kara’s, but still voluptuous, bouncing with every step she took. Her pussy was topped with a soft little down vee, one Kara wanted fervently to lick and tease before she ran her tongue down Cadence’s slit. Troy’s attention slid back to her as Cadence reached for his prick, guiding him gently towards the showers.



Kara slipped out, but she didn’t leave the gym. She had to see. Had to have that image burned into her mind.



Troy didn’t let Cadence lead for long. He spun her roughly and directed her against the shower wall directly across from the wide-open entrance, his ass and back to Kara. Cadence balanced her hands against the bathroom tiles and Troy nudged her legs apart. Without any mucking around, he slid into her from behind. Cadence groaned long and hard in pleasure, and glanced over her shoulder at the gaping Kara. She winked as Troy slid nearly out of her and slammed back in, thrusting into his teacher with long, assured strokes.



Kara swallowed hard, and fled.



* * *



Their burgers remained uneaten, the wine flutes untouched as Vance slowly, quietly explained to her he wasn’t cheating on her, but there was someone else, someone he thought was more of a match for him.



It might not have hurt to think about while she waited for Cadence and Troy’s little show, but it hurt then and there, and Kara cried. Vance cried a little too. Sweet guy.



“Who is it?” she finally asked, finally sipping at her favorite cheap merlot.



Vance smiled. It was a goofy, smile, a hopeful one, and her heart both broke and was a little happier for him. He’d never smiled like that with her. “You remember Nellie? From the barbecue?”



“Aw, damn it,” Kara said, sniffling a little. “I wanted to be mad, but I like Nellie.”



He squeezed her knee. “For what it’s worth, it really isn’t you. You’re amazing, and I had a lot of fun. But…”



Kara dabbed at her eyes and smiled back. “I know. I had fun too.” She leaned across and kissed his cheek. “One last kiss. You’re a good man, Vance. I hope you two are happy together.”



“I’ll bring your stuff over Saturday?”



She nodded. “I’ll get yours ready too.”



They stood together, hugging one last time, and that was it. She almost wished there was more pain, or sadness, or something, but Vance had already moved on, and in her own way, Kara had too.



But it still left her horny as hell.



* * *



Cadence came over sometime after she’d finished off the bottle. Though she really hadn’t felt depressed enough to get drunk, Kara felt an obligation to dumped women everywhere to soldier through a good buzz.



A soft, windless drizzle left Cadence slightly wet as she rang the doorbell. Kara opened up, a fresh bottle in hand, and stared at her friend.



“You like the show?” Cadence asked, a furtive little grin spreading across her face.



For an answer, Kara grabbed her arm and jerked her inside.



* * *



They attacked each other in a frenzy of manicured nails, not so much undressing each other as ripping the clothes off. Kara slammed the other teacher into a wall and jammed her tongue into her friend’s mouth, exploring, tasting.



Cadence pulled away, gasping, “He came in my mouth, on my lips. You can still-”



Kara knew right where she was going with that, and sucked at the other teacher’s lips, licked along her mouth. Yes, there was a little bit of that bitter saltiness there, and she ate it up, loving how goddamn dirty it was. Cadence’s hands scratched at her back, and she returned her focus to the other woman’s body, kissing her good and properly this time, her hands sliding up and down Cadence’s hips as the PE teacher lifted one leg to balance her foot against the wall.



“Your boyfriend?” Cadence asked.



“Gone. For good,” Kara growled before she dropped to her knees and buried her mouth in the teacher’s cunt, burrowing and shaking her head in the sweet warmth, licking and nipping.



“Ohhh, that was fast,” Cadence murmured, laughing a little.



Kara took just a moment to say, “You like it,” before she returned to attack Cadence’s pussy again. Cadence squirmed, her back rubbing up and down the wall. She lifted up the front of her blouse to rub at her own breasts through the silky fabric of her bra, pinching her nipples and tugging them just hard enough to make it hurt a little. Kara glanced up at her doing this and added a hand of her own, a little crueler with her pinches.



“Ow!” Cadence complained.



“That’s for teasing me,” Kara muttered against her lips, swiping her tongue up and down before furiously shaking her head side to side as she ravished Cadence’s sore little clit, alternating between the two.



“Maybe I should be spanked,” Cadence crooned. Kara jerked one of her hips up with her free hand, helping Cadence balance it over her shoulder, and soon the other woman was bucking against her tongue, unable to offer any more snark. “Oh God, you’re good at this, how have we never done this before, I would’ve been… ohhh… here every night.”



Kara drove two fingers up into Cadence, and her words fell into another whine of pleasure as the English teacher expertly worked to a steady rhythm, not too fast, but hard enough to really get up in there. For a finale, as Cadence started quivering, she stopped the finger fucking and curled one of them up to explore Cadence’s upper walls, finding her friend’s g-spot in a hurry.



“Oh Kara, ohh, yesss, right there, coming, c-coooommming…”



And she did, her body tensing and shivering as she came all over Kara’s fingers and palm, squirting like she’d never seen anyone do before. It was hot, and she wasted no time pulling her fingers out so she could lick them clean. The taste was terrible, but she loved the hungry look in Cadence’s eyes when she sucked her long middle finger. Her friend grabbed her hand and pulled it to her own mouth, and Kara gasped a little.



“I need to be seriously, seriously laid,” she said as she rose to her feet. The finger still in her mouth, Cadence winked, and slowly let it out with a flourish of her tongue on its tip.



“Let’s see if I can scratch that itch.”



She sure gave it a hell of a shot. In Kara’s bedroom, Cadence pushed her onto the bed, surprising her first with a tender kiss. “Wanted to do that for a while,” she said, blushing. Kara responded with a hungrier one. When they broke away again, Cadence asked, “Got any toys?”



“Nightstand on your left.”



The PE teacher bent over at the waist, putting her delicious pussy on full display, the lips still engorged and gleaming from her orgasm and her earlier pounding from Troy. The sight made Kara lick her lips again, and her hands roamed across her own body, rubbing at her pelvic muscles, her breasts, her stomach. She had so many little erogenous zones, and she wanted Cadence to touch them all.



Cadence came up with a pair of finger vibrators, tiny little things with soft-edged nubs. She slipped them on her fingers. Kara nodded her approval, and Cadence rejoined her, flicking the vibrators on.



She started with soft little caresses along Kara’s mouth, alternating with soft kisses, almost chaste in her sudden shyness. “We’re doing this again, Cadence,” Kara whispered to her. “You don’t need to be nervous.”



The PE teacher nodded and smiled a little easier, and her fingers slowly headed south, along Kara’s neck, across the hollow of her neck, and finally settling on the tops of her breasts. That, Kara really liked, the vibrators shaking her breasts a little. Her nipples hardened and her own hands joined Cadence’s, finding the little nubs and tweaking them as the vibrators played around the thick dark rings of her areolas.



“Don’t tease me,” the English teacher begged, and Cadence’s shy smile widened.



“Oh? You want me to play with your sweet little pussy?”



“Mm hm.”



“What do you want me to do to it?”



Kara shivered as the finger vibrators teased down along her pelvic muscles, nearing her hood. “Play with my clit. Please. I need it. You two… were so hot…”



Cadence teased her nipples, kissing one gently, then the other as her hands slid down across Kara’s pussy. She reveled in the way the other woman’s back arched, so responsive to her touch. “You’re all revved up. Did you like watching?”



“Uh huh.”



“Dirty teacher. Do you want to fuck Troy?”



Her fingers and the vibrators slid up and down Kara’s lips, making it hard to concentrate on anything but her pleasure. “Yeah,” she whined.



“He’s so big, Kara. I don’t know if this little pussy can take him. He’ll spread you so wide.” With that, she reached the top of Kara’s pussy and spread her apart. Kara’s fingers dug into Cadence’s shoulders, and she closed her eyes.



“Right there, please…”



“I like when you say please. When he fucks you, you’ll beg for it. I did, the first time. Every time. He’s a machine, Kara.”



“Pleaaase,” Kara moaned as Cadence held one of the vibrators to her clit. The other one kept up a slow pace along her folds, sliding as far down as her tight little asshole.



“He’ll go two, three times before he’s finished with me, and he’s hard again so fast. I can barely take it. It’s so good. And he always makes me come.”



Kara’s head came off the bedspread as she jammed two fingers up into herself, fingering herself hard as Cadence moved her palm aside to let her work. The vibrator at Kara’s rear never penetrated her ring. The busty PE teacher just rolled it around her entrance, driving her crazy. Anal play always seemed to make her throat constrict, and she wheezed in and out as Cadence worked, grinning up at her.



Her friend stopped talking and started licking at Kara’s pussy, long slow strokes that ended with her nose at her clit, right against the vibrator. There, she waggled her tongue side to side, hitting Kara’s walls.



A few minutes of this and Kara’s whole body was shaking with the need to come. Right at the edge, she added a third finger to her self-pleasuring. The vibrators on her clit and anus, the feel of Cadence’s long, expert tongue, and her own finger-fucking was too much.



“C-Cadence!” she wailed.



“Come on, baby, come on, come for me.”



“Gonna, gonna…”



With a last hitched breath, Kara flew over the edge, her back popping as it arched up off the bed. Her pussy quavered, she writhed against Cadence’s fingers, and rode and rode that high until she could stand no more.



As Cadence shut off the finger vibrators and licked at the thin dribble of moisture from Kara’s throbbing pussy, she grinned up at her newfound lover. “So… that changes things.”



“Y-yeah,” Kara whispered, barely able to talk. “We’ve definitely gotta do this again.”



“Maybe with a third,” Cadence said, standing up. “Imagine Troy fucking us both ragged. Me eating you, you eating me, just getting pounded by him.”



Kara squeezed her eyes shut. “God yes,” she moaned.



“Are you going to do it? Are you going to fuck them if they get A’s?”



“I don’t know,” Kara said. She sat up, wrapped her arms around Cadence’s neck, and pulled her in for a kiss. “But I don’t want to wake up alone tomorrow.”



“Mm. So long as you promise me breakfast in bed.”



“Well, I’ve got the stuff for pancakes.”



Cadence ran a hand over one of Kara’s breasts and squeezed. “Not the kind of breakfast I was thinking of.”



* * *



The four boys shuffled into class. Of them all, only Sandy was anything but mopey. He glanced at Kara as he found his chair, blushing and averting his eyes quickly. She leaned against the front of her desk, arms folded across her relatively modest sleeveless black blouse, painfully aware of how hard her nipples were against her sports bra.



Before Kara began talking, she sized each one of them up. Troy, the walking dream, with his buzzcut, ropey muscles, and icy blue eyes. Drake, the rich playboy of the bunch, with textured hair teased with softer blonde highlights and the sort of blandly handsome face that would look good accompanied with a suit. Devon, the huge mass of muscles, a former high school football stud who’d fallen in with the wrong crowd in his first college choice. Not quite ugly, not quite handsome, he was utilitarian, and more than once she’d thought about him manhandling her around a bedroom. And Sandy, sweet, quiet Sandy, dumb as a post but who tried so hard in her class. Overweight by at least a hundred pounds and with a face that reminded her a bit of a bulldog, he’d never be handsome, even if he shed the pounds, but Kara wanted him anyways, because she knew with the right kind of guidance, he could be an amazing lover, and maybe with a little self-confidence, the kind a sexy teacher could push him towards, Sandy could start the process of dropping the weight.



Yes, she wanted each of them. But not alone, not separate. She wanted all of them. Kara wanted them pounding her pussy, filling her ass, choking her with their cocks. She wanted their dicks in her hands, their loads on her face and chest. She wanted this one last debaucherous fling before the unknown of whatever came next.



“What’s with the bag, Ms. Stone?” Drake asked curiously. Beside Kara was a garment bag.



“That’s what we’re going to talk about today,” Kara said quietly. She pushed off the desk and crossed the room to close the classroom’s door. Strictly speaking it was against the college’s policies and procedures to close classroom doors, but no one was left at Hudwell who really gave a damn, especially during the summer.



The boys’ eyes all locked onto her as she took her position against the desk again.



“Here’s how this is going to happen,” she said firmly. “I want you all to pass.”



“Holy shit, does this mean…?” Drake asked, grinning eagerly.



Kara stood up straight and snapped, “I expect you to be quiet while I talk, Drake. This is still a classroom and I’m still your teacher, regardless of what we’re about to discuss. Otherwise, you fail and none of you get to enjoy the rewards. There’s no middle ground here.”



Drake’s mouth snapped shut, but he still grinned. She couldn’t blame him. She kinda wanted to smile too. Sandy still didn’t get it, but now Devon was leaning forward eagerly, and even cool, composed Troy looked surprised and… hungry. That didn’t do much to alleviate her aching nipples.



“We’ve got four weeks left in the summer semester. That’s more than enough time to pull your grades up to A’s or B’s, if you buckle down and focus. I won’t be cutting you any slack. I expect you to read your nightly material, discuss the books we talk about in class, and pass regular quizzes with an eighty percent or higher. Do this every week, and you’ll get a reward.”



Drake looked as if he was about to say something, but a sharp glance from Troy cut him off. Devon gripped the edges of his desk now, a delighted grin plastered on his face as he studied her figure. Sandy, bless his heart, still hadn’t figured it out yet.



“Week one, for everyone that passes, I let you see my breasts.”



Sandy’s mouth dropped open. “Holy shit,” he murmured. Devon reached across and punched his shoulder, and hissed for him to shut up. “Sorry.”



“Week two, handjobs.”



The students glanced at each other, their grins all spreading.



“Week three, blowjobs.”



They waited, eager, silent, their eyes locked on her breasts, her hips.



“Week four. If you’ve managed to bring your grades up to B’s and A’s…” Kara allowed herself a smile. “I let you fuck me ragged.”



The students couldn’t help whoops and high fives. She cut them off with a slashing motion of her hand. “We’re not done yet. Each week, assuming everyone’s passed, there’s going to be an opportunity for a bonus. You help each other out, you do well in class, you do something nice for someone on campus, you make life a little more tolerable around this hellhole-” they snickered at that, and she grinned too “-you might earn a little something special.



“Now, I’ve got rules. Cheat or try to take an easy way out, and the deal’s off. Treat me like an object, make me feel uncomfortable in any way, or act in any manner other than gentlemanly, the deal’s off. You don’t get a taste before I say so. Most importantly, listen to me – I shouldn’t have to say this, but no means no. If I call this off at any point, that’s my decision to make, not yours. Repeat that one back to me. No means no.”



“No means no,” they responded.



“Very good. You’re all also going to be tested. There are a lot of reasons for the buildup to blowjobs, and the time that’s going to take is one of them. Every week, you come back to me with clean bills of health from a doctor friend of mine. No questions. You don’t have the cash, you find a way to make it happen.”



“I’ll cover everyone,” Drake said. That perked up Sandy.



“Very nice of you, Drake,” Kara said, favoring him with a dazzling smile. “All of you will wear condoms if we get to the fourth week. That’s not negotiable, and I’ll be providing them, just in case.”



“Um…” Devon said, raising his hand tentatively.



“Yes, Devon?”



“Ma’am, I don’t mean to sound disrespectful, but…um, you’re not gonna find my size pretty easily. That’s not me bragging, that’s just the truth.”



Feeling a little bit daring, Kara folded her arms across her breasts. “Show me,” she said calmly.



“Ms. Stone?”



She gestured at him. “Show. Me.”



Devon nodded and stood up. Slowly he worked the button on his jeans and slid them down to his knees, followed clumsily by his boxers.



“Holy shit,” Kara murmured.



Even only half-hard, Devon’s cock was bigger than anyone’s she’d ever seen. The head looked like a clenched fist. That thing… that would hurt. A lot. Under her scrutiny, he hardened even further, and she swallowed hard.



“See?” he asked simply.



“Dude…” Drake said, gaping. “You’re going last. No way you’re stretching her out like a fucking hallway with that club before us.”



“Is that healthy?” Sandy asked. “How do you even buy jeans?”



The other guys erupted into laughter, and Devon pulled back up his boxers and jeans. “I got an unopened box at home. You can check the date on them, ma’am, if that works.”



“I guess it’ll have to,” Kara said. More laughter greeted that, and she clapped her hands once. “Okay, well, now that show and tell is over, let’s get to the last part.”



“No telling anyone,” Troy said. It was the first thing he’d said practically the entire time, and it wasn’t spoken to her. He glanced around at the other three. “Not a fucking word. We got a chance at the hottest woman any of us will ever sleep with, so if any of you screw this up by opening your mouths…”



“We won’t,” Sandy said quickly, followed by Devon’s nod and Drake’s reluctant agreement.



“That’s not gonna be good enough,” Kara said. She patted the garment bag. “So I’ve got insurance.” She unzipped the bag and removed a scandalously thin see-through white dress with poofy fringe at the bottoms, a huge white lace bra, and a matching set of wildly oversized panties. “The costume shop called it their sexy Miss Muff-It costume. And guess what each one of you is doing the rest of the period? You’re going to be dressing up as little Miss Muff-It, and you’re going to get your picture taken. By me, and only me. That picture’s going to go to three of my friends and a few online storage sites. If I so much as think any one of you might have talked about this, the pictures go wide. Same goes if any of you develops any creepy attachments. This is purely a recreational event only. I don’t want any of you bringing roses or chocolates to school to try and win me over. You fuck me, you dump me. Those are my rules, guys. Any objections?”



There weren’t. Kara grinned. “All right, boys, one of you start stripping. Let’s get some pictures taken.”



* * *



Troy, so very much the alpha of the group, went first. He shucked out of his clothes in a hurry. His flaccid cock wasn’t quite so big as she’d seen in the gym, but then again, he wasn’t about to fuck a teacher in the shower.



“I wish I had muscles like that,” Sandy grumbled.



Slipping on the bra and panties and grimacing, Troy said, “Come swim with me. Seven every morning here.”



“Yeah?” Sandy asked, perking up. “That’d be cool. Thanks, man.”



“No sweat.”



Kara took three pictures of him before letting him change back into his regular clothes. Devon was next. He had a bit of fun with his shoot, knowing he wasn’t going to blab and ruin this. His posing drew catcalls and wolf whistles from the other boys, and pretty quickly, his turn was over.



Sandy was next. “Look, um…” he said, hesitating before he even so much as lifted his shirt over his man-boobs. “No one laugh, please?”



Drake surprised Kara by stepping forward. “It’s all right, man. No judgement here. This isn’t high school.”



“I think, uh, after seeing them, I’m a little small down there, and you know I’m fat…”



“We aren’t going to laugh,” Devon said.



Troy nodded his agreement. “If it’d make things easier, we can turn our backs. But brother, we’re all hopefully gonna be showing Ms. Stone a good time here in a few weeks, so you gotta get used to it eventually.”



“Thanks, guys,” Sandy said quietly. Before he could lose his nerve, he jerked off his shirt, revealing a pasty stomach hanging well below his belt line and a pair of heavy, dangling breasts. He blushed as he slid down his shorts, revealing pair of tighty whities. Down those came to reveal…



“That’s not that small, dude,” Devon said. “Four inches?”



“About that, yeah,” Sandy said.



Kara nodded. “That’s bigger than my ex-boyfriend’s if that makes you feel better.” That was the truth. Vance had been a little on the small side, but it wasn’t too bad. Sandy’s was maybe another half inch longer than him. “You have absolutely nothing to worry about.”



“You guys are just saying that,” Sandy muttered as he slipped on the costume.



Drake cleared his throat. “Uh, dude, you know I was seeing Gabrielle last semester, right? She was gorgeous, right?”



“Sure,” Sandy said.



“Well…” Drake said uncomfortably, and dropped his own slacks. His own boxer-briefs revealed a cock about an inch smaller than Sandy’s. “It isn’t really the size, man. A woman can come about a dozen different ways, and guess what? It probably ain’t gonna happen just from fucking her, even if you’re hung like Devon. You got fingers, you got a tongue, you ain’t too prideful to use some toys on her, then she’s gonna be happy.”



Kara smiled at Drake. “That’s absolutely right.”



“Thanks, guys,” Sandy said quietly. Kara took his pictures quickly, and finished with Drake. As the now-clothed boys settled back into their seats, she returned to the head of the class.



“This,” she said, “is going to be fun. And to celebrate, guess what?”



They leaned forward in anticipation. She had them utterly twisted around her pinky.



“You’re going to read Fahrenheit 451 by the end of the week,” she said, and each boy groaned, save for Troy, whose blue eyes just crinkled.



* * *



That first week, the guys fell all over each other to be polite to Kara, to each other, to anyone they met in the hallways. All save for Troy, who kept mostly to himself, watching her and the others with some amusement. He said little in class except when he was called on, and then his answers were mostly curt but spot-on.



Cadence came over a few evenings, bringing her own assortment of toys. Once, she called up Kara in the middle of the night to tell her in great, breathy detail just what she and Troy had been up to that night while Kara fingered herself to a noisy orgasm. Another time, after one of Kara’s classes one day, Cadence tugged her into a stall in the women’s bathroom. Thinking they were going to fool around a little, Kara leaned in to start making out, but to her shock, Cadence practically shoved her to her knees for her own pleasure, leaving her unsatisfied, irritated, and not a little turned on by it.



Whatever was blossoming between the two friends was fun, but Kara craved those students’ dicks. She wanted them. She needed them.



And just like that, the first week was almost over. The quiz she gave them was a gimme. If they’d been paying attention at all that week, soon she’d be letting them stare at her massive tits. God, how that made her wet. That was on a Thursday. She’d do the grading that night, and if the boys passed her expectations, they’d get the show that following day.



She could hardly sleep. Cadence showed up and ate her to an orgasm so hard and powerful she cried into her pillow afterward. All she could think about were Troy and Devon shoving those big cocks into her greedy pussy – and maybe elsewhere.



* * *



They were in their chairs a full ten minutes early. Their murmured conversation died completely when Kara came into the room. Dressed in a severely ugly floral top, pants that didn’t accentuate a thing other than shapelessness, and boring flats, she got a groan from Drake.



“Aw man, we failed, didn’t we?” he moaned.



She settled her bag on the desk and withdrew their quizzes. Instead of handing them out, though, she placed them beside her and launched into her lesson for the day on dystopian novels and their major writers besides Bradbury. The other three boys might have bought into the act, but Troy kept his face serene. He knew. Maybe Cadence had told him.



With half an hour left, Kara couldn’t take it any longer. She set aside her notes, and hefted their quizzes. There was a collective gulp of air as she passed them out slowly.



“Troy. You aced it. Well done.”



He grinned up at her.



“Drake. Ninety five percent.”



The young man cheered.



“Devon. Eighty five percent.”



The big ex-football star pumped his fist.



“Sandy.”



The boy stared up at her, sweating through the fabric of his shirt as he blinked. “I failed, didn’t I? I’m sorry, guys, I screwed it up-”



“Ninety percent.”



The guys erupted into excited murmurs and high fives. She cleared her throat, and folded her arms. “I wasn’t done.” They quieted, and she returned to the head of the classroom, knowing every eye was on her ass as she swayed her way to the door, closing and locking it. “Sandy. I asked you not to tell anyone about seeing my boob that one day after class.”



The student stared at her in fright. “I didn’t tell, I swear-”



“What’s this?” Drake asked, laughing. “You got a look at her tits?”



Even Troy turned around, astonished. Sandy looked almost green with worry, and Kara couldn’t keep him wriggling on the line any longer. “It’s okay, Sandy. I know you didn’t say a thing. So you get this week’s bonus – you get to suck on my nipples.”



Silence greeted her at that. “Fuck, dude,” Drake breathed. “That’s awesome.”



“Good for you, Sandy,” Troy said.



Devon groaned. “Aw, Ms. Stone, can we at least jerk it to your tits? I’m dying here.”



Kara hadn’t thought about that. “I… suppose. But you’re doing it into tissues. Not on me or something.”



The guys eagerly rose up, and she sat on the edge of the desk as Devon passed around tissues from a box. They gathered in a loose semi-circle around her, pants already dropping before she’d removed a stitch.



“Sandy?” she asked. “Want to help me out of my top?”



“Y-yeah?” he asked, more of a question than an answer. Slowly, carefully, he stepped forward, glancing at the guys beside him before he reached out tentatively for the hem of her shirt. Her hands closed over his, and she smiled at him.



“It’s okay, Sandy. Just lift gently.”



He nodded, his double chin wobbling, and pried the shirt up slowly, revealing her tanned stomach. At her bra, the shirt snagged, and she helped him lift it over the material as the other boys murmured and drew in deep breaths.



Her outfit might have been ugly, but her bra – and her panties, as she wasn’t sure how far this little show was going to wind up going – wasn’t. The bright red underwire cups pushed her breasts up high and firm, leaving a valley of cleavage for the students to stare at. Her dark nipples were just faintly visible underneath.



“Troy, you had the best score. Maybe you’d like to help me with the bra?”



“Nah. Sandy earned it. Go for it, buddy.”



Sandy gave him what might have been the most grateful look she’d ever seen, and he licked his lips as he returned his attention to her. “How do I…?”



“Hold out your hands.” He did, and she pulled him to her gently, spreading her legs so he could stand between them. Kara was achingly aware of how close his hard-on was to her pussy under her pants. She slid his hands around her back, pulling him even closer, his breath hot on her chin. “This is called a hook and eye closure. Think about it like that – a hook, that’s the part you want to move around, and the eye is like a circle, that’s what the hook attaches to. So you just want to pull the hook a little… this way, and…”



The bra fell from her breasts, and Sandy gaped down at her body. “Oh fuck,” he whispered. “Ms. Stone, you’re so hot.”



She was proud of her breasts. Full and firm with just a little sag, they were as nice as any supermodel at her age. The thick nubs of her nipples stood hard and proud against the dark areoles. Every eye in the room was locked on them. Sandy’s hands came back around, hovering near but not quite touching them.



“Do you like them?” Kara asked the students.



A whispered chorus of yeah’s and yes’s greeted her, and she giggled softly.



Sandy glanced into her eyes, asking a question that didn’t need to be spoken. She nodded, and he bent over a little, surprising her not by going for the nipple first, but the tops of her breasts. He kissed them both reverently in turn, working his way across and eventually down them as next to her, Devon spat into his hand and started stroking his behemoth cock, followed shortly by the other boys.



“I still can’t get over how big that thing is,” Kara murmured.



“Gonna have a chance to find out firsthand in a few weeks,” Devon bragged.



She grinned at him as Sandy finally kissed the edge of her areola.  “Cocky.”



Devon gave his prick a hefty tug. “Damn straight.”



Her breathy laugh turned into a little gasp of pleasure as Sandy encircled her nipple with his mouth, his big tongue slathering her flesh. There was no tact to it, no delicacy, he was just attacking her nipple, licking it, sucking it. His enthusiasm was infectious, and her hands rose to the back of his head, pulling him tighter against her breast.



“Right there, Sandy, yes, that’s nice,” she cooed.



Drake and Troy were now stroking their own cocks too, Drake’s hand more of a blur while Troy took his time. He was the only one alternating between her breasts and her face, grinning at her like he’d won some sort of game. She hated that smile. She wanted to ride it until she practically drowned him in her honey.



What she hadn’t expected was to be so turned on by this. Her nipples were sensitive, sure, but she hadn’t expected to get much out of this, stimulation wise. Boy, was she wrong. Kara wanted nothing more than to slip her hand down into her pants and play with her pussy. Just enough to ease the urge to fuck all of them right then and there.



“Do you like these tits, Sandy?” she murmured to the student.



“Mm hm,” he moaned around her nipple.



“You can play with your cock while you do it.”



He groaned, and one of his hands started tugging on his prick. He pulled away for just a moment to spit on his palm before he dove back into her cleavage, licking across the valley between her breasts, leaving a cool trail of saliva. She shivered and her nipples firmed up even more, if that was possible. Sandy’s free hand rose up to cup her other breast, and though this wasn’t what she’d really had in mind, she allowed it, pressing the soft flesh into his hand.



“Nip a little. Not hard.”



Sandy did, and she stroked the top of his head. “Yes, like that.”



He alternated between flicking his tongue across her nipple and nicking it with his teeth. The boy was naturally cautious, which was great for that sort of thing. She’d worried she would be leaving there with sore tits and teeth marks, but that wasn’t going to be the case at all.



The thought of Sandy nipping at their teacher’s tits was almost enough to send Drake over the edge, and he groaned. The other two students stroked faster too, Troy’s grin fading as he focused on what he was seeing. Sandy’s free hand slid along her side, down all the way to her hip. A little brazenly, he slid it under her ass on the desk, squeezing, but Kara was beyond caring and moaned a little, her eyes closed.



“Oh fuck,” Sandy moaned around her nipple. “I’m gonna come.”



“Me… me too,” Drake grunted.



Kara didn’t want them coming in tissues after all, she decided. “Just hold on,” she whispered to Sandy, and pushed him gently away from her. Quickly, she knelt, four cocks right at her face level. “On my tits,” she moaned, “do it on my tits.”



“Oh, you slutty teacher,” Drake grunted, and she grinned at him. He fired first, his come landing neatly on her collarbone, then her heavy breasts and her stomach. Sandy wasn’t far behind, groaning her name, and then he was coming, his first shot hitting her chin, then her breasts, a dollop sliding off one of her nipples. They shuffled out of the way for Troy and Devon, both of whom were now furiously stroking their thick cocks. How she managed not to reach out and jerk them off herself, she didn’t know. Instead, she ran a finger along a line of come on her breast, and sucked it from her fingers.



“So good,” she moaned. “I need more.”



“Fuck,” Devon groaned as she fed herself the come glistening on her skin. When she stopped to suck on her finger long and hard, Devon thrust forward, his cock bouncing off her mouth, an audible gasp filling the classroom. She didn’t suck him, no matter how badly either one of them wanted it, and instead rose slightly so his first few shots hit her cleavage, her belly, and her waistband. Devon kept on coming, and coming, and the spunk he coated her with easily equaled both the other boys before him.



Kara swiped it up as quickly as she could. The salty bitterness didn’t do much for her, but the looks on the four boys’ faces was well worth it as she kept slurping down the come. Troy was the last one standing, one hand working his thick head, the other rubbing up and down his shaft. “Ms. Stone,” he grunted.



“Want more of this, Troy?” she asked quietly. “Want it to be these hands on that nice, juicy cock? Want my lips around that thing? Want to fuck me raw, until I’m begging you for more?”



“Fuck yeah.”



“Then keep this up. Guide them. And it’ll all be yours. Anything you want. All of you, I’ll give you everything.”



That did it for him. With one last grunt, Troy aimed his cock at her breasts, spraying her down with five, six blasts. She stared down at the mess on her breasts and slowly twirled it along her skin, letting it settle in. She might have eaten everyone else’s come, but she wanted Troy’s marking her as his. So needy was her pussy right then, Kara might have given him anything if he’d asked for it. If Troy wanted to fuck her senseless then and there, she’d let him. And she thought he knew it too, from the almost nonchalant way he leaned over, brushed her chin with his thumb, and jerked back up his underwear and pants.



The students passed around the tissues, wiping themselves off. The tissues were deposited into a quart bag. Kara didn’t want to leave any evidence in the room behind of what they’d done. One by one, they shuffled out of there, mostly quiet, in awe of what they’d both seen and done.



Only Troy remained, helping her to her feet and handing Kara her clothes wordlessly. Before she did up her bra and shirt again, he said, “Hang on,” and darted out of the class, coming back with a bottle of water from the vending machine.



Slowly, carefully, he dabbed at her breasts, wiping her down. He didn’t make it sexual, but her nipples hardened again anyways. “Ms. Stone,” he murmured as he slid a wet tissue along her cheek. “You were the one in the locker room, weren’t you?”



“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she said, her blush betraying her.



“Mm hm.” He dabbed along her neck and lifted her chin to inspect his work – and take one last long look at her breasts. Into her ear, he whispered, “You know you could’ve joined in. Two of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen.”



“Troy?” she asked, trying not to pant as he brought her bra up and molded it to her breasts, squeezing lightly before he helped her with the straps.



“Yeah?”



She reached behind her back, thrusting her breasts out as she took the clasps from him and did them herself. “You’re going to be late for your next class.”



He grinned and leaned in to nibble at her earlobe before he whispered, “Drake was right. Slutty, slutty teacher. And I’m going to make you mine.”



Kara waited a whole ten seconds after he was out the door to rush back to the desk and rub her clit to a furious, panting orgasm.



* * *



Dean Ray Healey was not a stupid man, nor a blind one. The faculty’s slide into negligence had not gone unnoticed, nor had the despondency of his students. Even as the school faced imminent closure, Dean Healey still thought of the men and women studying there that way – his students. He was their caretaker, and he’d failed them. Miserably.



It wasn’t his fault. When Healey came on the job, he inherited a decade of embezzlement, cutting corners, and a dispirited staff leaving in droves. The ship was sinking, before he’d ever even taken the helm.



The potential investor was a part of the school board’s last-ditch effort to salvage something out of the community college. They’d tried courting various state and private schools to purchase the campus, and were now desperately trying to woo private investors.



To his credit, Samuel Morales seemed like he was at least interested in what the dean had to say. To a man, every other investor that had come and taken a look at Hudwell had mentally checked out in the first half hour. Morales was at least polite enough to keep his cell phone tucked away, and the questions he asked were lively and on point. Instead of clucking his tongue over structural problems and grime, he photographed problematic areas and forwarded them on to his employers’ experts. Morales took the time to ask passing students loads of questions, largely about the staff, the facilities, but also some odd ones, like how they liked their town or what they liked to do for fun on the weekends. These seemed almost like come-on lines – Hudwell, even in its last stages, did tend to attract a bevy of attractive students – but Morales took down copious notes on every little detail, and once the women had answered, he was polite but curt in any further dealings with them, showing no interest beyond the questions. Odd.



Dean Healey took him through the buildings on campus slowly. They peeked in on a few classes, particularly a swimming lesson being given by the busty Ms. Cadence Carlson. Morales made no effort to disguise the fact that he was quite enjoying the show put on by Cadence, even if her one-piece was as modest as a woman with her natural physical endowments could manage.



The tour wasn’t without its hiccups. From one classroom, closed and locked up tight, came the unmistakable grunting and moaning of two people fucking. Morales seemed amused by this, especially when a soft feminine voice cried, “Right there, Mr. Herbert, just like that.”



The two men backed away slowly from the door, and the dean colored. “I’m so sorry about that. We’ll look into the situation immediately, but I can promise you, if it’s one of our students in there, they’re all over eighteen this summer and-”



“Relax,” Morales said, smiling. “It’s just sex.”



“Yes, but we consider the relationship between a student and a teacher to be one of trust and respect, and this is not at all a demonstration of our core values here.”



“Then I think you need to loosen up on your core values a bit, hoss. If she’s over eighteen and it’s consensual, who am I to judge?”



Healey disagreed but kept his opinions to himself. They continued on, finishing things up in Logan Hall, home to the English, math, science, and history departments. Most the classes were in session, with just a few summer students listening to lessons. Healey got a call halfway down the hallway from his wife, and had to excuse himself. Morales continued to wander, listening at each class briefly.



At the last classroom, he paused a few feet from its door. According to the little laminated map the dean provided him, this should have been one of the courses used for the English department. Instead, what he heard going on inside was more of an anatomy lesson. He grinned as he stepped nearer to the door. Locked, but someone hadn’t shut it the whole way. He cracked it open just wide enough to get a look inside.



On her knees, in profile to the door, was a fantastically stacked blonde with an ample ass and hips. Four men surrounded her, jerking on their cocks as she panted, “So good, I need more.”



One of the men, a huge guy with a monster of a cock, jerked off almost right in her face, spraying her chest down liberally with come. Morales wished he could stick around and watch more, but Healey was coming out of one of the empty classrooms, and Morales didn’t think the dean would stand for the circle jerk going on in there.



He shut the door, and started towards Healey, grinning. “Hell of a teacher in there.”



“Ms. Stone? Her students were slipping, but I understand she’s figured out a way to turn things back around for them this last week. I believe she promised them a pizza party if they got good enough grades. I don’t exactly stand for the rewards-for-grades thing myself, but to be honest, whatever she can do to get those boys to shape up is probably a good thing.”



“Yes, whatever she can do,” Morales said. His employer was going to love this place.



* * *



The second week saw Kara teaching American authors. The clock was counting down on what they could actually cover, so each class period was spent discussing the highlights of one author – namely Twain, Hemingway, Poe, and for a curveball, Toni Morrison. They liked Morrison and Twain – it was hard not to – hated Hemingway, and were mostly indifferent to Poe.



Preoccupied with work and visiting family, Cadence only came around once that week for a quickie. Their plans weren’t helped much by Kara’s continued job search. Some investor or another had been seen around the school off and on for the last week, and rumor now had it the school was going to be bought out by a private company. No one was quite sure what the mystery company was, but the glum consensus was it meant Hudwell was done.



Instead of fading out like most the other faculty, she threw herself into her lessons. Yeah, she enjoyed the starving stares of her students, but Kara thought if this was going to be her last month as a teacher, she’d make it count. Instead of just teaching by the tried and true formula of reading and discussion of the material, she talked to the men in her class about what each writer meant to her and why she encouraged them to continue reading their work beyond the classroom. It would make the week’s quiz a hard one to pin down, but Kara thought she was getting through to them on a more personal level than just what she could teach. Maybe that was wishful thinking, maybe the guys really were just there for her body, but she believed in what she was doing there in the last, and it showed. Kara looked forward to every day, every class.



And of course, thinking about the handjobs didn’t hurt her boisterous mood either.



* * *



There was a little more swagger to their walks this time when they entered the classroom the day after their test. Kara waited for them at the front of the class, barely containing her grin. She wore a long overcoat concealing what she had on underneath, but the students weren’t fooled for a second.



“Whatcha wearing under there?” Devon asked, eyes glued on her.



“It’s for the students who actually passed this week’s test to know, Devon,” she fired right back. That shut him up, and he glanced around at the other guys, worried. Their conversation died down, and their gazes locked on her as she pushed off the desk with their papers in hand. “I have good news and I have bad news.”



“Oh no,” Drake muttered. “I knew I screwed it up.”



Kara ignored that. “Mr. Devon, despite your little crack, you are this week’s standout. A nearly perfect score, with a ninety-five percent.”



The big man’s arm pumped the air, and he practically drooled as she undid one of three buttons on her overcoat.



“Drake and Troy, ninety percent.”



Drake cheered as she undid another button, revealing a hint of red lace, but Troy almost looked displeased. “Where did I screw up?” he asked.



“You confused Hemingway with Melville twice.” He groaned, and she patted his arm, taking a moment to squeeze his bicep. “Relax, you’re still getting your treat.”



Troy’s cool eyes held hers. “Yeah, but I’m actually enjoying myself. You’re making this fun. Not just this part, but the classes too.”



The other boys agreed wholeheartedly, and Kara blushed. “Well… thanks, guys. Um, Sandy…” He groaned and closed his eyes, waiting for the worst. “Eighty percent.”



Sandy’s eyes popped back open. “Wait. That’s passing. Isn’t that passing?”



“That’s passing,” she confirmed.



“Then what’s the bad news?”



She stepped back to the head of the classroom and shut the door, locking it tight behind her. When she came back, she slipped off the overcoat and let it drop to the floor, revealing a tight red bustier doing wonders to push her spectacularly ample breasts up and show off a little of the creamy skin of her waist. A garter belt led to matching sheer red stockings, showing off her legs and the generous curves of her thighs nicely. Almost every guy’s eyes were drawn to the G-string panties clinging to her pussy, a damp patch displaying her desire for the men.



“The bad news is, boys, only one of you…” Kara traced a finger up her thigh, across her stomach, around a thick, hard nipple, and ending in the valley of her cleavage. “…gets this week’s reward.”



“Jesus,” Devon breathed, and the other boys murmured their agreement.



“Ms. Stone… you’re the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Sandy said.



“Thank you, Sandy.”



“What’s this week’s reward?” Drake croaked.



“Mm…” she moaned, teasing her nipple again. “I think… maybe one of you gets to fuck these.” She grasped her breasts and squeezed, bending slightly at the waist to give them a nice, full view.



“Who?” Troy asked. Even his voice was hoarse.



“That little honor goes to… Devon. For the good grade, for class participation, and I hear you were responsible for giving a few of the young ladies on campus a ride when the buses were late.”



The other boys groaned, but Devon was all smiles.



Under her desk were a pair of exercise mats. Drake and Troy dragged them out and unrolled them while Kara slipped a bottle of lube out of her purse. She checked the door’s lock again, and turned back to the guys as they slowly dropped their pants and shucked their shirts. Even Sandy, who’d been so shy around the boys just a couple of weeks ago, stripped down without hesitation, his cock already hard. Almost all of them were, save Devon, whose half-mast erection still was bigger and thicker than the rest of the students. That thing was going to be fucking her tits soon. Kara couldn’t resist a little whimper at the thought.



“Such lovely presents for your teacher,” she cooed. “Just what I’ve been thinking about all week.”



They grinned at that, and she settled to her knees in front of them, reaching for the lube. “Who’s first?” she asked as she squirted some into her palms.



Without hesitation, Troy stepped forward, his nice, thick prick already dripping precum. He didn’t bother looking back at the other guys. He knew what he wanted and he’d get it first. Fuck, that made her hot. She reached out to massage his length gently with her fingers, just teasing the skin. “Someone’s eager,” she murmured.



“Someone’s wet,” Troy shot back, and Kara blushed. “Aren’t you Ms. Stone?”



“Y-yes,” she said, gently massaging his heavy balls with the lightest of touches before she wrapped one hand around his head. Slowly she stroked down his shaft, taking her time, enjoying every ridge, every engorged vein. The head of his cock was an angry red, and she longed to kiss it, suck it, to have Troy fuck her face until she was gagging on it. She wanted him driving in and out of her pussy. Maybe even her ass, his thighs slapping against her cheeks as she let him take her on all fours, his cock filling her so good while one of the other men fucked her from below. “Oh Jesus,” she murmured, stroking back up his shaft.



Wordlessly, Drake stepped up beside her too, and she took him with her free hand, jerking both students with long, slow strokes. Up and down, up and down. The lube made it easy, but the urge to suck them off was almost too much. The tight fabric of her G-string rubbed against her pussy lips, and she wiggled her hips, not sure if she was trying to free the cloth from her depths or help it rub harder against her clit.



“Fuck yeah, Ms. Stone,” Drake groaned as she worked back up his shaft with her delicate long fingers, her pace increasing. “Such a good job. Love my teacher slut.”



“Fuck,” she whispered, her pussy aching with the naughty words.



“You like this too, don’t you?” Troy asked. She stared up at him, her long blonde hair cascading down her back, and Kara nodded, her cheeks flushed. “You like jerking off your students.”



“Yes,” she whispered again. “God yes.”



“Do it faster now,” Drake urged her. “Just the head and the first half or so. Forget the shaft.”



She followed his orders, jerking them off in earnest now. Troy looked relaxed and almost amused, but Drake’s eyes were already closing and his hips started thrusting forward.



“Are you going to come for me?” she asked Drake. “Are you gonna come for your sexy teacher? Such a naughty boy, wanting to come on me.”



“Fu-uuuuck!” Drake shouted. “C-coming!”



She kept stroking him, faster now, and her other hand flew off Troy’s cock to cap off the head of Drake’s just in time for him to blast into her palm. “So much,” she cooed to him. “You must have been saving it up.”



“A-all for you,” Drake murmured as he staggered backwards.



“Mm,” Kara said, and glanced at the mess in her hand. Tissues. She’d forgotten tissues. Damn it. Oh well. Slowly, her eyes locked on Drake, she brought her palm up to her lips, and the boy audibly gasped as her tongue flicked out, tasting his come. “Delicious,” she moaned. It wasn’t, but even just saying the words practically made her drench her panties from seeing the look of pure lust in his eyes.



“Sandy,” Troy said as Kara resumed jerking him off, now with both hands. “Help me sit her up on the desk.”



“Huh?” Kara asked.



“You’ve been doing so much for us,” Troy explained, “and we haven’t done a thing for you.”



A little worried they were going to fuck her – and a little excited at the prospect, even if it wasn’t what she’d planned – she complied as Sandy lifted her under one shoulder while Troy got the other. They planted her on the edge of the desk, her bottom rubbing against the cool metal. Without warning, Troy grasped her flimsy red panties and shifted them aside, laying bare her pretty pink pussy, gleaming from its wetness.



She gasped, “Please, no sex, not yet-”



Troy surprised her again with a gentle kiss, his lips soft and thick against hers. His tongue darted in for just a second, and she almost took the plea back so long as Troy was the first to take her. Slowly, he pulled away from her. “We aren’t going to fuck you. At least not the way you think.” He glanced over at Sandy. “You ever finger a woman?”



The other boy gulped. “N-no.”



Troy jerked his head towards Ms. Stone. “It’s real easy. I’ll walk you through it while she finishes me off.”



Sandy licked his lips and looked into her eyes. “Are… are you okay with that, Ms. Stone?”



With a slow-burning smile, she nodded, and gestured at her dripping lips. “If it’s just a finger or two. And thank you for asking.”



“Oh yes ma’am!” Sandy said, bobbing his chin up and down furiously. His hand jerked forward, a finger out excitedly, but Troy caught his arm and shook his head.



“Huh uh. Gotta go slow, brother. You don’t just jam things up into a woman. Think of her like… like a good book, I guess. You gotta take your time with it.” Troy grinned at his teacher. Ms. Stone’s hand returned to Troy’s cock, and he gave a soft, satisfied sigh as she started jerking him off again. “Just run your fingers over her lips. Get a feel for how she’s built, what she’s sensitive to. Feel her body out. Ms. Stone, that about right?”



Truth be told, Kara was so wet she wouldn’t have minded a quick and dirty finger fuck, but she nodded and smiled. “Like you’re petting a timid little animal, Sandy.”



The young man kneeled in front of her a little, examining her puss from a safe distance before he reached out with two trembling fingers and stroked her, starting from her hood down slowly to her base. For effect, Ms. Stone moaned her pleasure, and Sandy’s nerves settled into a slow building confidence as he traced his way back up.



“Yes, like that, Sandy,” Kara murmured.



“Taste your fingers, man. Every woman’s a little different,” Drake offered from his desk, languidly stroking his flaccid prick.



Sandy did, licking the end of one of them like an ice cream cone. “It’s… musky.” He gave it a second lick, thought about it, and smiled. “Definitely not bad, though.”



“We need to work on your bedroom talk,” Troy said, and Kara couldn’t help a soft little laugh.



Sandy colored. “Sorry, Ms. Stone.”



“Make it up to me by doing what you were doing.”



“Yes, ma’am.”



Sandy ran fingers from both hands along her outer lips now, spending more and more time staring at her breasts as they jiggled with every jerk of Troy’s cock.



Troy groaned as she massaged the head of his cock, just barely rubbing and squeezing it gently between two fingers. “Now, Sandy, see her pubic hair? The way it’s kind of in a long strip?”



“Y-yeah,” the other student stuttered.



“Take your finger… oh, hell, Ms. Stone, that feels good… and run it straight down the middle of that. Be gentle.”



Sandy did so. The fine hairs above her slit were as blonde as Kara’s hair. He liked how soft they were as his finger slipped closer to her pussy. As he approached the vee, Troy reached out and pointed. “Okay, stop at the vee, and very gently, explore that little bump you’ll feel there. Might be under a little bit of skin, but it’s gonna feel a bit like… hmm. Like a pearl.”



“I don’t know what…” Sandy started, but then his finger brushed her hood, and Kara’s back arched, her breasts thrusting towards the two men. “Oh,” Sandy said softly. “Oh!”



“That’s the clit, my man. Now listen to her and let her tell you how she likes it. Ms. Stone? Gentle? Or you like it played with a little harder?”



“Gentle, gentle,” she panted. “Almost there already.”



“Cooool,” Sandy whispered, and stroked her clit carefully, gently.



“Finger… in me…” Kara said, gritting her teeth and trying not to squeeze too hard on Troy’s cock.



Sandy glanced at Troy, who smiled widely. “Always listen to the lady, not me, my friend. Do what they ask and they’ll never leave unsatisfied.”



To Kara, Sandy asked, “Should I keep doing this with my other finger?” He brushed her clit, and she nodded frantically. Slowly, he reached out with his free hand and gently pushed a finger into her folds. “Oh… oh wow. That feels… awesome.”



“Curl the finger up, like this,” Troy said, making a fish-hook gesture with his palm up. “You’re looking for a little spongy spot at the top of her walls in there. You might not be able to find it, and that’s okay. Half the women I’ve slept with, fuckin’ G-spot’s impossible to find, I swear.”



But Kara, live wire that she was, screeched when Sandy’s finger brushed just the right spot. Reflexively, she started humping Sandy’s hand. “Don’t stop, God, don’t stop, just like that, yes, Sandy, yesss…” Her head fell back, her breasts jutted towards the ceiling, and Kara gasped, “Oh fuck, oh coming, I’m coming, so gooood…”



Her whole body rocked into Sandy’s hand, nearly sliding off the desk entirely. Troy grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed, unable to help himself, stroking her nipple through the red lacy fabric as she came. She clutched his hand and held it in place as she rode out her orgasm, her back going rigid with the force of it. When she came back down, she had to squirm away from Sandy’s fingers, still doing their work.



“Okay, Sandy, okay,” she gasped. “That’s… that’s about all I can take for now.”



He pulled his hands away and licked one of his fingers again. “Did I do okay?”



For an answer, she grabbed his other hand and sucked his finger clean of her own juices.



“Holy shit,” Devon murmured, the first thing he’d said throughout most of Sandy’s finger-fucking of their teacher. “That is hot.”



Through the whole thing, Kara had almost forgotten about the boys’ handjobs. She reached out and grasped Sandy and Troy’s cocks, stood up, and led them around the desk so she could sit in her chair. Without a word, she started jerking them off enthusiastically, aiming their cocks right at her face, close enough they could feel the heat of her breath. She wasn’t fast, but used full, long strokes alternated with short jerks at the tips of their cockheads. Troy, already having come close a few times, started bucking his hips forward harder than Sandy, his need apparent in his eyes.



“Thank you for teaching him,” Kara murmured, and leaned in to give his cockhead a kiss.



That was enough for Troy. The sight of his sexy blonde teacher, her hair spilling down into her ample cleavage, kissing his cock set him off, and he growled, “Gonna…”



“Come for me,” Kara whispered, both her hands finding his head and jerking it rapidly. Troy moaned and bucked one last time, and his thick tool was firing, blasting load after load right on her chin, her cheeks, her forehead.



“Holy shit, Ms. Stone,” Sandy breathed, and she turned to him, grinning.



“And thank you for the lovely orgasm,” she whispered, and kissed his cock too. Sandy wasn’t quite there, not yet, and without thinking, he reached down to paw at her breasts, sliding one hand into her lacy top to palm her hard nipple. “Oh Sandy,” she moaned. “You are going to make some woman very, very happy someday.”



He liked that, and his cock throbbed in her hand as she squeezed him gently, rubbing at his sensitive head. “Like that, Ms. Stone, please don’t quit doing that,” he gasped.



She obliged, working the tip of his dick, glancing up at him, smiling gently with Troy’s come all over her face. Sandy couldn’t stand it any longer and shot his white, hot load across her nose, her closed eyes, her forehead, her hair. A little bit landed on her lips and she made a show of licking them, grinning. “I can’t wait to see if you pass next week,” she said.



The two men stumbled away for their clothes as she ran a finger around her face, scooping up as much of their come as possible and licking it up. Devon stood on the other side of the desk, the lube. “Any time you’re ready,” he said, grinning.



“God yes,” she said, and rose to her feet, a sultry vision in red, her hair sticking a bit here and there, her cheeks flushed, her breasts heaving from the after effects of the spectacular orgasm. Without any regard to her long-lost decency, she shifted her soaked panties back into place, shivering pleasantly at the feel of the material on her sensitive core. When she came around, she knelt slowly, eyeing Devon’s huge tool, wondering for about the thousandth time how that thing was going to feel inside her.



Before she laid down, she slipped the straps of the top across her shoulders and down her arms, sliding the cups down her breasts. The lingerie would no doubt be ruined from what was to come, but she’d expected that. Wanted that. Kara wanted to leave the room a come-drizzled mess, a dream for the boys to think about until next week when she hopefully would be sucking them dry.



“Ready,” she told Devon. He nodded and knelt with her, placing a hand on the small of her back and dipping her gently towards the mat. The boys, all of them, surprised her continually with their gentleness.



He poured lube between her breasts, letting it pool there before he slathered it around on her cleavage, taking time to tweak her nipples just hard enough to hurt a little. She moaned and squirmed, but shook her head a little at him, smiling. “Now now, this is your reward,” she reminded him. “I’ve already had my treat for the day.”



Devon nodded and poured a little more lube into his palm. He slowly greased his dick up, making sure she saw its length, its thickness. “This is gonna be fucking you,” he told her. “Two weeks, this monster’s gonna make you come so hard.”



“I can’t wait,” she murmured. “But you’ve gotta study first. Can’t have your reward without doing the work.”



“Yeah, yeah,” Devon growled, and knelt over her. “Damn, I love the way your hair is spread all around your head. Like… like it’s a pool, or something.”



That was a sweet compliment, especially given the delightfully naughty act they were about to perform, “Thanks, Devon.”



Slowly he lowered himself until his cock rested on her stomach. That massive beast slid along her skin up to the base of her breasts. Kara grinned up at him and arched her back up off the exercise pads a little. To the side somewhere, Drake groaned at the sight of her terrific ass in profile like that, and she glanced over to wink at him.



“Enjoying the show?” she asked, and Devon chose that moment to lunge forward between her tits, sliding along them easily. The tip of his cock was large enough to thwap her chin.



With a sly smile, Drake nodded, stroking his rejuvenated cock faster. “Immensely.”



She laughed and returned her focus to Devon, squeezing her breasts around his cock. “Did someone graft a third arm onto you or something?”



Devon grinned down at her as he thrust gently, enjoying the squicking noises his lubed-up cock was making as it escaped her cleavage each time. “Nah. Just fantastic genetics, Ms. Stone. Like you.”



She didn’t get any real enjoyment out of the tit job, but then again, it wasn’t like she had to do a lot of work, either, and she’d already had one of the best orgasms of her life. So she leaned into it, pretending like every stroke meant something to her, even playing with her nipples a bit. Devon’s cock didn’t hit her chin again – he seemed careful about sticking to her boundaries she’d set. In a way, that was almost disappointing. She wasn’t sure what she’d do if the cock came near her lips. She wanted to suck one of them right now, damn it, even if she knew she should wait.



“Dude, toss me the lube?” Drake called to Devon. The big man underhanded it to the playboy, and he squirted a little into his hand. “Ms. Stone, when we get close, can we… you know… come on you again?”



“Only after Devon’s had his turn,” she called back to him. In truth, she didn’t care. She wanted to be painted by them, to feel as many shots of their hot cream hit her body as they could produce, but she was their teacher and rules had to be enforced.



“Aw, man,” Drake grumbled, and slowed his stroking. Sandy took the lube and slathered up his own hands before tossing the bottle to Troy, who nodded appreciatively. The three men drew closer to the tit fucking, stroking their cocks over her semi-nude body.



Devon started pumping his cock between her breasts faster, squeezing her tits around his thickness as he groaned. “Your breasts are so fuckin’ amazing.”



“You like the way they feel, Devon?”



“Oh yeah.”



She played with her slick nipples. “You like my nice, big nipples?”



“Shit yes.”



“Mm. Just think of what I’m gonna be doing next week. Taking that massive tool and trying to wrap my pretty little lips around it.”



“Oh hell, Ms. Stone,” he moaned, sliding in and out of her cleavage faster.



“I don’t know if it’ll fit,” Kara murmured. “It’s so big. I might just have to lick it. Lick all along it like it’s a lollipop. Would you like that? Your sexy little teacher kissing and licking your big, juicy cock, Devon?”



“You know I would.”



She helped grip her breasts around his cock. “Mm hm, me too. Just think of me, looking up at you, licking the tip of this monster, smiling. You can come anywhere you like next week. On my face. On my tits. In my mouth.”



“Fuck!” Devon roared, and slammed his hips back and forth, his hands now resting above her shoulders as he leaned over her, panting, sweating with the pace of the frantic tit job.



“And the week after, I’m gonna push you on your back, Devon. Because I don’t think I can take this whole thing laying down. I’m gonna ride you. Slip it in me a little bit, and you’re gonna stretch me so wide.”



“Ms. Stone,” Devon gasped, his knees jerking harder as his cock make squick-squick-squick sounds between her breasts. “Gonna come, gonna come…”



“And I’ll slowly sit down, little by little, until you’ve got me speared on that thing. Imagine how I’ll look. It’ll hurt, but it’ll hurt so good, Devon.”



He gave one last jerk, his cock popping off against her chin again, and she grasped it, kissing it as he started jetting out cum across her face. “Fuck I want this in me,” she moaned, and a blast of come shot directly into her mouth.



She lay there, staring up at the lights, staring at three men, cocks in hand, jerking them furiously over her nude breasts, her lingerie-clad stomach and pussy. Devon fell away, planting himself on his ass beside her. Without warning, he grabbed her flimsy panties and ripped them away, plunging two thick fingers into her sopping pussy. She wailed, “Oh hell, oh God, yesss…”



Her ass came up off the mats, meeting his fingers’ thrusts with her own, wishing it was a cock, wishing he’d ignore her boundaries and just shove that fucking thing into her, condom or no condom. There was no gentleness to Devon’s finger fucking. This was coarse, and lewd, and she loved it.



“You idiots just gonna stand there or you gonna play with her tits?” Devon growled to the others. “Troy, get over here and rub her clit. She likes you best.”



Kara started to deny that, but Devon’s thumb slid across her asshole and shut her right up. It was just a tease, but her back shot up off the mat anyways, her body electric as Troy’s fingers found her hood and started working her clit gently. “Oh God,” she whined. “So good. So good. Soo goooood.”



Drake couldn’t hold back any longer. “Get your hand away,” he warned Sandy. The other student complied, and Drake started jerking his cock rapidly with both hands, spraying her tits down. Kara’s hands slid up and over her come-slick breasts, panting, crying out with feral lust.



“Devon, yes, keep doing that, oh God, oh yessss…”



She came hard again, her knees coming up nearly to her breasts as she gave Devon complete access to her bared pussy. If he’d sunk his cock in right then, she’d have never protested, never complained. She was too far gone, her ass in the air as he kept driving his fingers in and out of her. Devon didn’t relent, and the sight was too much for Sandy. His cock hit her cheek before it spurted all over her face again. The load wasn’t nearly so much as the one he’d just unleashed on her, but it drove her wild anyways, and her orgasm rolled into another, softer, less earth-shattering, but still intense.



“Please, no more,” she begged, “so sore, too much.”



Devon stopped immediately, withdrawing his fingers and helping her ease her legs back down to the mat. Her pussy lips twitched instinctively, still reacting to the phantom thrusts of his fingers. Troy’s fingers slipped away from her hood, his cock still rock hard. She sat up, trembling, and leaned back against the desk as Troy knelt in front of her, the cock just an inch from her mouth.



“I’m gonna come, and I want you to catch it in your mouth,” he said, his voice a silky purr.



“Oh-okay,” Kara whispered, her throat hoarse from her panting and screams of ecstasy.



Troy jerked harder and harder, and finally he came again. His first shot hit her chin, but the rest found their mark, pooling on her tongue, sliding off her teeth. Even after just coming, there was a lot there, and she worked her throat, swallowing it all down.



Kara couldn’t move. She was a bundle of nerves, and she was so exhausted from the rigorous finger-fucking (twice! She’d come twice!) she couldn’t stand up without help from the students.



“I’m gonna run and grab some paper towels,” Drake said. “We’ll clean you up, Ms. Stone.”



The other boys agreed. As Drake ran for the towels, Kara whispered, “Clothes. There’s clothes. In a bag. Under the desk.”



Sandy fished them out, and placed the plastic bag on the desk as Troy and Devon helped her to her feet. She wrapped an arm around both their shoulders, and smiled weakly. “Well…” she said. “That was a lot more fun than I expected.”



* * *



Samuel Morales slipped away from the door when he heard Kara Stone cry out her pleasure with reckless abandon. In his hand was a digital recorder – not meant for blackmail, but to help convince his boss that this was the place, that Ms. Stone should be the first in line to be hired.



In a hurry, he came around a corner in the hallway just in time to bounce right off Ms. Carlson, the amply-endowed brunette PE teacher, nearly as attractive as Ms. Stone. Their shoulders whapped into each other, but the only real harm came when the recorder fell from his hand.



“Oh damn, sorry,” she said, rubbing her shoulder.



“No, my fault,” Samuel said, smiling. He turned to grab the recorder, accidentally brushing the play button as he snatched it up. Ms. Stone’s moans filled the air, and in a hurry, Samuel stopped the playback. His eyes huge, he held up a hand. “It’s not what it seems like.”



“Really? Because it seems to me like you’re either a pervert or you’re trying to get my best friend fired,” Ms. Carlson snapped.



“Look-” Samuel started, but the PE teacher was already trying to swat the recorder out of his hand again. He held her at arm’s length, and quickly said, “I want to hire her. You too, if you’ll let me finish talking.”



Whatever the PE teacher had been about to say died on her sexy lips. “Hire us?”



“Is there a place we can go to talk?” Samuel asked.



* * *



Cadence’s office was located in the same annex as the pool. Like every other office at the community college, it was too small for more than a desk, a computer chair, and a seat for her students or guests. She leaned against the desk and gestured for Samuel to take the wooden chair in front of her. In that confined space, the two were practically touching already.



Her hot pink sweatpants clung to her long legs and the swell of her hips. The matching long-sleeved cotton top was a size too small, revealing a half inch of bared toned abs. She didn’t fill out her outfit quite as nicely as Ms. Stone, but few women Samuel had ever met could equal either one in terms of beauty. His eyes couldn’t decide if they wanted to concentrate on the vee of her thighs, the abs, or her taut breasts pulled up nice and high by the bra just barely visible under the fabric. So instead, he settled on her face. She had a hot neighbor-next-door look to her, with long, straight brown hair, beautiful smoky eyes, and wide lips that showed just a hint of too much teeth. She wore little makeup, a choice he approved of.



“What is it you want to hire us for?” Ms. Carlson asked. “And why the hell does it take you spying on my friend?”



“I was only spying on your friend to tell my employer that I’ve found exactly the sort of place he’s looking for. Education, Ms. Carlson, has become a joke. Schools push out kids these days not because they’ve earned their degree but because it keeps the lights on. Litigious asshats have crippled our teachers’ abilities to, you know, actually teach.”



“And… so?” Cadence asked, her eyebrows arched.



“My employer’s looking at changing that with a new focus, a different way of doing things. We want to open a chain of private schools, ones with curriculum decided by the teachers to help prepare students for the real world, to enable them to think and fend for themselves. I’ve been monitoring Ms. Stone’s unique approach to teaching her students, and… well, I’m impressed.” Samuel rubbed at his chin and tried to ignore the waft of Cadence’s sweet, citrusy coconut lotion. Fuck, though, she was doing things to him, and the memory of Ms. Stone’s very verbal pleasure didn’t help matters much. “Her students aren’t just doing better in classes. I’ve seen them around campus. Under her thumb, they’re becoming better men.”



Cadence frowned. “So, what, you want us to become whores for students?”



“Well… put crassly, yes, if that’s how you want to teach.” Samuel shrugged. “It wouldn’t be mandatory, but we’ve been envisioning a school where the shackles placed on educators by overly controlling administration and governance have been removed. Before admission, the students would be rigorously tested, both physically and mentally, with regular check-ins with a trained school counselor as a mandatory requirement. After that, they would be yours to mold. If that involves sleeping with your students, as Ms. Stone has shown can work, then we’ll provide whatever means of security or background checks you think are necessary to do your job. My employer is not interested in small ideas, Ms. Carlson. What Ms. Stone is doing here is working, and frankly, we’re intrigued. It’s our intent to refocus the school around teachers like her. And you too, if you’re interested.”



Cadence stared at him, slack-jawed, her chest jumping a little. Free rein to actually teach. And an open policy of extracurricular activities with the men in her class. Her body warmed to the thought, her pussy dampening. “The laws…”



“…will need some finessing, to be sure. But we’ve got that angle covered. If I told you how, you’d think I was insane. Friends in high places, that sort of thing.” She would, too. Samuel’s employer wasn’t just one of the richest men in the world, but backed by a group of powerful up-and-coming leaders and thinkers who wanted to change the crass dog-eat-dog nature of the world.



“Uh huh,” Cadence said. Her nipples betrayed the doubt she was trying to show, hardening as she fought the urge to jump this guy’s bones right here, right now. “So you’d be our pimp, then?”



Samuel grinned easily. “Not so much. I’m kind of a… talent scout. I’m not sure who would comprise the administration, but we’d have more immediate problems getting the facilities up to code. And honestly, you’re the first woman I’ve spoken to about the idea for the school. I’ll be going on a long campus tour of sorts to find more, but once those little niggling issues are resolved, I’d like to be around to help out in some capacity. However you and the other teachers decide to utilize me, I’ll be there for you, not the other way around.” His eyes trailed down to her breasts. Aware she’d caught him looking, Samuel cleared his throat. “Sorry, that came across as more lewd than I intended. If I had my druthers, I’d like to see to the safety of the teachers. I started off as my employer’s bodyguard.”



“What about female students?”



Samuel shrugged. “The men you fuck can’t get pregnant, Ms. Carlson. That said, I have few moral hang-ups about giving young women just as much a shot at this as young men. We’d be charting new ground, and frankly, the idea is wildly fascinating. And more than a little hot.”



She had to agree. The thought of four or five college-aged women lusting after a male teacher, maybe giving into their urges together… whew. She’d love to be a part of that. Of all this, really. But was it too good to be true? “And pay?”



“Negotiable, but what do you earn now?”



“Twenty-five.”



“An hour?” Samuel asked, surprised.



Cadence snickered. “No. A year. Twenty-five thousand a year.”



“That’s… wow. How do you…?”



“I earn a pretty good paycheck as a personal fitness trainer on the side. More than I make here, if I’m honest.” She shrugged. “But just like Kara, teaching’s always been my first love.”



“Touching.”



Cadence grinned. He liked the way it dimpled her cheeks. “Doesn’t hurt that I’m teaching a whole lot of tasty young men dressed only in shorts and tank tops most of the time. And if we’re swimming, even less than that.”



Samuel laughed. He liked this one. Liked her quite a bit. But it was nearly time for him to go. One more night here in town, and then he’d fly back out to meet with the money men. If his boss approved, which he thought he would. He stood up and fished out his leather card case. There were two cards in there, one he gave strictly in a strictly professional sense with the number for the answering service he preferred. The other had that number and his personal cell phone. It was not the sort of thing he gave out freely.



He handed Cadence one of the latter. “I don’t expect you to believe me. Hell, if I were you, I’d think I was crazy. But Ms. Carlson, we could use you. Ms. Stone, too. You’re doing wonderful things here. Insanely hot things-” she blushed and smiled “-but you’re also making a difference. Talk it over with Ms. Stone. Even if you don’t accept, I’ve gotta say, it’s been a pleasure. One I won’t soon forget.”



He turned for the door. “Wait,” Cadence said. He stopped, and heard the rustle of fabric. “You know… I think you really owe it to yourself to do a more thorough background check.”



Samuel turned, grinning. “Yeah?”



She’d drawn the top over her head, leaving her sizable breasts cupped by a blue sports bra. Her dark hair brushed their tops, and she swiped it away, bending over a little to reveal the deep valley of her cleavage. “Yeah,” she said. “Never can tell who you’re dealing with these days.”



Samuel’s grin widened. “Hm. You do seem kind of shady.”



* * *



Cadence slid away from the desk, and worked her fingers into the waistband of her sweats. Slowly, she peeled them down her tanned thighs, revealing a matching pair of workout panties and Samuel started with his own sport coat, folding it carefully over the edge of the chair he’d just been occupying before setting to work slowly on the buttons of his crisp white shirt.



She turned to clear off a space on their desk, and he eased up behind her, his slacks dropping to the floor. Samuel’s hands came around her waist, running across her soft belly before dipping down into her panties. “Stay just like that,” he murmured into her ear. “Your ass is too spectacular for me not to take a nice, long look.”



And it was a spectacular ass, too. Teaching PE had given her a tightness models must have dreamed about, though there was enough meat there to not be all muscle. He licked his palm, and without warning, swatted her ass hard. Just as he thought. Barely any jiggle at all.



“Finally, someone gives me a spanking,” she murmured. “I asked Kara, but she never delivered.”



He cracked her other cheek with a stinging slap, leaving a red imprint. “You two…”



“Just started not too-” Cadence gasped as he smacked her ass again “-long ago.”



“Fuck, that’s hot.”



“Shut up and spank me again.”



He obliged, his hand rising and falling to slap that perfect flesh. In between two hard-hitting slaps, he yanked her panties down around her knees, exposing her glistening pussy lips. After that final spank, he couldn’t help delivering a crack across those lips, drawing a hiss of pain from her.



“Too much?” Samuel asked.



She nodded, glancing back over her shoulder. “Yeah. Ass is okay, not so much the lady bits.”



“I’ll make it up to you.” And he did, kneeling down on his slacks and staring at her pretty pouting lips. “God, you are fucking gorgeous.”



He kissed her lips where he’d stung her, gently caressing her sensitive skin before sliding his tongue up and down her length. Cadence murmured something incoherent and pleasant, and he reached around her hips as he buried his nose against the strip of flesh between her pussy and her asshole. She smelled fresh and soapy. Must’ve just taken a shower. He liked that, and licked her puckered little hole once for good measure. That drew a satisfied little groan from the hot PE teacher, but he wanted to return to her pussy, and did so joyfully, speeding up as she clenched her thighs.



Cadence was getting wetter and wetter by the minute as he slid his long tongue up and down. Her hands clenched uselessly on the desk as she tried to push back against his face, working to meet his tongue with her body as he neared her clit. “Stop… teasing,” she moaned, “and give me your dick.”



Samuel didn’t say anything as he stood upright, sliding his pants away from him along the floor as he took up a spot behind her, dropping his boxers and freeing his rigid cock. Just like his tongue, he slid it up along her length before he slid home inside her.



“Fuck, you feel good,” he moaned. His fingers dug into her thighs, and slowly, regretfully, he pulled back out until his cockhead was barely still brushing her lips before sliding back in.



“So… do you,” Cadence panted, leaning on her elbows to keep herself upright, her still-clad breasts brushing against the desk.



Samuel worked up a slow rhythm at first, but he went deep inside her with every slow thrust. He was goodish-sized, though he wasn’t as long or as thick as Troy. Still, it was clear he knew what he was doing, and she enjoyed the fuck for what it was – a quick and dirty rush of relief for both of them.



As his pace increased, his hands left her thighs and jerked up her sports bra. His hands across her breasts felt so good, and she moaned as he worked her hard nipples. His hands eventually slid down, though, grasping her just beneath her breasts as his cock hammered deep inside her. Freed, her tits jiggled each time, and she arched her back at the pleasant brush of cool air across her bare skin.



“Yeah, yes, keep going, yeah,” Cadence moaned.



Samuel didn’t answer, but a vaguely affirmative grunt and his cock were plenty voice enough. She glanced back over her shoulder. His eyes were locked on her ass, and she made up her mind impulsively.



“Lotion,” she murmured.



He glanced back up at her, eyes glazed as he thrust in again.



“In the bottom drawer.” She reached back and grasped his cock as he slid back out, stopping him temporarily. “Get it.”



A slow dawn of realization washed over him, and his cock slid out with a soft plop. He hurried around the desk as Cadence slid her legs further apart and dipped her fingers down to play with her pussy while she waited. Samuel found the lotion and hurried back to her.



He squirted a generous handful of lotion into his palm, and eased a lubed-up finger around her ring. Her fingers against her own pussy worked faster and faster as his pointer slid gently into the end of her asshole, working around the rim before easing into her deeper and deeper. Cadence had to give Samuel props for experience. This guy was a professional lover, that much was for sure.



He didn’t rush. That was always important for her when she did this. Not many guys had ever fucked her ass, and Cadence was always nervous they would go too fast when she was too dry. Not so with Samuel. His free hand massaged her shoulder while he eased his finger in and out of her gently, adding a little more lotion when it was needed. The massage was a nice touch, and helped her relax around his finger.



A few minutes in, and he asked her, “Ready?”



Cadence nodded and smiled back at him. “Just go slow.”



“You got it.”



And he did. His cockhead had a little trouble at first – they all did – but he didn’t just jam it in. Instead, he worked her anal ring again, this time with his thumb, and slowly pried her cheeks apart, opening her to his dick. The second time, his cockhead slid in, and she reached out for the other edge of the desk, impulsively pushing down against the cool metal as he inched deeper and deeper into her ass.



She sensed him tensing, and she gave him a weak thumbs-up. “S’okay. Just been a while. When I’m good and relaxed, though, I want you to really fuck me with that thing.”



For a response, one of his hands slid down and smacked her butt softly before his fingers eased across her pussy. The feeling of being so full of his cock combined with the fingerplay sent pleasant shivers up and down her spine. He took his time, easing back and working his way deeper into her ass little by little. A quarter of an inch here, and a half inch there.



“So full,” she moaned. “Okay. Little harder.”



He obeyed, his cock driving deeper into her ass. His fingers didn’t stop working on her pussy, but the other hand gripped her under her breast a little harder. “Tight,” he groaned. “So good. You might have the best ass I’ve ever seen.”



“And you’re a great… ah… lover,” she cooed back over her shoulder.



Samuel grinned at that, and from that point forward, there were no more words between them. He started fucking her ass in earnest, his hand on her pussy only stopping every so often to smack her cheeks hard. His other hand roamed up and down her back, and at the height of one of his lunges deep inside her ass, he gripped her hair and pulled her back – not hard, but with enough force to make her back arch, her nipples now just barely brushing the desk.



His cock felt so good, so thick inside her, and she moaned her passion, her need. So caught up, neither of them noticed the footfalls coming closer and closer to the door. They certainly didn’t see Sandy peeking in through the door’s porthole window, his jaw dropping at the sight of the school’s hot PE teacher laying across her desk, getting fucked in the ass.



Samuel pounded that tight little ass for all he was worth, and his balls grew heavier and heavier. “Gonna come… in another minute or two. Where…?”







“Across my ass,” Cadence moaned. “So close… too…”



Samuel held on for all he was worth, thinking about the campus’s financial records, the work that would need to be done to the locker rooms, anything but the deliciously tight fucking. Both his hands played at her pussy now, and Cadence moaned several half-formed affirmatives when he started rubbing at her clit. But despite his best efforts, the pleasures of Ms. Carlson were just too much, and with a frustrated grunt, he pulled out of her, jerking his cock with his right hand to finish himself off as he stared at the gaping hole he’d just occupied.



His hot seed sprayed across Cadence’s ass, and she cooed with delight. Her fingers joined his free hand on her pussy, and she finger-fucked herself, nakedly humping her own hand as Samuel recovered. He knelt again, adding his tongue to her hand’s work, and it wasn’t long before her back was arching again. “Gonna, gonna…” Cadence cried out. She glanced behind her, and saw something she didn’t expect. One of Kara’s students was at the window, gaping at her. She blushed hard, but she didn’t stop as she came, her whole body spasming. The boy quietly slipped away, and she closed her eyes, grinning.



Had there been shame in that, Cadence might not have given Samuel’s plans for the school much thought. But she liked the idea of that young man watching her, seeing her get fucked. She liked Samuel too. He had a little bit of swagger to him, but lovemaking could tell her a lot about a person, and Samuel had been careful, kind, and good. Sure, he’d finished a little soon for her taste, but it wasn’t like he hadn’t helped her finish the race anyways.



Cadence slowly pushed herself upright, grinning. Samuel cleaned himself off with tissues from a box on her filing cabinet, and handed her a few. As they tended to themselves, he asked her breathlessly, “So. Think about the job?”



Cadence grinned at him. “Consider that my application.”



* * *



Over stir-fry at Kara’s that evening, Cadence told her friend everything that had transpired. At first, Kara had been darkly amused and in disbelief, but when her friend told her what she’d done with Samuel, the disbelief turned into shock.



“You actually had sex with him? Right there?”



“He was good, too. Nice. I don’t know. We… maybe made plans to see each other again next time he’s in town.”



“Unbelievable. And you’re, what, you’re actually thinking about this?”



“About Samuel and me? It’s a fun little fling, but I don’t know anything about-”



Kara cut her friend off. “No, I mean the school thing. Is this guy for real?”



Cadence shrugged. “If he is, fantastic. I’m all in when I see the contracts. I want it in writing, and I want to know we’re going to be protected. You’ve got a great class now, but what happens when we get some kind of sexually aggressive asshole who can’t take no for an answer?”



“So we have pimps. At a school.” Kara shook her head. “That’s insane.”



“It wouldn’t be like pimping. Not at all. At least not the way he’s describing it. We’d have campus security on call at a moment’s notice. I’m thinking like… panic buttons under the desks. Christ, Kara, I’d love to have that right now. Remember Milton Minton?”



Kara shuddered. The student, an angry weirdo, had come to the campus one time high on meth and threatened one of their fellow teachers with a hammer. When the cops came for him, Milton hauled off and popped one of them in the jaw. The cop needed two surgeries and wound up quitting for greener pastures, while Milton was sentenced to a nice long vacation in the state’s finest steel and concrete bunkhouse.



“All right,” she admitted. “That wouldn’t be too bad. So long as they didn’t try to run our lives.”



“That was the whole point Samuel was making. Like I say, I want to see it in writing first, and I definitely want to talk to whoever they put in charge to see where this is going long-term, but… I mean, we get paid to teach and fuck if we want to. Is that so bad?”



Kara had to admit it wasn’t. “I’m not saying I’m in, but I’d be curious how they picked their students. And if they run a female student half to this, I’d want to make sure the women had advisors they could go to, that if they were sexually assaulted it wouldn’t just be swept under the rug.”



“That’s a good point.” Cadence dug out her cell phone and texted that to Samuel. Kara watched, amused, and was a little bit surprised at the speed of the man’s response. Cadence held up her phone. “Thinks it’s a great idea. He says if his boss gives the go-ahead, we could probably sit in on the policy and procedure creation if we wanted to get involved with that. There would be a contracting fee for it, and he says with your English skills, they’d be doubly lucky.”



“Charmer.”



“You have no idea. I don’t let everyone fuck me in the ass on our first date.” Cadence thought about that and grinned. “Well… not quite everyone.”



Kara couldn’t help a laugh. “All right, all right, I’ll think about it.”



Cadence bounced up and down, and winced immediately. “So sore. But yay!”



“You said ‘butt.’” Kara swatted the sliced red pepper Cadence threw at her. “Oh. Hey, I wanted to talk to you about next week’s rewards for the students. Maybe get your input. I had an idea about the special prize, and…”



* * *



The week was a blur, but a happy one. A few of Kara’s fellow teachers heard about what she was doing with her students, and willingly acted as spies for her to keep an eye on the guys’ behavior.



Out at a club with friends, Nadine spotted Devon twirling a date around the floor. Not having any luck herself, she tailed them after they left the place, and caught a sweet video of Devon holding the passenger door open for his striking significant other.



At school, Cadence confronted Sandy about what he’d witnessed, and offered to make him a deal to keep quiet about it to Dean Healey. Instead of jumping at the chance, Sandy professed to being insulted at the idea that he’d talk about something so intimate. Stunned, Cadence let him walk out of there, impressed with the young man and left a tiny bit disappointed he hadn’t wanted to fool around.



Paul, one of the male instructors at the school, caught Drake cussing out another male student for bragging it up about fucking and dumping a campus hottie. When the boy called Drake out for being “queer,” Paul thought to step in, but Drake didn’t take a swing, just ignoring the barbs and telling the guy he should treat women the same way he’d want to be treated, and that he’d let the woman and her friends know the kind of douchebag he really was. The irate little shit tried to rile up two other students to join him in calling Drake a pussy, but Drake was well liked and the other boys didn’t put up with the tool.



And then there was Troy.



* * *



The stupid door, and the stupid internal lights. The car used to ding when Kara didn’t shut the door all the way, but the sensor shorted out around the same time as the door latch started slipping a tiny bit. If she was forgetful and didn’t practically slam the door shut, or lock it before she shut it, Kara ran the risk of a dead battery. And wouldn’t you know it, she’d done just that, only realizing it at the end of a long day.



She wasn’t sure who she’d call. Cadence was on her way to help a client learn all about kettlebells and lunges to get back her pre-pregnancy fit body. Nadine was MIA and not picking up her phone. Paul volunteered to stick around with her until someone showed, but he rode a bike to work. Vance seemed like her last, best option, but oh Lord, she didn’t want to call him. Not that she held him any ill will, but it felt like a desperation move. Still, she knew he’d show.



Fuck.



“Help you with something, Ms. Stone?” a voice called.



Kara popped out from under the hood of her car. Troy stood a dozen yards down the sidewalk, his thumbs hooked in his belt loops. He’d been attentive in class that day, but mostly quiet, contemplative. Now he bore a little smile. Not a cocky one, just friendly. Warm. It wasn’t a smile she was used to seeing from him, and it made her realize yet again just how devastatingly handsome he was.



“I don’t suppose…” she started, then shook her head. “No. It’s all right. I was just about to call my ex… my, um, friend.”



Troy shook his head. “Hey, I don’t mean to make you uncomfortable. Really, I don’t. But I’m parked just a block up, and I’ve got cables. Is that’s what’s wrong? Your battery?”



Kara nodded. “Yeah. Stupid thing. I’ve got a sticky latch, or something, and my door doesn’t like to shut all the way. But really, I’ve got this.”



“All right. I won’t try to force you or anything. I just hope you know I’m offering as a friend, you know? Not because of, ah, the other stuff. I don’t expect anything from helping you.”



Kara studied him. Really studied him, and she hesitated. “You mean that, don’t you?”



“Is that so surprising?”



“Coming from the guy who just joked a few weeks ago that I should fuck him and his classmates for grades…”



Troy winced and smiled. “I’m sorry about that. You didn’t deserve to be treated like that.”



“No, I didn’t.”



“Then let me make it up to you. Just a jump, that’s all. Then I’m off to watch my brother’s kid.”



“You? Babysitting?”



Troy lit up. “Yeah. Teaching him baseball here the last couple of weeks. He’s all of about five, so it isn’t exactly like he’s getting down the finer points, but…”



Kara sighed. “Oh, what the hell. I could use your help.”



Her student nodded and jogged for his car. A few minutes later, he circled back towards her lot, and pulled into the space across from her. The Volvo wasn’t exactly what she was expecting from him – maybe a muscle car or something sleek and sexy. Instead, it was a banged up, wheezing pile on wheels, and she didn’t bother hiding her smile when he pulled himself out of there.



“Unashamed to admit that’s my mom’s car,” Troy said, grinning. “Wasn’t exactly expecting to be driving her car at my age, but we do what we have to do.”



They headed for the back of her car and the jumper cables. As she rummaged around, aware he was glancing at her taut ass, Kara asked, “So what is it you have to do, if you don’t mind me asking? What’s your story here, Troy?”



As she came back up with the jumper cables, Troy shrugged. “I’ll tell you, if you really want. But it’s gonna kill the mood.”



“I don’t mean to drag you down. If it’s not something you want to talk about…”



He took the red-tipped cable and attached it to the positive terminal on his car. “Nah, it’s fine. We’ll have a couple minutes to waste here. You hooked up?”



“Good to go.”



Troy walked around to the side of his Volvo, reached in, and started it. He rejoined her, and they sat on the concrete bumper of the parking spot next to the Volvo. “My brother, he was always the smart one. Everybody knew he was going to be some scientist, or professor, or… I don’t know. I thought he might be some kind of super cop, like those CSI people. He always loved detective novels. And me, I was just kind of the guy that… I don’t know, I fucked around. Did okay in shop, but everything else?” Troy shook his head. “I graduate, my brother follows suit a couple years later. Him, he had a full ride, all the perks, everything. God, Mom was so proud. And me, I was bartending. Still do, when I’m not here.”



“And? What brought you here?”



Troy sighed. “Well, Arthur – that’s my brother. Not Artie, not Art, Arthur.” He grinned a little at that. “Anyways, he, um, he winds up falling real hard for this party girl. First semester, he’s never met anyone like Helena before, right? He’s, uh, what’s that word? Um… not in love, but…”



“Smitten?”



“Yeah, that’s it. Smitten. Poor guy never stood a chance. But she’s getting bored of him by the second semester, and Arthur, he’s getting desperate. So he starts doing drugs with her.”



“Oh no.”



“Yup.” Troy sighed. “At first, it’s weed, which… you know, whatever, it’s fuckin’ weed. Booze is worse than that shit by a mile. But in pretty short order, she’s got him trying X, meth, and heroin. Those last two… well…” He stared down at his palms. “I didn’t know. If I had, I don’t know what I would’ve done. That summer, she disappears. Come to find out, she’s pregnant, and she’s cleaning up her act. At least for six, seven months, anyways. Miracle of miracles, Mikey comes out of her healthy, a couple of pounds small but his brain’s mostly okay. By this point, Arthur’s more or less cleaned up, but his life’s a wreck. Kicked out of college, he’s got no job prospects, nothing. So he starts working a bunch of odd jobs, and I try to teach him what I can. He does okay, but he’s a bit flakey, so I try to support him, right? I mean… that’s what brothers do. It pretty much took everything I had to get him back on his feet. Sold my car, my motorcycle, downgraded to a studio. I didn’t think much of it. It was just what I had to do.” He glanced up. “Car’s probably charged.”



They stood up, and Kara tried her battery. It turned over, but it was still wheezing a bit, so they let it sit a minute more while Troy finished his story.



“About a year and a half ago, Arthur tells me he feels like it’s his turn to repay the favor. Him, my mom, even my dad, who I haven’t heard from in… shit, I don’t know, ten years, they all chipped in what they could. I’d been talking this big game now and then about maybe getting my associate’s degree, trying to make something better for myself, for all of us, and they went and did it. Got together the tuition money for the first year, took care of all the fees, that sort of thing.” Troy smiled tightly. “And of course now I come to find out it doesn’t matter for shit.” He reached out and gave her knee a friendly, distracted squeeze. “Meaning aside from your classes. Those are great. But a great English class, it isn’t exactly gonna put food on the table. Haven’t even told them yet. It’s just too depressing.”



She took his hand in her own and squeezed it. “Troy, I’m sorry. For what it’s worth.”



“Ah, it’ll sort itself out. I’ve still been bartending, so it isn’t like I’m out a job or anything. Just hoped maybe I could do better, you know?”



Kara thought about Samuel Morales, about the improbable job offer he’d made to Cadence. But Troy was already moving. “Car sounds good,” he said over his shoulder. “You want me to escort you home, make sure you get there okay?”



Shaking herself free of her thoughts, Kara smiled. “Thanks, but I think I got it. Troy, if I can help you transfer to another school…”



“There’s the state, but that’s a four hour drive and I’d be giving up my job. Couldn’t swing the tuition anyways. Thanks, but no. I gotta just keep grinding.”



Thinking of the modeling interviews she’d have to give, of the leering executives and questionable photographers, Kara sighed. “Yeah, I understand that. You’re a good guy, Troy. No matter what happens, in class or life, or whatever, I hope you keep putting family first. That’s… you can’t do much better than that.”



Troy freed the jumper cables and handed them back. Surprising her, he gave her a peck on the cheek. “Sorry, I know I shouldn’t do that in public, but I think we both needed it.”



“Troy, after this is done…” Kara chewed the inside of her cheek. “I hope you know I was serious. I don’t want attachments. This whole thing has taught me I don’t want to be tied down by one guy.”



“I’m not exactly a one-woman man either, Ms. Stone.” Troy shrugged. “We are who we are. That said, if you don’t mind, I don’t know. Maybe we could do dinner sometime, catch up now and then if you stick around town. It’d be nice to stay friends. Maybe with benefits. No pressure.”



“I think I’d like that, Troy.”



“Be seeing you, Ms. Stone.”



“See you.” When he’d pulled away, Kara folded her arms across her breasts, and murmured, “You’d better be serious, Morales.”



* * *



That week of studies was supposed to be on European literature, but Kara didn’t care any longer. Word had come down – Hudwell was closing. For no one was that a surprise, but a lot of teachers were angry that they were just now getting the official notice. Kara, ostensibly, was one of them, but her focus in classes that week became her students, not her own future. Two weeks. Two weeks to hopefully give her students a love of literature. Her other classes were doing okay enough that she didn’t worry for them. Those students would either transfer out or return to their 9 to 5s. But her literature class… those students felt like they needed one last push back into the world, whatever came for them.



And push she did. She personally went out and bought stacks of her favorites – Madeline L’Engle, Alexandre Dumas, Tolkien, William Golding. For each of the guys, she selected one last book, personalized to their tastes. For Devon, she selected The Art of Fielding, about college baseball and relationships, both romantic and otherwise. For Drake, she selected Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, knowing his love for Monty Python and several other British comedies. For sweet Sandy came the first Harry Potter novel, which he said a few times he’d always wanted to read. Perhaps it didn’t hold the significance of the other novels she picked, but she knew he wouldn’t mind. Troy was perhaps the most difficult, and for him, she pored over countless racks, but still couldn’t come up with anything. Back home, she dug through her own stacks, finally settling on an old favorite, a battered copy of some of Stephen King’s novellas. From her nightstand, she withdrew an old bookmark, and slid it before The Body. It was as good as she could do.



That second-to-last week, after they’d finished their exam, she came around the desk and presented them with their books. To a man, they liked them, and Sandy even started reading right there, since he had no class the following period. On the way out, the other three boys offered her a hug, a genuine one, born more out of friendship and camaraderie than any sexual need.



“I’m sorry the school’s closing,” Drake said, the last to leave the room apart from Sandy (who was completely engrossed in his novel and ignoring all of them).



“Thank you, Drake.”



“No, I mean it. If there were more teachers like you, and I don’t just mean the sex, but… the spirit, we’d all be loving books.” He shrugged. “I don’t know, even if we fail today and next week, and there was no blowjobs or sex, I’d still be happy. You’re good people, Ms. Stone.”



But as it turned out, when she finished grading their quizzes that night, Kara was more than a little pleased to find out there definitely would be more fun to be had, both for the students and herself. She called up Cadence.



The next day was going to be wild.



* * *



The students filtered in to find a neatly arranged classroom, the chairs and desks pushed against the wall, and strips of interlocking foam padding placed in the center of the room.



“Guess we passed, huh?” Drake asked Sandy, elbowing him.



The bigger guy blushed. “I sure hope so.”



As their anticipation grew and grew, their cocks already rising valiantly to the occasion, Kara and Cadence walked down the hallway in relatively unassuming black yoga pants and long tops that hung nearly to their knees. The tight yoga pants were probably a little questionable for teaching, but they were a far sight more than the two teachers had been wearing as of late and drew few glances from the students and teachers they passed. Cadence whispered in Kara’s ear, “Imagine what they’d say if they knew what we were wearing underneath.”



In response, Kara leaned in and whispered, “Imagine what they’d think if they could see what we were about to do.” Feeling bold, she flicked her tongue along Cadence’s earlobe, drawing a shiver from the other teacher.



“This is going to be amazing,” Cadence said.



“Mmm.”



They walked into the classroom, and Sandy’s face fell. “Aw, maybe we didn’t pass after all,” he murmured.



Kara didn’t bother keeping them in suspense this week, and closed and locked the door behind her. “Oh, you passed. Eighty-fives for you and Drake, Ninety-fives for Troy and Devon. And since I think all of you did such a terrific job this week, both in class and as men, you’re all getting a special treat.”



Troy’s eyes flicked between them both, a growing hunger on his face. He arched a brow at Cadence, who blushed but held his gaze, smiling.



“What would that be, Ms. Stone?” Drake asked, playing it coy.



Cadence and Kara glanced at each other, and as one, pulled their tops up and over their heads, freeing their breasts. Encased in the vaguest excuse of matching pink bras, their breasts were on full display through the sheer material, and all the students groaned with lust at the sight of their two hot teachers’ tits.



“Ms. Carlson has graciously volunteered to help me out with today’s endeavors, since four blowjobs would very likely run us well over our time allowed.”



“But I just didn’t think our breasts would be enough to get you guys in the mood, or the sight of our sexy little pussies,” Cadence added, her voice practically dripping sex. “And you did such a great job I thought… well… maybe we’d give you guys a show.”



Kara ran a hand along Cadence’s backside. “Would you like that, boys? A little show of our appreciation for all your… hard… work this week?”



“Jesus, fuck, yes,” Devon murmured, his eyes huge as he already got to work unzipping his pants. The other boys echoed him, and proceeded to drop their pants.



Cadence’s gaze locked on Devon’s huge cock poking through the gap in his boxers, and she licked her lips. “I can’t wait to have that monster pounding my face.”



“You won’t be able to take half of it, baby,” Devon said, grinning.



“Challenge accepted,” said Cadence.



“Later,” Kara insisted. “First…”



She pulled Cadence to her and kissed her. All four men sucked in a hard breath at the sight of their sexy teachers’ lips finding each other, their bra-wrapped breasts brushing. Cadence’s hands wrapped around Kara’s back, and the blonde English teacher responded in kind.



“That… is hot,” Drake whispered.



The teachers’ kissing grew more intense, their tongues darting out to explore each other’s mouths, their eyes almost closed. Their hands roamed up and down the exposed flesh of their backs, and Kara stopped just once to grip the fabric of Cadence’s bra strap and rip it. She broke away from the other woman’s hungry tongue just long enough to glance at the boys with a mischievous smile, and said, “Oops” as the hot PE teacher’s breasts were freed.



As the guys gathered around closer, Kara bent over, the stretchy material of her yoga pants spread across her terrifically juicy ass, and she brushed her lips against Cadence’s breast, teasing the nipple with long, slow kisses before she sucked it into her mouth.



“Now boys,” Cadence said breathily above her as Kara sucked and licked her nipple, “the rules for today are simple. You can watch, you can touch, but no penetration. No fingers… no dicks. Not until we decide it’s time to… ah, that’s nice, Kara… to suck you off.”



Kara’s lips popped off Cadence’s nipples. “And you can start by helping us out of these pants.”



Troy stepped immediately towards Kara, and if Cadence was jealous, she did a fine job of not showing it. Besides, she had the immensely endowed Devon darting straight for her, his thick fingers stretching out towards her yoga pants. Drake joined Troy, and Sandy glanced from woman to woman, licking his lips, his hand buried in his underwear.



Devon glanced at him, grinning. “You gonna hang back, big man?”



“This is kind of hot as it is,” Sandy admitted. “I’ll watch for a minute.”



“Getting to know what you like. Cool.” Devon gave him a thumbs-up and returned his attention to Cadence. “Always thought you were the hottest piece of ass on campus, Ms. C. No offense, Kara.”



Kara was too busy sucking face with Troy to respond. Drake stepped behind her, rubbing his still-encased cock along the crack of her ass, and she broke away for just a moment, long enough to pant, “No fucking, now.”



“This okay, though?” Drake asked.



Kara nodded, grinning. “Yeah, Drake. That’s okay.”



Troy, a flash of hungry irritation on his face, pressed two fingers against her chin and returned her attention to him as he pressed his lips to hers, his hot breath filling her lungs. His hand stayed there, those two same fingers running along her chin and down her neck, sending a shiver through her. Troy’s insistence was hot, and when his fingers trailed down to the swell of her breasts, she moaned into his mouth, her panties dampening.



Devon gripped Cadence’s yoga pants and drew them down as he knelt before her on the mats, his face already nearly buried in her sweet pussy. “Jeeeezuzzz,” he moaned, staring at her crotchless pink panties. “Tongue okay?” he asked her.



Cadence nodded. “Oh yes, def-” Whatever she was going to say turned into a long moan as Devon ran his lengthy tongue down from her freshly shaved mons to her clit, stopping to tease the little button with his tongue before he kept sliding his tongue down as far as he could get with her still on her feet like that. She gripped the hairs on the back of his head and practically thrust his nose into her pussy, her hips sliding back and forth as his tongue worked across her slit furiously.



Cadence stared at Sandy as he took a seat in the front row, slowly jacking off. “Enjoying the view, honey?”



“Oh yeah,” he moaned, his fingers sliding up and down his rigid shaft.



“I cah-can’t wait to taste that load on my tongue.”



Sandy grinned shyly, and didn’t respond, just taking in the scene before him.



Drake worked Ms. Stone’s yoga pants down to her knees, revealing a pair of panties matching Cadence’s. “Such a fucking sexy ass,” he murmured, and knelt, jerking down the panties before he kissed each of her ass cheeks.



“Smack them,” Cadence said, staring at the trio. “Smack that ass.”



Drake obliged, slapping Kara’s ass hard enough to leave a red imprint of his hand. She yelped into Troy’s mouth, and again when Drake spanked the other cheek. Troy broke away on the third slap, though, and caught Drake’s hand. “She almost bit my tongue off.”



“Didn’t think about that,” Cadence admitted. “Sorry.”



Troy shrugged, uncaring. “Devon.”



“Mm?” the other student asked, still lashing Cadence’s pussy with his tongue.



“How close is she?”



Devon sucked on her clit, hard, and Cadence moaned, “Oh yeah, suck my clit, suck it, lick my pussy, pleeaaassseee..”



Devon broke away just long enough to wipe his chin of Cadence’s juices and murmur, “Close,” before he dove back into her wet folds.



“Finish her off, then lay her down.”



“Why?” Drake said as he massaged Kara’s sore ass, his cock returning back to nestle between her cheeks as he continued gliding it up and down.



“Because I want Kara… Ms. Stone to sit on her face and suck me off, that’s why.”



“Yesss,” Kara moaned. Whatever control she’d had over these sessions had gone by the wayside. Today was about pleasure, pure and simple, and she loved the idea that they were being so dominated by these students.



Devon redoubled his efforts, his hands clinging to Cadence’s ass as he devoured her pussy, barely stopping to breathe as he worked her clit and her sensitive folds. Sandy finally got to his feet and joined them, standing behind Ms. Carlson and wrapping his hands around her breasts. He kissed the back of her neck, taking his time, sucking on her flesh. He liked the fruity taste of her lotion.



“Yes, Sandy,” she whispered, “yes, right there, tug my nipples, make it hurt a little…”



He did as she asked, tweaking them just hard enough to elicit a little gasp of pain from her. Her breasts weren’t as large as Kara’s, but they were definitely more than a handful and he loved how responsive she was to his every little touch.



“Gonna… be… soon,” she murmured, and Kara broke away from Troy and Drake to cross over to her friend. She wrapped her hands behind Cadence’s head and kissed her deep before pulling away a hair to rest her forehead against her friend’s as she stood behind Devon while he worked.



“Is he eating you good?” Kara asked.



“Mm hm,” Cadence moaned.



“Does he eat you like I eat you?”



Drake whistled lowly. “Holy shit, you two have…?”



“He’s so good. Rougher but he’s got such a l-long fucking to-tongue,” Cadence moaned as she humped against Devon’s tongue and Sandy kissed her collar all the way back to the hollow between her shoulder blades. “I wanna come, Kara. Can I c-come?”



Kara smiled and stroked her friend’s cheek. “Come for me, baby. Come nice and long now so you can help me suck these nice hard dicks off. You want that, Cadence? You want to suck my students off? Let them come in your mouth, let them fill you up?”



“Oh fff-fuuuuck,” Cadence wailed, and her orgasm washed over her, pulsing from her pussy to every inch of her body. Kara covered her mouth with her own as Cadence moaned her pleasure, and Devon finally withdrew, panting a little from the effort.



On rubbery legs, Cadence allowed herself to be helped down to the mat. She lay with her knees bent, her legs splayed out as she still quivered from the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her dark hair fanned out around her on the mat, and combined with her dripping pussy and the glow in her cheeks, someone might have confused her for freshly fucked if they’d walked in at that moment.



Kara slipped her pants and panties the rest of the way off, took Drake and Sandy’s proffered hands, and stood above Cadence, grinning at her students. “So, finals next week, boys.”



“We’ll do our best,” Sandy said, his voice quavering a little.



Slowly Kara began to sink down. “I don’t want you to try, Sandy. I want you to pass. I want that cock in me, tearing me up however you want.” Here she started to bend her knees, and Cadence stared up, smiling like a sexy little angel. “I want all these cocks stuffing me full. I want to come so hard I black out. And I want…” She sank onto her knees, and Cadence lifted her head to take a long, slow lap at Kara’s pussy. “…ohhh… to see you boys get better than passing grades. I want to see you knock it out of the park, so you can…” Her pussy sank down onto Cadence’s face. “…come and come again, as much as you want, as often as you want.”



“We’ll do it,” Troy growled. He stepped in front of Ms. Stone, his raging cock aimed at Kara’s face. She stared up at him, smiling, and leaned forward, her mouth opening wide.



There was no foreplay in the face-fucking Troy gave his sexy teacher. He helped pull the hair out of her face, but that was the one act of kindness he gave her before he started sliding his dick through her mouth, hitting her tonsils. She glanced up at him challengingly, and he slid even further in as she deepthroated him on the first thrust.



“Fuck!” he roared, and she pulled back until just the tip of his cock was in her mouth.



Around him, Kara murmured, “Like that?” Without waiting for a response, she bobbed her mouth back down over the first few inches of his dick, getting him nice and wet for the next big thrust. He tightened his grip on her hair, loving the sweet doe eyes staring up at him, the perfectly applied makeup he planned to absolutely wreck, the golden sheen of her skin, all of her. Troy vowed to himself this would not be the last time Kara Stone blew him.



She worked fast on his first few inches, licking and sucking, building up a rhythm. Ms. Stone could feel every vein, every little bulge along her student’s prick. She was sucking off a student, and getting eaten by one of the hottest women she knew, and she loved it. This was not lovemaking, or gentle. This was base, and taboo, and animalistic. This was pure lust on display, and Kara ate it up. With one hand, she reached behind her head, grasping Troy’s hand and encouraging him to fuck her face faster as she strained to meet his every thrust. With her other, she reached down to rub her clit, her pussy flooding with her honey as Cadence fervently ate her out, moaning into her pussy as someone sank to their knees behind the two.



Kara’s mouth slid all the way off Troy’s dick as he groaned his frustration, but she needed to glance back to make sure her rules weren’t being broken – or to witness it if they were. She was no longer sure which. Instead, she saw Sandy on his knees and burying his face in Cadence’s still-electric folds, grinning up at his teacher when he saw her looking.



He broke away long enough to say, “I love seeing your ass when I look up, Ms. Stone.”



For that, Kara gave him a little wiggle. He chuckled and dove right back into Cadence’s pussy, for the first time unworried he was doing something wrong. In Kara’s estimation, so long as a guy was enthusiastic and felt for his partner’s reaction, there was no bad pussy-eating, and Sandy took to it fervently. She watched until Troy insistently brushed her chin with his cock again, and then turned her attention back to her favorite pupil.



“Aw, was this guy lonely?” she asked, and kissed the head before she licked up and down his shaft, stopping to suck one of his heavy, huge balls into her mouth.



Drake and Devon weren’t about to be left out. They stood on either side of Troy, their hard pricks aimed at her cheeks, and she gripped them both, her hands working slowly up and down. Devon stopped her to spit on his cock, and Drake backed away to grab the lube again. Once they were both good and ready, she started jerking them off in earnest.



“Fuck yeah, Ms. Stone,” Drake groaned as she remembered how he liked the head of his cock played with. “Goddamn.”



“If we come now, we still get a blowjob, right?” Devon grunted. “Cause you keep doing that, I’m gonna blast all over your pretty fuckin’ tits again.”



Kara moaned something vaguely affirmative. She didn’t give two shits if they came once, twice, a dozen times. She was no longer worried about the clock or their next classes. Her whole world was her wet, dripping pussy slamming down onto Cadence’s mouth and chin, and these boys in front of her and their dicks.



Her heavy breasts jiggling, Kara kept taking just a few inches of Troy at a time, letting him dictate how fast and deep he wanted to go. “Do you like it a bit rough?” he growled at her. There was no need to answer verbally. She sucked in a breath and deep throated him again, his thick, meaty cock sinking down her throat and gagging her. She stared up at Troy, her eyes watering, forcing herself as far down on his meat as she could go.



“So fucking pretty,” he gasped. “God, I love you sucking my dick.”



She finally released him, gasping for air, and he ran his thumb down her cheek. “Coming soon,” he warned her.



She grinned up at him, tears leaking down her cheeks from holding her breath so long, and murmured, “So?” Then with one last bit of effort, she sucked and slurped on the end of his cock until he started thrusting forward, ramming his cock in and out of her mouth, his hand gripping her hair as he face-fucked his teacher hard and fast.



“Oh, Ms. Stone,” he gasped, and stiffened as he shot load after load right into her tonsils and the back of her throat. It seemed like Troy would never stop, and with so little room around the sides of his cock, he filled her fast. A little dribble of come trickled out of her mouth, landing on her tits, and Devon grunted too, kneeling slightly and aiming his cock at her breasts, spurting, spurting, spurting. His come hit her breasts, her stomach, and one blast even hit Cadence’s forehead.



Kara swallowed and swallowed as Cadence patted her ass. She pulled up slightly so the other woman could gasp for air, then settled right back down, ignoring her friend’s indignant, “Mmph!” So close, so fucking close, her pussy was electric. When the last trickle of Troy’s seed had been swallowed, she pushed him back and grabbed Drake’s small prick with both hands, tugging him towards her face.



He was gentler than Troy by default – his cock couldn’t reach her tonsils – but Drake kept up a steady stream of dirty talk that pushed Kara right over the edge.



“Such a dirty fucking teacher. So sexy. You were built to fuck, Ms. Stone, weren’t you?”



“Mm!” she gasped around his cock. She wiggled her ass up and down. “Built. To. Fuck.”



“Yeah, that’s right. I hope you keep teaching. I hope there’s a fucking gang of guys in your next class. I want to see you fuck ‘em all.”



“Mmffffkkkkk,” Kara moaned.



“A line of them, just waiting to fill every one of your holes. Just like we’re gonna do next week, you naughty bitch.”



Sandy came up off Cadence’s pussy long enough to growl, “Don’t call her a bitch.”



Truth was, Kara was so lost in the moment she hadn’t noticed or cared, but she popped off Drake’s dick long enough to whisper, “Thank you, Sandy.” She nipped at Drake’s cock, and he winked down at her when Sandy had returned to eating out Cadence. A wink back, and she was back to slurping on the head of his cock, alternating between lewd sucking and licking it like an ice cream cone.



Slowly recovering, Devon knelt down behind her, watching her ass closely as she bobbed up and down on Cadence’s face. Kara couldn’t make out was he was doing or planning, but she sure felt it when he slid his tongue across her ass cheeks. He didn’t go near her other hole, but he did kiss and bite her bouncing ass, and it drove her wild. So many sensations all at once.



“Cadence… c-clooose,” she murmured around Drake’s cock.



“You gonna come, Ms. Stone?” Drake asked. “I wanna see you two eat each other out. Sixty-nine. Fuck, you’d look so hot humping up and down.”



“Mm hmmmm,” Kara moaned, her eyes focused on Drake’s cocky grin as she sucked his head, flicking the tip with her tongue.



“Or maybe get her on top so we can stare at that perfect fuckin’ ass she’s got. Next week, she comes around, I’m gonna take both your asses, that’s a promise. Devon will fill your pussy, I’ll take your ass, you take turns sucking these two off.”



Kara popped off him. The sensations reached a crescendo and she was afraid she’d bite Drake’s prick. “Keep talking,” she gasped, riding Cadence’s face harder and harder as Devon kept kissing along her ass and her lower back.



“You like that idea? All your pretty little holes plugged all at once. Fuck, you’re gonna come so hard.”



Kara didn’t need to wait for next week Tensing, she wailed, “Oh ffffuuuuckkk!” Cadence flicked her clit one last time and she screamed wordlessly, her orgasm taking her hard, just sitting on her friend’s face, unable to move even when she pinched Kara’s hips, telling her it was time to move so she didn’t suffocate.



Drake held her up under her shoulders, and with his help, she finally lifted herself off her friend. Cadence gasped for air, and Kara fell to her knees beside her. Drake wasted no time in plunging his cock back inside her mouth, silent now as she took each of his thrusts all the way to his balls, Kara could barely muster up the energy to work her tongue under his dick, grateful he was doing all the work for her. It wasn’t long before Drake gripped the back of her head and plunged her lips all the way back down one last time, shooting in her as deep as he could manage, grunting with the effort.



Slowly, he pulled out of her. She sat on her heels, too spent to say anything as she watched Cadence get eaten by Sandy, who Kara had almost forgotten about in all this. Still two to go, and that was assuming Drake and Troy didn’t want to deliver seconds.



Cadence’s thighs now clamped Sandy’s head, and her feet were crossed down his back. He was staring adoringly up at the PE teacher as his tongue flicked her clit, just as the other guys had taught him to do with his fingers.



Devon knelt beside Cadence’s head now that he didn’t have Ms. Stone’s ass to play with. The PE teacher stared and licked her lips as he languidly played with his cock, bringing it closer and closer to her mouth. Since the angle was wrong for her to suck him off, he contented himself in the short-term with just running his length along her mouth, like a hot dog sliding over a bun. Her tongue teased his veiny underside, and he grunted happily as she found one of his balls with her mouth and gave it a thorough licking.



As Devon kept up that slow, easy pace, Kara finally worked up the energy to reach out and start toying with Cadence’s breasts. Troy knelt on the other side, and together, they both started sucking and licking the PE teacher’s nipples. Her hands grasped the backs of their heads and she moaned under Devon’s heavy cock.



Sandy started taking longer licks at her clit. Cadence squirmed as all her favorite pleasure points were being sucked, licked, and flicked. “Mm hm! Mmm hm!” When Sandy sucked her clit hard, just grazing it with his teeth, she squeezed her thighs tight and came again, not quite as explosively as the first time but still hard enough to lay there panting and gasping as Devon started rubbing his cock across her mouth harder and harder.



Sandy sat up, pleased with himself. “Did I do all right, Ms. Carlson?”



Devon lifted his cock off Cadence’s mouth and she gasped, “Oh God, yes. Help me up, boys, so I can finish returning the favor.”



As Cadence directed traffic and Devon and Troy helped lift her up, Drake brought around the rolling chair from behind the desk so Ms. Carlson could have a seat. Her cunt still leaking, she’d leave one hell of a little puddle on the chair, but cleanliness was on no one’s mind at the moment.



Devon stepped up next to her, as did Sandy, and she stared between their cocks hungrily. “Mmm, boys, are these for me?”



“All for you,” Devon grunted, fisting his huge dick slowly.



Sandy nodded. “I can’t wait for you to suck me off, Ms. Carlson. You’re so pretty.”



“Charmer,” Cadence purred. She kissed the heads of their cocks, and slowly, luxuriously took a lap along Sandy’s smaller prick. Then she did the same to Devon, and reached up to grip both their shafts so she could stroke them both off while she paid oral tribute to one or the other.



In the meantime, Kara was helped up by Troy and Drake, and she laid across the desk. Drake dragged one of the students’ chairs behind the desk, and dove right into her pussy, grasping her ass cheeks and licking her with a precision and skill she hadn’t expected. Where Devon had been pleasurable thanks to the sheer size of his tongue and his enthusiasm, Drake was a pro, taking measure of the most sensitive parts of her folds while using his fingers to spread her apart delicately, careful not to break their no penetration rule.



At her head, Troy leaned down to murmur, “I want to fuck your tits, Ms. Stone. Can you get me nice and wet again?”



“Oh, I s-suppose,” she panted as Drake licked a deliciously sensitive spot along her pussy lips.



As she began to slurp on Troy’s cockhead again, getting it nice and lubricated, Cadence’s mouth closed over Sandy’s cock. She swirled her tongue around his head, and the boy shivered uncontrollably. “Jesus, that feels so good,” he moaned.



Her mouth slid off his cock with an audible pop, and Cadence winked up at the boy. “Just returning the favor, hon.” She went to try to suck Devon’s cock next, but he gently pressed two fingers against her forehead and pushed her back. “Finish Sandy off first. It’s his first time and I think he earned it.”



The look of brotherly love Sandy gave Devon made the big man chuckle, and Cadence obeyed, reaching around Sandy’s fleshy hips to grasp his ample ass as she licked his cock again, her tongue darting out to swirl around his salty meat. Sandy pressed against her tongue insistently, and she sucked him down, her cheeks hollowing at as she worked.



“Oh God, oh shit, not gonna last long like that,” Sandy moaned.



“Don’t think anybody would,” Devon said reverently. “Jesus look at her go.”



And go Cadence did, sliding her mouth up and down Sandy’s cock, her nose whapping off the boy’s ample gut before she could reach his balls, but that was okay. She just needed to work the sensitive head with her tongue and mouth, bobbing up and down fervently, making an “uhk uhk uhk” sound with her throat every time she hit as far as she could take the student.



“Always tell a lady when you’re close to coming, man,” Devon said.



“Just a minute… more… Ms. Carlson.”



She took a moment to pop off him again, drool trailing down her chin as she stared up at him adoringly. “It’s okay, Sandy. You can come in my mouth if you want. Or on my breasts, or my face. Wherever you like.”



“Oh, Ms. Carlson,” he groaned.



It only took another two minutes of her mouth sliding up and down his cock, getting messy now as she sucked and licked harder than she ever had before. If this was the student’s first blowjob, she wanted to be the yardstick by which every other woman was measured in the future, including Kara – who was, at that moment, gurgling happily as Troy squeezed her breasts together and rammed his cock between them while Drake was shaking his head against her pussy, his tongue and mouth working their magic on her.



Finally, Sandy tapped Ms. Carlson on the back of her head, keeping his hand there so he could better thrust into her face. “Almost… there…” he moaned, and jerked his hips forward, firing deep into Cadence’s throat. His release had been a while coming, and his come just kept coating the back of her mouth. Cadence took the last couple of spurts on her tongue and pulled off him. She opened her mouth, showing Sandy the pearls of cream resting on her tongue, winked, and made a show of swallowing them.



“Fuck,” he gasped. “It just keeps getting better and better.”



Cadence chuckled. “Let me get a drink of water, big man, and then it’s time for the main event.”



Devon still was languidly stroking his cock, and shrugged. “No rush. But there’s a pretty big load waiting for you if you can take it.”



“Oh, that sounds like a challenge.”



Kara, lost in her own little world, gave a muffled, “Mmmf! Mmmmmf! Mmmmf!” Drake had eaten her to another orgasm – she’d lost count by this point – and kept going as Troy fucked her mouth again. The position she was in – laying on her back her head dangling off one end of the desk while Troy rammed his cock almost straight down her throat and Drake ate her – wasn’t the most comfortable, but the image would stick with Cadence forever, and she shivered at the pleasure of seeing her friend so basely used. She chugged from a bottle of water, washing out her mouth, and nodded at Devon as she sat again.



“Fuck me… that is a lot of dick,” she murmured as Devon took up a spot in front of her.



Troy watched intently as Cadence began by simply kissing Devon’s dick. She pressed her lips to every inch she could reach comfortably in the chair, but the big man was clearly growing impatient. Cadence backed away, studying the monstrous head of his cock, and muttered, “Nothing ventured…”



Slowly, she wrapped her mouth around the end of Devon’s dick. There was so much of him she couldn’t work her tongue. He fed his cock into her like he was taking a virgin, slowly, gently, letting her get used to the huge bulk in her mouth. Just the sight of her cheeks ballooning around Devon’s cock was hot, and Troy began to thrust his own prick harder and harder into Kara’s mouth. She didn’t care. Her attention – and every set of eyes in that room – was firmly on the sight of Cadence blowing Devon.



He was less than halfway in when Cadence tapped his thighs. Slowly Devon retracted and exited her mouth. She gasped for air, and Devon asked, “You good? I’d take just a handjob or something if it’s too much.” His words were kind, but his tone was definitely disappointed.



Cadence shook her head. “Just need to breathe through my nose, that’s all. Round two.”



This time, she took Devon faster, getting just a little over halfway of him before he hit the back of her throat. With a little more assurance, Cadence’s small hands came up and wrapped around his shaft as she eased her mouth nearly off his cock. As she swallowed him down again, her hands stroked too, and they slowly sped up, Cadence’s hands working his shaft while she took as much of him as she could manage. Keeping one hand wrapped around him – or as much as she could wrap around him – she used her other hand to trace up and down the base of his dick, rubbing his sensitive underside and causing him to moan.



She stared up at him, eyes watering but determined to see this through, and Devon smiled down at her. “So fucking beautiful,” he whispered. “Can’t believe my teacher’s suckin’ my cock.”



Troy moaned, and grabbed Kara’s slick tits as he hit the back of her throat too. She gagged around his cock and strained to take him deeper. Drake was still eating her, though it was more like a victory lap than any real attempt to make her come for… hell, the fourth or fifth time. It was simply make busy work while he watched and listened to the frenetic blowjob in front of him and the slower-paced cocksucking Cadence was performing on Devon.



As Cadence built up a nice rhythm – bob with her mouth, jerk his shaft with her hand, and tease the underside of Devon’s cock or cup his balls – Devon stroked her hair and rubbed her cheeks with his thumbs. The look he gave her wasn’t lustful, but worshipful. Very, very few women in his lifetime had ever been able to take more than a few inches of him, and Cadence was doing nearly double that. True, half his cock was still exposed to the cool air, but Ms. Carlson was taking great care of that end of things with her hands.



“Damn, you’re good,” he grunted.



Troy slid his cock out of Kara’s mouth, aimed at her tits, and started jerking off. She swatted his hands away and did it herself, working the first few inches of his prick quickly as she watched the show. She wanted off the sidelines and into the big game, and it wasn’t long before Troy came all over her slick tits. “Thank you, Drake,” she murmured as she struggled to sit up. “But I believe it’s time for me to help Ms. Carlson.”



Troy stood up and offered her a hand. She took it graciously, and stood up on wobbly feet. Before he could back away, she kissed him thoroughly. “You did a wonderful job,” she murmured, and licked her lips. “God, I love how I taste.”



“Me too,” Drake said, grinning.



Cadence slid her mouth off Devon’s prick, and together, the women knelt on the gym pads together. Kara’s hand slid across Cadence’s ass and she kissed her. “You did so good, baby. But let’s finish him off together.”



Devon’s cock twitched in approval. Kara directed Cadence to lick up and down one side of Devon’s shaft while she took the other side. Each time they met at the tip, they kissed, fondling each other’s bodies freely while they worshipped the humongous tool in front of them. Devon stroked the backs of their heads as they worked, and the other guys gathered around, staring down at the stunning show before them. Troy was utterly spent, but Drake and Sandy both were hardening again, and they worked their cocks to the pace of Cadence and Kara’s work.



“Love this cock,” Cadence murmured.



“It’s going to be fucking Ms. Stone next week,” Devon growled.



“I’m jealous.” Cadence slurped on the end of his prick, and squeezed the base of his shaft as she pinched one of Kara’s nipples.



Kara stopped licking long enough to murmur, “My students, my fucking… if they pass their finals.” Glancing up at Devon innocently, she asked, “Are you going to pass your finals, Devon?”



“Uh huh,” he grunted.



“Good boy,” Kara said, and went back to licking his cock. She decided to switch things up and sucked on the head of his shaft.



“Are you going to try…?” Cadence asked, still stroking Devon.



For an answer, Kara slowly slid her lips down further and further the meat pushing her jaw down so much it popped. She took a deep breath with four inches of him in her, and plunged down on the cock as far as she could take him.



“Hoooly fuuuuck,” Devon moaned as the sexy blonde teacher took nearly eight inches of his meat, hitting the back of her throat and making her gag.



Instead of holding him there, she backed off, and just as quick bobbed her mouth back down again, repeating the process faster and faster as she managed to slide another inch down her throat, her eyes tearing up. “Urk! Urk! Urk!” she moaned each time she took him deep.



Cadence wasn’t idle either and began licking the base of Devon’s cock with a passion, her tongue working him into a heated need as he gripped their hair. “Oh, Ms. Stone, Ms. Carlson, he groaned.



“You like that?” Cadence asked him. “Like your teachers deep throating you? Licking your fat cock?”



“Oh fuck yes,” he moaned.



Kara sucked his cock harder and faster, her eyes huge, her nostrils flaring as she took more dick in her mouth than she’d ever had before. Someone tapped her shoulder, and without looking, she reached out, grabbing someone’s proffered cock. Someone else grasped her other shoulder and she grabbed his cock too. She could barely pay attention to them as she sucked off Devon.



“Mmmf! Mmmmf! Mmmmf!” she cried against his prick.



“Gonna… gonna come… soon,” Devon groaned.



“Both of us!” Cadence moaned. “Give us both a taste!”



Not so gently, she pushed back Kara, who protested sharply but gave in as she released the cocks in her hands, and they both sucked and licked at the head of Devon’s cock. He reached down, his hand over Cadence’s and started jerking himself off furiously as they leaned back, mouths open. He came with a grunt, first aiming his cock at Ms. Carlson’s beautiful face, hitting her lips, her nose, her forehead before he turned and aimed at Ms. Stone, his cock slipping back into her mouth as he fed her two blasts of cum before he sprayed her cheek.



“Sooo good,” Cadence moaned with a mouthful of come.  “So hot.”



Kara swallowed yet another one of her students’ loads, and started to kiss Cadence in earnest as Sandy and Drake stepped up, their cocks aimed at the two teachers’ faces, their own hands jerking themselves off furiously. They came not long after, hitting creamy breasts, come-covered faces, and long waves of hair as they groaned their pleasure.



Slowly, everyone fell back and recovered, some gasping for air, some just trying to will their legs and arms to work. Devon crashed down to the mats, sitting on his bare ass, muttering, “Holy fuck. Holy fuck. Holy fuck,” to himself over and over again.



“So it was good for you?” Cadence asked.



Devon turned his face up to the heavens, balled up his fists, and muttered, “Thank you.”



* * *



Finals week, and only two full days of class meant all the guys were on pins and needles. So was Kara too. For her final lessons, she reviewed the earliest weeks of the class, skimming most of the stuff that wouldn’t be on the final. That left a bit of Shakespeare, which none of the guys liked, Dante, which they were even less thrilled about, and Homer, which at least Troy liked, mostly because of his name’s heritage.



“We’re doomed,” Sandy moaned, his head on his arms near the end of their final class.



“Hey,” Kara said at the front of the class. She capped off her marker – the last time she’d use one in that classroom, she realized. Everything was her last time, and that made her far more sad than she’d thought it would. Gone was her apathy. With this class, with these students, she had a reason to show up and care. It wasn’t just about the sex, though that had been a hot bonus. It was about seeing these men care about something, about getting them involved in an actual honest-to-God conversation. It was about the respect she’d earned from them, and the respect she’d gained for them in turn. These weren’t just nameless, faceless ghosts passing through her hallways like ninety-nine percent of her students. These guys meant something to her, and she’d always carry that.



“It’s the truth, though,” Drake said glumly. “Even if we pass tomorrow, where do we go from here? I’m never going to care about class like I did this one.”



Kara folded her arms across her breasts. “I won’t hear you talk like that. This class… well, school in general, really… it was always going to be temporary. It’s only meant to help deliver you to where you’re going and I have absolutely no doubt in my mind every one of you is going to wind up being spectacular wherever you go.”



“How can you know?” Devon asked. “We were a bunch of fuckups a month ago. We’ll be a bunch of fuckups again in another month.”



“Stand up,” Kara ordered. One by one, the men stood up. It was time for class to end, but she had one more thing she wanted to do. Slowly she approached them, smiling gently, and kissed Drake. It was not a passionate kiss, nor did it promise anything to come. It was simply a kiss, warm and loving. Then she kissed Troy, his hand finding the small of her back as he responded in kind. He would’ve taken more, if she’d let him, but she broke away, and he nodded slightly as if he understood what she was doing. Then came Devon, who had to lean down to kiss his beautiful blonde teacher, grasping her delicate shoulders in his mammoth hands. And finally Sandy, sweet Sandy, who may have inadvertently set this whole thing in motion when he saw her bare breast and kept it a secret. He shivered when she kissed him, and stared down at his feet bashfully when she withdrew.



At the center of the four favorite students she would ever have, Kara said quietly, “Whatever you end up doing, remember what it’s like to care. It doesn’t matter if you guys wind up as the President or flipping burgers. So long as you find a reason to show up every day and be involved, you can learn to love anything.”



“Like reading!” Sandy said, grinning now that he understood.



Kara favored him with an indulgent smile. “Like reading, Sandy. One last thing. I know you’re supposed to be done with your classes when you finish up with your tests, but pass or fail, I’d like to see all you one last time the day after your final. Even if you don’t pass, we’ll still share a slice of pizza and commiserate or something.”



The other guys shuffled out of there, but Troy stayed behind at her request. The other guys made smoochy-smoochy noises like they were all of ten, and Troy cheerfully flipped them the bird. When the door was closed, he moved to kiss Kara again, but she placed a hand on his chest.



“We need to talk.”



* * *



She explained everything.



About the community college’s future. About the contracts she’d been sent by Samuel, about the bonus she’d been offered as a retainer fee for the time when the school would be undergoing renovations. About Cadence already accepting, and her own hesitation.



“So what are you telling me for?” Troy asked, confused. “I told you, I don’t want to hold your leash. If this is what you want, go for it. Your future students would be lucky to have you.”



“This isn’t about us,” she said, “and I wasn’t looking for your permission. It’s about you, and my comfort level with what Samuel has planned.”



“What do you mean?” Troy asked as he sat on the teacher’s desk.



She took up the spot beside him, and instinctively rested her hand on his. “I want you to be part of this.”



“Ms. Stone, I appreciate it, but my grades in every other class are garbage. There’s no way they’d hire me on as a teacher.”



“Not as a teacher. Campus security. My protector, of sorts. And the other female teachers too.”



He rubbed the back of his head. “I gotta be honest, I know what the night guy makes here, and it’s not worth-” Kara named a figure, and Troy blinked. “That’s… not bad. I could maybe quit bartending.”



“Full benefits, too, after a probationary period. My stipulation to Samuel was this – I want someone there I trust. You’d roam the hallways, make sure everyone’s being respected and treated right.” She glanced aside at him. “I don’t mean to put you under any pressure, but you’re one of the few men out there I feel like I can trust, and none of the other ones would even be remotely okay with this.”



“Your reputation-”



“Will be shot to shit, yes,” Kara said, smiling. “If I occasionally fool around, I have no doubt it’s going to get leaked sooner or later. My family will disown me for sure, and I’ll be a professional laughingstock.  If we’re not chased out of town, I’d be shocked. But I think Samuel’s right. The system, it isn’t working. It’s time for some radical ideas, and this… well, it’s not just about my pleasure, or my students. It’s about keeping what we’ve done here going. I feel invigorated, and I don’t want that to stop.”



“How long do I have to think about it?”



“I told Samuel to give me a month to reply. He’s in no rush. The renovations will take time.”



Troy nodded and pushed off the desk. He turned, and lifted her chin with two fingers. They kissed, and his hands roamed her back just as they had minutes before. “You are-” he whispered between kisses, “-the sexiest… craziest… thing to ever happen to me.”



She didn’t mean to let things get heated, but Kara’s tongue darted into his mouth and she gripped the back of his head, liking the fresh trim of his buzzcut. His musk invaded her mind, and she thought of nothing else but what was to come in a few days if they passed. His hands tugged at her hair, causing her to lean back, arching her breasts out, and he kissed her bared neck, sucking on his teacher’s flesh.



Gently, she fell backwards onto the metal, propped up by her elbows. Her gaze said everything she needed, and Troy kissed her hungrily again, his hands now slipping down her sides to the hem of her sun dress. She lifted her butt up off the desk so he could push the dress up around her creamy thighs, revealing plain white cotton panties.



“I wasn’t expecting-” Kara started to say, but Troy leaned in and kissed her again, cutting her off.



“You’re beautiful any way I can have you, Ms. Stone,” he told her.



He slid her panties down, revealing her glistening folds. He backed away to kneel and kiss her pussy, and Kara moaned softly, “Yes, but no teasing me, please.”



He stood back up. “You’re sure?” Troy asked, his hands already working at his belt buckle, knowing what she’d say. Kara nodded, and before he dropped his jeans, he dug out his wallet and withdrew a foil package. He ripped it open, and she took it gently from him as he slid his jeans down and kicked out of them, standing before her in his tee shirt and his boxers. Kara beckoned him forward and reached between her legs to roll the condom onto his nice, thick cock, rubbing her fingers along his shaft, pumping him to full hardness.



When Troy was ready, she scooted to the edge of the desk, leaving a wet trail of her need along its surface. Lying back, she raised her legs and crisscrossed her ankles, letting them rest on Troy’s shoulder. He stepped forward, his cock brushing her slit, and kissed her ankle before he slid gently into Kara.



“So beautiful,” he whispered down to her. “My sexy teacher.”



She was tight, and although not as wet as she was during the oral or fingering sessions, Kara was plenty ready for him. He slid to the hilt slowly, his balls resting against her delectable ass. One of her hands reached for the edge of the desk while her other danced across her own body, sliding gently from her belly to the base of her breasts and up to her neck where he’d kissed and sucked at her flesh.



Taking his time, Troy almost withdrew, leaving just the tip of his cock in her, and a little faster, her pussy feasted on his dick again as he pushed back in. His hands gripped her thighs and he found a nice, easy rhythm as she started to moan eagerly.



“Yes, Troy, yes….”



His pace was languid, easy, and she smiled up at him. He smiled back, but said nothing, only grunting wordlessly with every thrust. Her breasts, confined by the sun dress and her bra, still managed to jiggle every time he sank into her. Kara traced one of her nipples with a long finger, teasing it into hardness under the fabric. She caught him staring and snickered. “Keep going, lover boy. You can watch me anytime.”



“Yes, ma’am,” Troy said dutifully, and resumed the pace. “Faster? Slower?”



“Mm. Faster. Don’t exactly go full-on tornado force winds here, but… oooh, yes, like that.”



To compliment the harder thrusts, Troy slid a hand down to her thigh and teased his thumb around the folds of her lips spread around his cock. She liked that, a lot, and responded with a low, wordless whimper. He brought the thumb up to his mouth and tasted it.



“I’ve never tasted pussy I liked so much as yours,” Troy said, sliding the wet thumb back down across her clit and making her shiver.



“Th-that’s nice,” Kara moaned. “Keep doing that.”



They kept it up for a few more minutes, but Kara was getting sore from the edge of the table. With one last thrust, he regretfully withdrew from her and helped his teacher upright. She turned around and raised her dress again as she bent over, hands on the edge of the desk, her delicious ass on full display. Troy couldn’t help leaning over for a long lick, stroking his cock the whole time.



With more force, his cock found its home again, and he reached around to play with her breasts as he thrust in and out of her now thoroughly wet pussy. Pouting, Kara turned her head. “My breasts love the attention, but my clit’s lonely again.”



“What my teacher wants, she’ll get,” Troy said, and kissed the back of her neck as one of his hands dropped back to her pussy. Feeling for her reactions to the stimuli, he tried gentle strokes with his thumb at first, matching his thrusts, but settled eventually on a slow, rhythmic rubbing motion, working a full circle around the edge of her clit before stroking it hard with his thumb. She loved that, and started thrusting back to meet his cock, his balls slapping off her ass.



Despite the pleasure of the moment – or maybe because of it – Kara’s mind wandered back over all the deeds she’d done to her students in that classroom. Showing her tits to Sandy, letting him grope them and take a picture. Watching Cadence in the shower, becoming something more than friends with her fellow teacher. Letting the boys jerk off on her – one of her personal favorite images forever burned into her mind was being surrounded by those cocks as they came on her – then jerking them off later. The blowjobs and the fun with Cadence in the classroom.



Her body warmed to the thoughts, to the possibilities in the future. She hoped Troy would say yes, but even if he didn’t, maybe someday she’d find a class she trusted again like this. There would be more guys ready and willing to learn and get their little treats, and she would never have to do without an eager college cock. Just a long line of guys, ready for her, waiting for her.



And Cadence too, and maybe Troy, and they could keep up this fever dream of a friends-with-benefits triangle. She thrust back at Troy hard now, her ass slapping against his hips, and she moaned out incomprehensible words, and both his hands worked at her pussy now, his finger dabbling at her clit while he stroked her mons and the delicate lips stretched out around him so good, so fucking good, and Kara came to a complete, shuddering stop, her back arching even harder.



“Fffffuuuuuuck!” she wailed, “oh God, oh yessss, say yes, Troy, please say yessss….”



He started bucking harder against her, his fingers still working, thrusting his wonderful cock in and out, in and out. She raised her hands behind her head, and he knew what she wanted, so he leaned forward to kiss her as she scratched at his face, pulling at him, turning so he could kiss her as he finished, muttering, “Kara, oh fuck, Kara…”



Slowly, he pulled out of her, panting as he slid off the used condom and dropping it into the wastebasket. Neither of them cared much anymore about what the janitors found in the garbage. The whole school was fucking these days. They were just the last to join in. Without a word, he helped her clean up, wiping her down as tenderly as he had the first time the class had come on her. When he finished and those tissues too were disposed of, she took his hands and kissed him, long and hard.



They pulled away from each other, and he folded his arms across his chest. “I want to meet this guy first. And I won’t stand to watch you or the other women get used like whores. If this turns into some kind of brothel situation for the super-rich asshole college kids out there, I’m out. You’re too good of a teacher for that.”



“Agreed.”



“And we need to set some rules between us, too. No jealousy. Complete honesty. One of us wants to fuck someone the other is uncomfortable with, we have a conversation about that. I’m going to keep sleeping with Cadence on occasion. Is there a problem with that?”



Kara laughed. “So long as you don’t have a problem with me doing the same.”



Troy gave her his best cocky grin. “No, ma’am, I do not.” He grabbed up his clothes and started to dress. Before he rolled on his shirt, he kissed her again. “Thank you, Kara.”



“Mm. That’s Ms. Stone to you for another two days, mister.”



“Oh,” said Troy, “you’re always gonna be Ms. Stone to me. Slutty, slutty teacher. And I did make you mine.” He winked at her. “See you for the test.”



* * *



The guys were all seated and waiting for the final, and a surprise waited for Kara on her desk – a red apple.



“Thanks, guys,” she said, laughing as she dug out their tests.



“Drake’s idea,” Devon rumbled.



“Yeah, but everyone chipped in,” said Drake.



“A whole fifty cents,” Sandy added, and Troy shook his head, grinning.



“All right, guys. Two hours, forty questions-”



“Forty!” Sandy groaned, and buried his head in his hands. “I’m never gonna get half of that done.”



Devon reached across and punched his shoulder. “You got this.”



Kara cleared her throat, and the two students shut up. “Forty questions, twenty multiple choice, ten fill in the blank, and ten short essays.” When all four of the guys groaned, she smacked Troy on the arm with the tests. “Buck up, you can answer each of them in two or three sentences. No cheating, no cell phones, no bathroom breaks, so if you gotta go, you should’ve went five minutes ago.”



She flopped the tests down on their desks and returned to the front of the class to settle into her chair, grinning at them as she hefted the apple. “Get started, boys.” And as if to say go, she crunched into the apple.



* * *



Two hours.



Some of the questions were gimmes, meant to help them settle into what they covered in the last four weeks and remember the basics. Some of them required a bit more thought. The essays were the toughest, but were left with enough wiggle room to answer creatively and still get the spirit of the question right.



Troy worked through his pages like a machine, rarely glancing back to recheck his answers. Every so often he paused to look up at her and smile. It was just a quick thing, a secret passed between two friends, but she was sure he’d do well. When he finished, he brought up his test and dropped it on her desk. She stood, and offered him her hand. Instead, he bent in and kissed her cheek. Just a quick peck, but the words he whispered stayed with her forever – “Thank you.” When he pulled back, Kara saw with genuine surprise his eyes were glistening. Before he left, he glanced back at the other guys and said, “You fuckers got this. Do me proud.”



Devon was the second to finish. He struggled with the essays but blew through the rest of it, finally settling his pencil down with a relieved sigh. “That wasn’t too bad,” he said out loud, and shoved himself out of his desk to come to Kara. He slid his test in front of her, smiling, but surprisingly, the grin wasn’t for her. “Can I say something real quick to Drake?”



“So long as it’s not about the test, sure, I guess. Just make it quick.”



Devon nodded and turned for Drake. “Hey, uh…” he said quietly. “Thanks for talking to your dad for me.”



Drake nodded. “Him and me, we might have our problems, but he’s a good guy to work for, I guess. Looking forward to showing you the ropes Monday, man.”



“Yeah, we’ll have fun.” Devon turned back to Kara, jamming his hands in his jean pockets. “Sorry. Just… means a lot to me.”



“Don’t be,” she said, smiling. He kissed her cheek too, and left.



By this point, Sandy was sweating freely, and he kept glancing at his watch. “Oh man, oh man,” he muttered when he got to the essays. Slowly, laboriously, he examined each question, then glanced up, confused. “Wait, I think I know the answers to these. Are these trick questions?”



“I’m not telling, but I’d say go with your gut instinct, Sandy,” Kara said.



“Gut instinct. Okay, Ms. Stone.” Sandy blew out a long breath and starting scratching out answers. Pretty soon, he dropped his pencil on the desk, sat back, and mulled over the essays. “Huh,” he said, grinning slowly. “Well, that wasn’t so bad.”



“Speak for yourself,” Drake muttered.



He was, surprisingly, the slowest of the bunch. Drake studied every question, and at least two dozen times, she saw him go back and erase an answer, muttering under his breath. Halfway through the test, he accidentally snapped a pencil in half. “Just my luck,” he grumbled. Kara brought him another one, and knelt in front of his desk.



“It’s just another test,” she told him. “You’ve done great so far. Just breathe, and go with the flow.”



“Thanks, Ms. Stone,” Drake said, sounding a little despondent.



She reached out and steadied his hands with her own. “What’s the matter?”



Drake glanced aside at Sandy, who looked on with a sympathetic smile. “I… I feel like I’m going to let them all down. I thought I knew all this, but I’m here and it all looks like something I’ve never seen before. I studied, Ms. Stone. I know you don’t have to believe me, but I did, I really did, every night for the last two weeks, it’s been nothing but…”



“Hey man,” Sandy said quietly. “You saw the way Devon looked at you, right?”



“Yeah, but…”



Sandy shrugged. “Doesn’t really matter if you pass the test, I don’t think. You done a lot for all of us. Covered the costs of our lab tests. Got Devon a job. You tried to introduce me to that Pippa lady. Troy was saying he wouldn’t have even taken this class if you hadn’t talked him into it.”



“Yeah, because I thought…” Drake looked down at his desk. “I’m sorry, Ms. Stone. I thought it’d be an easy class where we just got to stare at you all day. I didn’t… I was a jerk.”



“It’s okay, Drake,” she said, squeezing his hands and keeping them there. “You’re growing into a good man. All of you are. And Sandy’s right. This is just a test. What you’re doing, for your friends and your own personal growth, that’s more than I could have hoped for from any of my students.”



“Don’t suppose that gets me out of this then?” Drake asked drolly, smiling a little.



Kara released his hands and stood up. “No. But it does get you five minutes to splash some water on your face, maybe talk a walk around the room, do what you need to do.”



Drake glanced back down at the pages, and took a deep breath. “No, I think I got this.”



Sandy stood up, and came around the desk to grab Drake’s shoulder. He didn’t say anything, just gave it a squeeze, and handed his test to Ms. Stone. “Thanks, Ms. Stone. You’re the best teacher I ever had.”



He kissed her cheek just like the others, and darted out of the room, grinning ear-to-ear.



Drake took the rest of the test steadily, and if he went five minutes over the time limit, Kara didn’t raise a stink about it. He finally dropped his pencil, staring at his last few answers before he brought it to the front of the class. Drake’s hands trembled as he dropped it in front of her. “Thanks, Ms. Stone. I heard what you did for Troy.”



Kara stiffened, thinking he meant the sex on that very desk. She could still get in a hell of a lot of trouble for that, but Drake rolled on.



“He needs a job like that. Too damn proud to take me up at my dad’s warehouses, but I think he’d follow you anywhere, Ms. Stone. Campus security, he’d be perfect. That’s a huge step up for him.”



“I don’t know if going from a bartender to a security guard is a huge step up, but thank you, Drake.”



“No, you don’t understand. The place he’s working now, it’s a shithole. Cops are called down there two, three times a week, and you notice he’s got a scar just under his ass on his right side? That’s where he got stabbed once. Asshole told him he was too pretty to work there and jammed a broken bottle right there.”



“Jesus,” Kara breathed. And here she thought she had it rough.



“Yeah. You didn’t hear this from me, but this, for Troy… this is the big leagues. So no matter how this shit fans out-” he gestured at the tests “-thanks for helping my best friend.”



She stood so he could give her cheek a kiss too, and after Troy left, she settled back in to immediately start grading, wondering in the back of her mind what the future would bring.



* * *



Drake, Devon, and Sandy found Troy waiting outside the classroom the next day.



“Locked,” he grumbled.



“Were we supposed to meet somewhere else?” Drake asked.



Devon shook his head. “Nah, man, she said here.”



The lock popped, and a soft, distinctly feminine voice said clearly, “Enter, guys.”



The desks had again been shoved out of the way, leaving room for the gym mats. On Kara’s desk were a small stack of towels, alongside lube and wipes. Central to the whole desk were three boxes of condoms of differing sizes. A plug-in gave off a faint waft of vanilla and citrus, but the students noticed nothing of that.



Standing in front of her desk, beaming, was Kara Stone, the sexiest woman most of them had ever known, dressed to kill in a black miniskirt, a sleeveless white blouse with a plunging neckline crisscrossed by white strips of fabric, and a pair of black leather flats. Her dirty blonde hair cascaded down her back, and she’d gone all-out on her makeup that day, her skin’s natural healthy glow amplified somehow. Lotion left her legs and arms with a sheen too, and she smelled delightfully of some kind of darkly rich citrus fruit, both subtle and maddeningly sexy all at once.



In her freshly manicured hands were four tests. Three had scores in the 90s. The fourth had an 86 circled three times. Drake took that one, and glanced up at her. “Really?”



“Really. Check your answers with the others if you don’t believe me.”



Drake did, taking Troy’s test from her fingers. He glanced from page to page, and finally looked up, smiling. “Holy. Crap.”



He couldn’t help it. He was the first to kiss her, swooping in to grasp her waist and dip her slightly as she giggled. Their lips met, and he took his time, exploring her lips, letting her know his joy. Slowly he straightened back up with her, and turned to grin at the other guys. “Well?”



Devon nodded, and handed over the box in his hands. “You can check for yourself. It hasn’t been opened, and all the condoms inside should be good to go.”



Kara turned the box, saw the seal, and nodded. She handed it back, and smiled. “So. Um. Kinda my first fivesome.” The students chuckled at that. “We’re going to set some ground rules. If at any point, I say, oh, ‘blueberries,’ everybody stops. I’m game for a lot today, but if I’m uncomfortable with anything…”



“We’ll stop,” Troy said, catching the other guys’ eyes and nodding. “And if, um, you can’t talk, tap our asses three times or something.”



“Good idea, thank you.” Kara rested a hand on Devon’s arm. “Devon, there’s one thing I can’t probably do with you.”



“Anal?” She nodded and Devon shrugged. “Never much wanted to try it anyways. I like me a nice, wet pussy.”



“Well, you’ll get plenty of that,” Kara said, and squeezed his arm. “Thank you for understanding.”



“Ma’am, as excited as I am, you tell me right now it’s off, I’ll walk out that door. I’m looking forward to this, but I don’t reckon I want to make you uncomfortable. All of us like you way too much for that.” Devon wrapped an arm around her waist and squeezed gently before letting her go.



She lit him up with a brilliant smile before turning her attention to the rest of the group. “Nobody gets jealous. Nobody gets angry. If you wait your turn long enough, you’ll all go home extremely happy. Take care of your teacher, and she’ll take care of you.” With that, she drew a deep breath, and started to undo the buttons on her blouse. “All right, students, time for your last lesson.”



Troy groaned, but the other students grinned. Drake reached out to stop Kara from undoing her buttons. “Can I?” he asked her. She nodded, and slowly but deftly, he undid the next button. Surprising her, he leaned forward for a kiss, a soft, careful one. She returned it, wanting more, but Drake stepped aside and gestured for Sandy to take his place.



Though not as gentle or careful as Drake, the adoring look in Sandy’s eyes as more of Kara’s creamy skin was revealed captured Kara’s heart, and she delicately pulled him in for a kiss too, a longer one with a little flick of tongue across his lips. Sandy stepped back, looking into her eyes. “They… they want me to go first. Because it’s my first time. Is that okay with you? I know you like some of the other guys more-”



She pressed a finger to his lips. “It’s perfect, Sandy. And don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care of you.”



Devon stepped in next, his big fingers sort of just mashing the button through the hole. With his kiss, Kara reached down to grasp his already hard prick through his jeans and grinned against his mouth. That monster would be in her, and soon. She was halfway tempted to tell them to do without the condoms. She was on the pill, and the thought of Devon’s cock erupting in her skin to skin was pretty fucking hot. But Kara knew better. She had to be careful.



Troy stepped in last, undoing the last three buttons for her as he leaned his forehead against hers. “Thank you,” he said quietly. Kara nodded, and with a gentle dip, he kissed her hard, his hunger pushing him to grind his cock against her hip as he brought her back up.



The blouse slipped off, revealing her bare breasts. There was no way a bra would’ve worked with that top, and each of the guys instinctively sucked in their breaths at the sight of her magnificent tits. Her nipples, already hard, ached for their touch. Instead, though, they saw to her skirt, Sandy and Drake pulling it down slowly, taking their time and kissing her thighs and legs every few inches. A tiny vee of a pastel yellow thong was all that covered her sex, and her inner thighs were already damp with desire. Her skirt finally dropped to the floor, and she stepped out of it, shivering both in need and the brush of cool air against her bared body.



“Feeling a little underdressed here, boys,” Kara murmured.



Each of them fumbled at their pants and their shirts, kicking and tossing them aside as the articles were removed. Left in just their underwear, the guys stared at one another. “How do we want to start this?” Devon asked.



“Can I… um… try to eat her out?” Sandy asked.



Kara stepped forward and ran her fingers along his chest. “Why don’t you lay down, Sandy, and you can do just that while I take care of the other guys?”



 Sandy practically fell to the floor in his haste to taste his sexy teacher. She held her hands out, and Devon and Drake helped her kneel above Sandy’s head. “Show me what you’ve learned, Sandy,” she murmured.



“Yes, ma’am,” the young man said with relish. He stared up at her freshly shaved lips as she lowered herself down. He kissed each of her inner thighs before he reached up to help pull her down on his mouth.



“If you can’t breathe…” she told him. Sandy reached up and pinched her bottom twice, and she giggled. “Yeah, that’ll… oh… do.”



As her student’s tongue snaked between her delicate lips, Kara glanced between each of the other three students in turn and their rock hard dicks. “Mmm. Three of you, and only two hands,” she said.



Devon glanced at the other two. “I am going last, so…”



“Oh man, pulling that card,” Troy groaned good-naturedly. He shook his head at Drake. “Still…”



“Yeah, I suppose we should be nice,” Drake said. “Besides, her hands are fuckin’ magic.”



Sandy slurped on her clit, and Kara shivered deliciously. “I’m gonna come hard and fast if you keep that up, Sandy.” He redoubled his efforts and she closed her eyes, trying not to clamp his head with her thighs. “Oh shit.”



Slowly, Devon and Drake advanced on her. Troy headed for the desk and the edible lube, rejoining them as Kara started stroking Drake with one hand and Devon with the other. Her small fist wasn’t big enough to wrap around his dick, but she tried valiantly anyways, stroking him slowly up and down as the sexy teacher stared up at both of them, rocking gently on their friend’s face. Her motions stopped as Troy drew closer, and she reached out with cupped hands for him to pour the lube.



For a moment, none of the three guys moved. They just admired their teacher, her blonde locks falling down her back, her coquettish little smile, the dark, smoldering makeup, the pout of her lips, the faint little hint of sweat dribbling down her brow. As she rocked on Sandy’s face, her breasts bobbed minutely. Her feet splayed to either side of Sandy’s shoulders, only the top of his head visible under the vee of her pelvic muscles.



Devon was the first to step up. His hands stroked his cock as he pointed it down at her mouth. She stared up at him, her smile widening as she brushed his head with a line of kisses. There were no words as she opened her mouth and flicked her tongue along the bulbous head, tasting his saltiness, loving the attention. Sandy’s hands cupped her ass and squeezed, and she thought at first he needed air, but when she pulled up, he jerked her right back down, even more determined to make her come.



As if this was the gun on the starting line of a race, Troy and Drake stepped forward too, and her hands reached out as Kara licked the underside of Devon’s huge prick. He’d shaved, and she appreciated the lack of hair as she worked her way all the way to his balls with her tongue, not yet taking him into her mouth, but letting his meatiness press against her lips.



“So fucking sexy,” Devon grunted at her as she took one of his balls into her mouth and started slowly stroking Troy and Drake’s cocks.



With Drake, her strokes were relatively short, given his small size, but with Troy, Kara took her time, letting him slide slowly through her digits, teasing his balls with the edge of her hand as she stared up at Devon. The difference between a good blowjob and a great blowjob, she’d learned, was all about the eye contact. Too much, and it could get a little creepy. But a few adoring looks, a little bit of naughty teasing with the eyes, and she could own a man and his cock whenever and wherever she wanted.



She slid her tongue back up and down Devon’s length, bathing the sides of him. Her hands didn’t go any faster on the other two guys as she worked, despite Troy’s attempts at fucking her hand harder. Finally, she pulled away from Devon’s cock and gave the other two guys a thorough lick. Drake groaned as she took all of him into her mouth, pumping the base of his shaft with a ring of fingers before she popped her lips off him with a smack and did the same with Troy’s. Her lips stretched around his meaty dick, her tongue feeling out every vein on the underside of his shaft as she slid along his length until he struck the back of her throat. For effect, she made a “gwark” choking noise, and popped off him too, a long trail of saliva stretching between her lips and his cockhead.



Devon stared down at the show, grinning as his teacher returned her attention to him. Her mouth opened wide, and she began to jerk Troy and Drake in earnest as Devon’s cockhead met her lips again. He didn’t push, letting her take her time adjusting to the sheer size of him. With every inch of him in her mouth, her jaw opened wider and wider until he hit her tonsils.



“Oh my God, Ms. Stone, you’re the best,” Devon breathed as she retracted slowly.



She pulled away off his cock just long enough to wink and say, “I know,” and then she plunged her mouth right back down on his cock, taking him hungrily as deep into her throat as she could manage. This time, her “gwark” was real, and she held him in place, breath whistling through her nose as she focused her eyes on the base of his shaft.



Sandy couldn’t see what was going on, but he heard and felt her motions, and thought that was the perfect time to really go for broke. He sucked her clit into his mouth, nudging it gently with his teeth, and she moaned around Devon’s cock, using the moment to hump downwards as her mouth worked back and forth.



Her hands tightened on Drake and Troy’s dicks, and she began pumping them quickly as Devon stopped trying to hold back and started sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. He was still careful to be gentle, only slipping in the first few inches before he retracted again.



Sandy brushed her asshole, on accident or on purpose, she didn’t know, and she pulled away from Devon, rocking harder and harder on Sandy’s tongue. “Oh God, I’m so close,” she moaned. Troy slid his cock out of her hand and knelt, running his hands over her breast and back, tweaking her nipple.



On the other side, Drake followed his example, but as he stroked her hard nipple, he leaned in and whispered into her ear, “Are you going to come for him? Are you wet?”



“Yes,” she gasped, and without warning, sucked down on Devon’s cock again, swirling her tongue against his head.



“We’re going to fuck you soon,” Drake whispered, the mist of his breath tickling her ear. “All four of us. I want to fill your fucking ass. So tight. So sexy. And while I’m doing that, someone else is going to slide their cock up into that pretty pussy and pound you until you can’t count the orgasms.”



Her mouth slid nearly off Devon again, and she moaned, “Mmmmf.”



“I’m not gonna finish in a condom though. I’m going to come all over that pretty fucking face. Make my teacher drip with come. You want that?”



“Mmmmf!” Her thighs quivered. Kara was right on the edge. She stared up at Devon and started thrusting her mouth down on him as hard as she could manage.



“Fuck,” he groaned.



“Grrk. Grrk. Grrkk” were the only sounds she made as she took him once, twice, three times into her throat, crying at the lack of oxygen and the force of his thick cock in her mouth. Sandy’s tongue slid a few more times up and down her slit before he pressed its tip against her clit, rubbing it in a counterclockwise circle. Kara’s eyes popped open and she slid her mouth off Devon, afraid she’d bite down on him with the force of what was about to happen.



“C-c-c…” she gasped, and all the air left her at once as Kara shook to a mind-melting orgasm, the force of it hitting her so hard she fell forward onto her hands, her pussy finally sliding away from Sandy’s tongue. She rested her forehead against the mat, crying with the pleasure, crying from the blowjob, crying because this was the hottest thing she’d ever done or probably ever would do.



Sandy slid out from under her, and immediately noticed her crying. “Did I screw it up?” he asked Troy. “Did I hurt her?”



Troy’s hand fell on his shoulder. “Sandy. I think you did perfect, brother. Holy shit, man.”



Weakly, Kara said, “Get him a condom.”



Drake raised an eyebrow at that, but did as he was told, tossing one underhanded to Sandy. The student looked back and forth from the foil package to his teacher – her head still pressed against the mat, resting her body mostly on her knees and elbows, her breasts dangling just above the floor, her ass in the air.



It finally dawned on him. “Oh,” he whispered. Then louder, “Oh!”



Kara pushed herself up, and focused again on Devon’s cock. Her ass still in the air as Sandy fumbled open the condom, she snaked forward on all fours, and began licking Devon’s cock again. When Sandy finally managed to slide the condom on, she rested her head against Devon’s thigh, and glanced up at him. “Take care of you in a second?”



“Take all the time you need,” the big man drawled down at her, stroking her cheeks with his thumbs.



Sandy fell to his knees behind her and scooted forward. His cock slide across Kara’s asscheeks at first before he angled it down towards her still-quivering slit. “Ready, Ms. Stone?”



“Oh yes,” she murmured, and glanced back at him, smiling. “Enjoy yourself, Sandy. Don’t worry about me.”



The student nodded almost fearfully. She reached behind her and grasped the head of his cock, helping guide him in.



“Ohmygod, I’m not a virgin anymore,” Sandy breathed. Drake high-fived him, then gestured at their teacher. Sandy grinned.



Kara laughed. It was a gentle, sweet laugh. Sandy didn’t fill her, and she didn’t have a magical second orgasm just from the contact of his prick, but this was a good time. A fun time. It was a celebration, an ending, a beginning. In that moment, these guys stopped being her students and became… friends. Well… fuck buddies, but still. “Shall we?” she asked Devon.



With a swept leg and a spread arm, the big man bowed to her before he pressed his cock to her lips once again. It didn’t take long to get him nice and hard again, and soon she was bobbing forward happily, her lips sliding across Devon’s prick every time Sandy pushed back into her.



“Grab her hips, man. That’ll give you some leverage. Then when you’ve got a rhythm, don’t let her clit get lonely. Slide your hand around and play with her,” Troy advised Sandy.



“Thanks, unnh, Troy. You’re good people, you know, unnnh, that?” Sandy asked.



Troy laughed and shook his head. “Always happy to help a friend out, my man.”



Kara paid attention to little of this, and was surprised when Sandy’s finger slid along her abdomen down to her clit. She nodded as best she could with a mouth full of Devon’s prick. There was no finesse to her blowjob now. She simply wanted the man to come down the back of her throat. She bobbed along his length, her tongue lapping at the tip when she almost slid free. She worked the thick base with one hand, balancing on the mat with her knees and the other. Troy and Drake both just casually watched, stroking their cocks idly, alternating between teaching Sandy and cheering on the blowjob.



Devon didn’t last much longer. He tapped the top of Ms. Stone’s head, and murmured to her, “Not gonna be long, teach.”



Kara popped off him and grinned. “On me, or in my throat.”



“Fuck, I think you know what I want.”



She gave a satisfied “mm hm,” and swallowed his prick halfway down its length. Taking the lead from Sandy, she started sucking furiously on Devon’s cock, stroking his shaft harder and harder as she grinned up at him, her makeup already running. Devon stroked her hair as he stiffened.



“Goodddd,” he moaned, and started blasting down her throat, shot after shot of creamy hot come. Ms. Stone tried to take it all, but she had to pull back and some of it dribbled out of her mouth as she gasped for air. Devon was still spurting and hit her nose and her forehead with two last blasts.



“Ain’t never going to be a blowjob as good as that one,” Devon gasped. “I think that’ll tide me over for a while.”



“Then scoot over,” Drake said, grapping up a box of tissues and a wipe for Kara.



With one finger, she collected the come on her face and sucked it down, staring coyly at Devon the whole time. “Delicious,” she murmured before she cleaned off her lips and patted down her wet face. Then Drake’s cock was at her mouth, insistently knocking with its tip on her lips. She smiled again, and sucked him down slowly, her tongue working all over his small cock. “Mm mm mmm,” Kara murmured around him.



For once, Drake didn’t have any words. He watched Sandy buck into Kara’s hips, his hands somewhere under her, playing with her clit and her pussy lips. The way her ass bounced back against the other boy, the sides of her breasts swaying with every thrust back forward, the long blond hair falling down around her shoulders. His teacher. He was going to fuck the hottest teacher he’d ever seen, and Drake was utterly speechless.



Sandy started to move faster and faster, and he moaned, “Ms. Stone…”



She let go of Drake’s cock with her mouth, and turned her head. “It’s okay, Sandy, you can come.”



“Can I… can I see your face when I do?” Sandy asked.



“You mean… change positions?” When Sandy nodded she smiled. “Sure.”



Drake groaned, but she winked. “You’ll be next, don’t worry.”



She slid off Sandy and laid down on her back, spreading her legs wide and bringing her knees up almost to her shoulders. Kara nodded encouragingly at Sandy, and he scooted forward again, sliding back into her with a satisfied sigh. He gripped her ankles as he thrust as deep as he could,



“Thank you, Ms. Stone,” he gasped, his meaty thighs slapping against hers. “So pretty. Wanted to… uhh… see your eyes…”



“Oh, Sandy,” Kara whispered. “Thank you.”



“Mm hm,” he grunted. “And your boobs.”



The guys and Kara erupted into laughter at that, and Sandy grinned too, thrusting a few last times before he plunged as deep as he could into her, stiffening, his eyes closing as he came. “Oh… ohhhhh,” he groaned, and pulled away from her.



Troy and Devon cheered, and helped him to his feet after he recovered. In the meantime, Drake fell to his knees, hovering above Kara’s face as she still laid on her back. “I’ll fuck you later,” he growled, and she grinned up at him as he doled out more lube onto her breasts.



Kara cooed up at him as she squeezed her breasts around Drake’s cock. “You like fucking your teacher’s tits, Drake?”



“Oh God, keep talking like that,” he groaned, sliding in between her breasts rapidly.



“You like these? Hm? You like the way they fit around your nice, hard cock, Drake? Did you like the blowjob? My dirty teacher mouth wrapped around your cock?”



“Fuck fuck fuck, yeah, you know I did,” he groaned, his eyes closed.



Now the other guys were watching, and Troy was kneeling at her feet. Without a word, his lifted her ankle, and began kissing her toes, working his way up to her calf, then back down again.



“I want your come all over these tits, Drake. And then I want it in my mouth. And you’ll get my pussy later too, my wet, hot little pussy. It wants you in there. Maybe…”



Drake jerked up and down hard, his slick cock making wet sounds as he fucked her flesh. “Yeaaaah,” he gasped, almost there.



“Maybe… my ass. You’ll slide it in there gently, get it nice and ready for the others, won’t you?”



“Fuck!” Drake shouted one last time and started spurting. His come hit her neck, her chin, her breasts. She ate it up, tasting the lube, tasting him. It wasn’t a bad mix.



As Drake fell away, Troy was on her. He took her hands, and urged her to her feet, guiding his teacher around the desk while he sat down on the chair. Her still glistening chest facing him, he guided her down almost onto his cock. He ripped open a condom and rolled it on before she fell the rest of the way, his thick shaft spreading her pussy wide.



“Shiiiit!” Kara wailed. The sudden entrance hurt a little, but there was pleasure there too at finally being filled nicely. She rocked back and forth, testing the strength of the chair before she was satisfied she could bounce harder. Drake came around with a wipe and cleaned off her chest, admiring the amazing bounce of her natural breasts. Troy buried his head against one of her nipples, sucking it hard into his mouth as he spanked her ass, hard and loud. She cried out again, and Troy was unmerciful, thrusting up into her with rapid, sure strokes as she met him thrust for thrust.



This was no longer playtime. This was serious fucking.



Kara bounced on Troy’s dick, staring at the white grease board in front of her. He took her other nipple into his mouth, biting, teasing with his tongue, and he spanked her again. And again. And again until her ass was red and sore. Kara loved it. The pain, the pleasure, the hunger between them, it all became too much. She let loose with a wild, untamed wail, her back arching, her breasts jutting into Troy’s face, and he was lifting her as her orgasm flooded her body, lifting her high, his cock still buried in her, and he spun with her, her back to the wall as he gripped her under her thighs, fucking into her with abandon, bouncing her up and down.



His lips found Kara’s neck, and he bit down, just hard enough to break the skin, and she wailed, her orgasm still rolling, still going as that meaty pole slid up and down, squelching with every thrust.



Her ankles locked behind his ass, and Kara stared at him, open-mouthed, her eyes wide, as she tried to make a sound, any sound. Again, Troy spun with her, settling her on the edge of the desk, much like he had the other day, and he drove into her as he laid her flat, gesturing to someone on the other side of the desk. She stared, upside down, as Devon approached her, his thick cock filling her mouth again. He was only half-hard, but it was something for her to suck on while Troy fucked her recklessly. Devon grabbed her breasts, squeezing them as she sucked greedily at his cock, wishing he was hard and ready again.



Devon slipped out of her, replaced by Sandy. He’d wiped his dick down, and tasted only vaguely of the rubber. She sucked him with need too, her tits jiggling as Troy fucked her harder and harder. The legs of the desk lifted and banged down again and again, and Kara whined her pleasure into Sandy’s cock before he too was gone, leaving Drake to fill her mouth. Miracle of miracles, he was as hard as she needed, and she sucked him in, lavishing his cock with her tongue and her saliva, moaning against him.



Then Troy was pulling her away again, lifting her up so she was staring straight at his face as he pounded into her. She wrapped her arms around his back, gripping him hard in a hug as their thighs slapped together, him thrusting faster and faster. With a final grunt, he released, jerking up into her again and again until his orgasm was finished.



Wordlessly, he slid away, and Drake replaced him. Kara laid sideways on the table as Drake lifted her leg, letting it rest against his shoulder. He pounded into her rapidly, panting her name. Her muscles were jelly, her body his playtoy. Kara had been fucked absolutely ragged by Troy, and she could do nothing to help encourage Drake. Not that he needed it. As Devon furiously stroked his cock beside her, Sandy nudged open her mouth again, and slid his now-erect dick back into her mouth. She suckled at him gently, mewling as Drake clawed her skin, pounding into her over and over. Sandy brushed her hair away from her mouth, and she stared up at him, smiling as much as she could manage.



Who finished first, she was never quite sure afterwards. Come shot down her throat, across her stomach, into her hand. She licked it up, worked it into her skin, gasped their names.



As though someone had ordered it, what followed was ten minutes of gasping recovery from everyone in the room. Bottles of water were passed around, bodies were cleaned up, and Kara took a seat, panting hard. She drank up her water fast, belching in a most unladylike manner when she’d finished every drop. After unscrewing another and dousing a wad of tissues with it, she wiped herself down, getting the last remains of her makeup while she was at it.



“I must have been a sight,” she croaked.



“You were beautiful,” Devon said.



“And sexy,” Sandy added.



“Free,” Troy finished, and the other guys nodded.



“Are we done?” Sandy asked, blushing slightly. “I don’t mind if we are, but I, um, I was hoping to try…”



Troy cupped a hand, poured water into it, and dashed it against his face. “I got one more in me,” he said. “Ms. Stone?”



Kara smiled faintly. “Devon, you still haven’t had your chance in me.”



“Ms. Stone, I told you, you don’t owe me anything,” the big man said. He walked over and planted a kiss on her forehead, but she pushed him away, grinning.



“Not the tone I was going for, but thank you. I’m a little sore, yeah, but I want the memory. I want you to fuck me so hard I never forget it. All of you. I’m going to try to take you guys in my ass while I ride Devon.”



Drake whistled and Troy stared at her. “Are you sure?” he asked dubiously. “If it’s too much…”



“…then I’ll be the judge, won’t I?” Kara asked. “Now who’s going to try?”



Sandy glanced around at the others. “I had first turn last time. I think it’s only right we draw to see who gets to take her first.”



“I’m good with that,” Troy said, and Drake nodded.



They wrote their names on a few sheets of scratch pad, leaving Devon’s name out of it. Kara drew the name from a plastic baggie. “Annnnd, the first to plunder me booty-”



The guys groaned.



“-is… Drake.”



“Holy shit, yes!” the student shouted.



“I’ll do it last,” Sandy said, rubbing his jaw. “You guys have been the best. But maybe while one guy’s, um, doing your butt, could we, um, touch you and stuff?”



“You can say ass and whatever you like, Sandy,” Kara said, grinning.



“I’m never going to be as good at talking dirty as Drake is.”



Ms. Stone rubbed Drake’s shoulder. “It’s a gift some fellas have. There are guys who, if they said some of the things he did, I’d punch them and walk out. But sex… really good sex, it’s all about trust. I trust all of you. And I know what Drake’s saying, it’s all…”



“Sex talk,” Sandy said, and Kara nodded.



“Just right.”



That last little lesson over, they gathered around Kara as she leaned back in the teacher’s chair, taking one last sip of water. “Okay. When we do this, Devon, I want you on your back. That’ll let me lie down on top of you, and it’ll give me control. That’ll make me much more comfortable. The rest of you, you wait until I tell you I’m ready, and then you can take my ass, okay?”



 They nodded their agreement, and she let loose a shaky breath. “Okay. Whooo boy. This is going to be… something. Troy, would you mind helping me, um, prepare?”



The star pupil wrapped an arm around her and nuzzled her cheek with a soft kiss. “Of course. Sandy, you want to learn something? I’m gonna take point for this one, but it couldn’t hurt to watch.”



“Sure!”



The two men helped her stand up. Her legs were still wobbly, but she managed to make it to the desk. Troy laid down a couple of the towels for her to rest her elbows on as she bent over the edge, sticking her terrific ass out. Drake cracked open a window to let some of the stench of sweat and sex out, and took up the office chair she’d been occupying, enjoying the show. Devon made a pillow out of his clothes, and laid down on the mat, slowly stroking himself back to hardness.



Troy didn’t bother speaking much as he slathered his hands in lube, followed by a healthy dollop to Kara’s backside. He gently kissed each one of her still-red cheeks before he held up his pinky. “No nails. I forgot to tell you that before, but any time you know you’re going to be up in a woman’s business-”



“So classy,” Kara mumbled.



“-cut your nails down.”



Sandy held up his hands, grinning. “Drake told me that one.”



“Oh, cool.”



His little finger circled her anal ring, massaging the muscles gently before he inserted just the tip. Keeping up that same slow circling, Troy let her body tell him how to proceed, gently probing deeper and deeper, adding a little more lube when Kara asked for it, and finally switching fingers to something larger.



Anal sex was hot, but this part of it, Kara had never much cared for. Troy made it easier for her by stimulating her folds with his free hand, gently massaging those too, but she wasn’t anywhere near getting off from the probing finger in her ass, and he wasn’t trying for it.



“At this point, it’s not about fucking her with your finger, unless that’s what she asks for. You’re just kind of…”



“…getting her used to it,” Sandy said, nodding slowly. “Okay, yeah, I get it.”



“Good man. Kara, you ready?”



She pushed herself up off the desk and nodded. “Getting my second wind. Thanks for taking it easy on me.” And as she passed him, she swatted Troy’s bare ass. “And it’s still Ms. Stone to you, mister. I’ve got you in my clutches for another… well, however long we can go without involving the little blue pill.”



“Woman, you’d kill me if I had to go again after this round,” Troy said, grinning. “You guys enjoy yourselves now.”



She grabbed Devon’s specialty sized condoms, still in disbelief they actually came in a size that big, and knelt before him. “Hi,” she whispered to him, suddenly feeling as shy as a virgin.



“Hi,” he replied, grinning. Devon watched her roll on the condom and take a deep breath. “Kara… Ms. Stone… you don’t…”



“Hush,” she said firmly, “and let your teacher take care of you. I’ve been dreaming about this.”



“Me too, sexy lady.” He sat up slowly, and gripped her head, bringing her down to him for a long, passionate kiss.



Slowly, with no more words between them, Kara walked on her knees up his body until her pussy hovered over his incredible dick. She slowly lowered herself down, guiding his prick with her hand until she felt the massive head at her entrance.
 I can do this
 , she thought.
 I’ve had that thing in my mouth now. A few times. I can do this. I can…



Devon’s bulbous head split her pussy lips, and her soft inner walls slid slowly down over his immense prick. “Ohhhhh-ohhh-oh,” she gasped, trying not to lower herself too quickly. This was by far the biggest thing she’d ever had inside her. Not even Kara’s biggest play toy could compare. She balanced her hands on his chest and swallowed, hard as she took another quarter of an inch. When Kara glanced down, she realized just how much of him was left – over three-quarters, and she gasped.



Her pussy clamped down on him as hard as it could, almost trying to push the invader out of her. She waited for her body to relax, sliding down lower and lower. As though he sensed her body’s unease, Devon reached up with one hand, licked his fingers, and started gently teasing her breast. With his other hand, he ran his thumb gently over her pelvic muscles, trying to massage them and help her ease down onto him.



Another half an inch, and Kara shuddered on him, closing her eyes and breathing hard. And another. He ballooned out her inner walls, filling her so completely she had no idea how the other guys would fit in her ass. Surely there wasn’t enough room. Another half an inch. And another. And then…



“I can’t take anymore,” she whispered, staring down at Devon.



He struggled to sit up, gesturing at Troy and Drake. “Get her up, guys.”



Kara whipped her head to the side, staring daggers at Troy. “Don’t you dare. I mean, I literally cannot take any more of him.” She turned her attention back to Devon. “You go any deeper than this, and you’re going to hit my cervix. Maybe that sounds like a bullseye, but that shit hurts. Can you feel about how deep this is?”



He nodded. Ms. Stone hadn’t taken him as deep as some of the other girls he’d dated, but she did pretty amazing, all things considered.



“Good. When things get really going, no more than this. Please.”



Slowly, Kara started rocking back and forth, just letting herself get used to the fullness of him in her. His fingers stroked her clit and her folds as they wrapped around him, and she nodded appreciatively, making a deeply satisfied noise in the back of her throat.



She eased off him, pulling up slowly. Her pussy ached where he’d been, both a good, pleasant sort of stretchy ache and the definite slight pain of having had something so massive wedged inside her. Sinking back down was easier the second time, and the third. There was no rhythm to fall into with him, not yet. That took nearly fifteen minutes of easy rocking and gentle up and down bobs. Kara finally nodded at him, and Devon started to meet her downward thrusts. He was careful, letting her body do most of the work, but the slow tease was killing him. His balls would ache for days after this one, but it was so worth it to see his sexy, big-breasted teacher wobbling on top of his cock, sucking her breath in every time he neared her furthest depths.



“Devon,” she murmured to him.



“Yes, Ms. Stone?”



“Fuck me.”



And like that, Devon set to work. His hands stopped playing at her clit, and he gripped her hips to help guide himself up into her. Gone were his barely-there strokes, and instead, he started thrusting up at her, drawing a little gasp from his teacher every time. She glanced behind her and nodded at Drake before she leaned down over Devon, her breasts pressing into his chest as she kissed his chin, his mouth, anything her lips could connect with.



Drake reapplied a little lube to her bottom as well as his own cock, and knelt behind her, his knees bent slightly to help him take her ass. Kara whined hard as his finger traced her asshole, replaced a moment later with his small cockhead. She was glad it was him going first back there. Anyone else, and she wasn’t sure she could have done this.



Drake’s cockhead rested at her ring, and on Devon’s next thrust upward, he pushed softly into her ass, just barely breaching her. Kara threw back her head, her nipples digging into Devon’s chest, and opened her mouth wide to scream, to gasp. But nothing came out of her mouth as she was filled, totally filled.



Finally she let out a long, hard whimper, ending in a near-silent, “…so fullllll…”



“Too much?” Drake asked her gently.



Surprising him, Kara shook her head, and instead, rocked harder on Devon’s cock. The fullness felt like her pussy and anal walls were being pincered, and she… loved it. Despite being stuffed, it was an intensely erotic moment. Drake slid nearly out of her ass before sliding back in, rubbing her back gently, massaging it while she laid down on Devon, just holding on for dear life.



The guys built up a rhythm. When Devon pushed up, Drake pulled back, and vice versa. Like that, they maintained a seesaw effect, making sure one of her holes was always plugged to its maximum. She could hardly move, but when she could, she showered Devon with kisses. His cock had stopped hurting her, and now she clung to it, never wanted it out of her. Kara’s entire language became quiet whimpers of pain and pleasure, and if anyone else said a word, she might as well have been deaf. Her entire world was those two cocks gliding rhythmically inside her.



How glad she was they passed.



Drake’s pace began to speed up involuntarily. He gripped her arms from behind, pulling her up a little off Devon’s chest so he could get a better angle. “Ms. Stone…” he warned her, but she didn’t hear. Her eyes stared at the walls, unfocused, her pleasure huge now, an all-consuming thing devouring her little by little from her sensitive little clit outwards.



Drake thrust deep into her, groaning, leaning into her hard, his lips at her neck. “Thank you,” he whispered to her just before he stiffened and shot into the condom. He slipped back out of her, and stood up and shaky legs. The only thing she noticed was the absence of fullness in her ass, and she glanced behind her, begging with her eyes for someone to replace him.



“Go on ahead,” Sandy told Troy, but he shook his head.



“She was having a hard enough time with Drake in there. Me and Devon, we’d tear her up inside. Not in a good way, either. I’ll wait. You go, brother.”



Sandy nodded, and ripped open another condom. He lubed up a finger, just like Troy had showed him, and applied it to Kara’s ass. She moaned gratefully, sucking on Devon’s bare shoulder as she lay on top of him. When Sandy pushed inside her, she arched her back again, making a vague, “Ymmmf,” sound, her eyes tearing up.



Her orgasm washed over Kara, but she barely had the strength to register it. Her whole body shook with soft tremors, and startled, Troy jumped forward. “Guys, I think she’s had enough.”



“No!” Kara gasped. Frantically, she kissed Devon, then arched her back so Sandy could kiss her neck. “I want this, I want this, I waaant thisss…”



Troy nodded uncertainly, and fell back. Surprising him, the sexy teacher began to bounce on top of Devon’s cock, slow at first, but soon her breasts jiggled with every thrust. A second wind had caught her, or maybe it was the third or fourth. By this point, Kara lost count. She squeezed Devon’s cock like she was doing Kegels, and he responded heartily, his cock pounded up into her as best as he could, meeting her every bounce carefully.



Devon couldn’t take that kind of pressure for long, not when he’d been wanting this moment for what felt like forever. He grabbed her hips, and she stared down at him, somewhere between blissful and feral. Her fingernails dug into his chest. “Come, Devon. Come. Get that hard dick up in me and fucking come.”



Devon gasped, and pulled her down, mashing his lips to hers as Sandy popped out of her ass. He ripped off the condom as she sat back up, riding Devon as hard as she could manage, sweat rolling down her face, little rivulets that wound their way between her breasts. She turned her head and enveloped Sandy’s cock in her mouth, closing her eyes as Devon slapped her ass. One last orgasm, just a tiny one, rippled through her and she nearly blacked out from the pleasure. Sandy exploded into her mouth, a surprising amount of cum considering how close together his orgasms had been. When she’d swallowed him down and popped him out of her mouth, Devon sat up with her, getting his weight underneath him before he stood up, still carrying her. She sucked in a deep breath at the show of strength, and was even more amazed when he gripped her ass and lifted her nearly off his dick before letting her plunge back down. Two, three times Devon did this before Kara got the idea and did it herself, grinning at him, her hair plastered in a fan across her breasts.



Behind her, Troy snaked up, kissing the back of her neck. She gasped over her shoulder, “Do it, fill me, do it.”



“Kara, are you-”



“Stop being the nice guy and do it!” she wheezed.



Troy nodded, and Drake handed over the lube. When his cock was nice and oiled up, Troy slid it between her cheeks experimentally a few times before he fitted his cockhead at her rear entrance. He slipped in slowly, and Kara’s breath drove out of her.



The pain was enormous, but the fullness, being stuffed with those two thick cocks, was something she would remember, always. Devon didn’t last long, his massive cock already twitching inside her when Troy entered her other side, but she knew she couldn’t last long like this anyways, not if she didn’t want to pass out. Devon’s massive cock pumped hard into her, once, twice, three times, and then he was spent, helping her back down to her knees while Troy readjusted himself and slid back behind her. Kara nearly collapsed onto the mat, supported only by her elbows, and Troy fitted himself back inside her ass, guiding her back with his hands on her hips.



He was kind, and he was gentle, and he finished fast, or so he claimed. Slowly, he guided her onto her back, kissing her gently as she recovered, gasping for air and crying both with pain and pleasure.



Her students all waited around, helping wash her, helping her dress when she wasn’t too sensitive to their touches. Kara couldn’t have asked for four better students, but each of them had lives to move onto. Slowly, one by one, Drake, Sandy, and Troy kissed her cheeks, and they left, vowing to themselves and her that they’d never forget the class.



Her either.



Troy stayed, sitting next to her as she laid on her side, willing the pain in her ass to go away so she could get up and walk her way out of there. Or stumble. He stroked her hair away from her eyes, and told her often how beautiful she was, how sexy she’d been. She fell asleep at some point, and when she woke up again, she was curled up in the backseat of his car.



“Where are we going?” she whispered to him.



“Your place. I looked up your address on some mail in your purse.”



“Okay,” she said, and fell back asleep.



Kara didn’t remember much of what followed, just that when she finally woke, it was nearly noon the next day, and she was on her side in bed. Every part of her was sore, and as she sat up, she realized just how much. Kara stumbled towards the bathroom, for much needed relief and a long, long shower.



When she’d finished and toweled herself off, she found a note on her coffee table.



 



To the Best Teacher Ever,



I hope you feel better soon.



Thank you for the new job, for the unforgettable experiences, and for the future. Life is brighter having known you.



 



-T



 



Kara fell onto her couch, laughing, crying, afraid about the road ahead, and devilishly intrigued.













The Stranger’s Hands



 



Includes: M/F erotic romance



 



The run was just what Olivia needed. Her life had been a whirlwind of activity the last two weeks – the move to the city, the “getting to know you” phase of her new job as an optometrist, and worst of all, the nights spent being dragged out by her roommate. Olivia was a quiet person – not shy exactly, but she liked the solitude of a good book or a trashy police procedural, cozied up with a cup of tea and a blanket.



Running had always been her release of sorts. Olive didn’t like gyms – too many creeps came up to her, thinking her slim, attractive frame and innocent eyes made her a target for their endless come-ons. But give her a good track, or a nice jogging path like the one she hit now, and she was in her element. Running was freedom – freedom from sweaty mirror-loving bros, freedom from staring at a TV while on her treadmill, freedom from her cares and concerns for just a little while. Peace was just a matter of plugging in her ear buds and planting one foot in front of the other.



This park was, much like the rest of the city, new to her. Her roommate wasn’t much of a runner, but Remi did a lot of cycling to keep her busty frame in check and knew the parks pretty well. Olivia had come here on her guarantee it was breathtaking, and she hadn’t been wrong so far. Gustafson Green took up a huge oval chunk of the city’s heart, rimmed by super popular (and extremely pricy) shopping areas, restaurants, and little cafes. The main paths weaved their way gently through waves of huge, ancient oaks, but those were full of joggers and families. Not that Olivia could blame them – the early fall day was gorgeous, with just a hint of a nip in the air, a gentle little tease of evenings ahead spent wandering around the fallen leaves with a mug of hot cider in hand.



Olivia was, if nothing else, a romantic.



Instead of the busier main trails, she chose a path less traveled – much less traveled, to her satisfaction. Unpaved, it wound a much more intense and wriggly line through the oaks and the deeper shrubbery of Gustafson Green, Within the first half-mile, she could see no one else on the path. By the third, she could no longer hear the street musicians or smell the coffee brewing from the nearby little shops. All that kept her company was her workout music, thoughts about her new job, and the joy of being free from the seemingly endless boxes of still-packed stuff at her apartment.



The job. Olivia hoped she’d made the right decision coming to the city. Her parents wanted her to stay in their small little town, where she’d have a tiny corner of a local hospital from which to work. On the one hand, the cost of the office and rent would have been dramatically cheaper, but college taught her she loved a good city. Maybe she wasn’t always a social butterfly when Remi dragged her out, but Olivia liked being able to grab a bite of food at two in the morning, or having options when she felt the need to go shopping. She liked the steel and glass of the skyscrapers, she liked the potential number of new friends she might make, she liked the notion that first dates could happen somewhere other than her small hometown’s three bar-and-grills.



That said, the future was never certain, and while her new fellow optometrists and opticians seemed like great people, Olivia worried maybe she wasn’t a great fit. They all had years of experience – some of them decades – and armies of loyal patients, while Olivia had only taken on a handful of walk-ins. It was too early yet to fret about building up a clientele of regulars, and yet that’s what she was doing. It was silly, of course, but Olivia fought waves of self-doubt, almost trying to prep herself for the day she’d walk in and Dr. Erwin would sit her down and tell her it just wasn’t working out.



But now, with her feet kicking up little sprays of dust, Olivia realized the worries were silly. Dr. Erwin and everyone else were nothing but kind. Apart from one small incident when she instructed the clinic’s clerks to fax the wrong information over to a specialist, Olivia had been doing great. She let the worries flow out of her, breathing easier already.



Of course it would all go wrong.



A sharp corner ended in a short slope before slowly rising again. Concentrating solely on the short hill ahead, Olivia didn’t notice the collection of stones nestled at the base, washed bare by early fall rains. Her foot came down wrong on the loose scree and twisted, hard. Without time even for a yelp, Olivia crashed sideways. Something crunched hard beside her hip, and the music in her ear went silent.



Her phone.



Perfect.



* * *



Barrett wandered.



Gustafson Green was a great place to people watch, one of his favorite hobbies, but his ugly mug and intimidating frame led to more than a few fearful glances from parents as they pulled their kids away from the strange man and his attempts at a gentle smile. A couple even recognized him, the husband elbowing his wife and whispering Barrett’s name into her ear.



All of it was pretty much par for the course, but Barrett had hoped, as he glumly did every day, that this might have been the day the world treated him differently, that he could just peacefully relax and not cause a stir.



Barrett didn’t mean to be intimidating, but he’d been blessed at an early age with an unusually large frame, blossoming quickly to nearly six-six, with shoulders of a breadth football coaches dreamed of. His face was the stuff of nightmares – a flat, wide nose, a thick, Neanderthalish brow, an almost non-existent neck, misshapen ears, and a scar from birth that split his upper lip. Even with his soft, wavy brown hair – “the kind of hair a woman just loves to tug on,” one of his dates told him once – couldn’t do much to soften that face.



In order to compensate, as a teenager, Barrett took to weightlifting, thinking if women didn’t like him for his face, maybe they could like him for his body. Now into his early thirties, he’d kept up the regimen, even if he didn’t quite approach it with the manic enthusiasm of his youth. Under a light jacket, it was clear he had plenty of muscles, and that really didn’t help him appear less intimidating.



As for the few that knew him, well, that was unavoidable. It wasn’t that he was a rock star or an actor – Barrett had nowhere near that kind of notoriety. But he’d been successful, and with that success came a certain widening social circle that knew him mostly from the financial section of the newspaper. Despite his efforts to remain relatively anonymous, his face was just one of those people remembered, even at just a glance.



So instead of sprawling out on a bench and making up stories in his head about the people he watched, Barrett headed for his favorite food truck in the wide half-circle of vendors. Only a handful of people waited in front of him – a blessing for him, but a shame for the other customers who milled around waiting in front of the more popular big-name trucks. A pair of teenagers glanced back at him as he took his spot. The guy, his beard barely enough to be called patchy, wrapped an arm instinctively around the young woman. The girl nodded, and they headed for a different truck. Barrett sighed. He’d said and done nothing to creep them out, and yet there they went.



When it came time for his turn at the truck’s window, Linda grinned down at him. “Buncha assholes, Mr. Carney.”



He grinned back. “It happens. You know, Linda, you don’t need to call me Mr. Carney. After all, if we’re going to be sneaking around behind Larry’s back-”



There came a muffled “hah!” from the guts of the truck where Linda’s husband was slaving away.



“-I think it’s only right you call me Barrett.”



“I should be so lucky,” Linda said wistfully. She slapped the counter and leaned forward. “Got a batch of fresh nuts just coming off now. You like a little bit of spice? These have got a kick.”



“You recommend them, I have to try them,” Barrett said, digging out his wallet. When he dropped a note on the counter, Linda reached out and grasped his wrist.



“Today’s going to be the day, Mr. Carney,” she said quietly.



“You say that every time.”



“I mean it. Today I’m extra-psychic.”



Barrett laughed politely. It was part of their routine. The first day he’d ever visited their food truck, Linda asked him what he was up to that morning, and Barrett had replied with something flippant about searching for love. He hadn’t really meant it, but ever since whenever she saw him, she told him that would be the day Barrett found happiness. It touched him that she cared so much. That, or she was utterly fantastic at dragging up tips. Either way, he was impressed.



After he received the nuts – which were spicy, sweet, and so hot he burned his tongue on the first one – he started down one of the park’s paths at random. Linda called out to him, “Not that one.”



Barrett turned, smiling. “Which one, then, Linda?”



She gestured at one of the unpaved dirt paths. “That one, I think.”



“That one it is.”



The nuts needed a little time to cool, so he strode with a purpose, thinking idly he should have brought his bike, or maybe dressed in sweats so he could have gotten in a jog. Linda had a good taste in trails, at least. This one was nearly desolate beyond the first half mile or so. As all around him birds chirped and tweeted at one another, it was easy to lose track of time and distance. As he enjoyed his treat, he could have walked a mile or ten, he wasn’t sure. But the sounds of people faded away, leaving behind just him and the wildlife, such as it was. Squirrels darted out onto the path on occasion, no doubt there to mooch a bite or two, and once he was pretty sure he caught sight of a ravenous mountain lion – or likely just one of the city’s countless stray cats. He tried to call it to him with a series of “tch tch tch’s,” but the beast just didn’t want to come get some lovings.



Another ten minutes beyond the errant cat, he heard the first human sound in a while – someone gasping. “Hello?” he asked, probing the air with the question.



A muffled curse, then whoever it was fell silent. He could hear the individual drag something across the dirt of the path. He continued on, slower this time, sure he’d caught a couple of teens making out or something on the path.



But when Barrett came around the next bend, what he saw first confused then saddened him. A young woman, maybe in her mid-twenties, was pulling herself away from the path on her ass, trying to get to the cover of the trees. She saw him, and she closed her eyes, obviously terrified.



Fantastic.



* * *



No. No no no no no.



Olivia had been terrified the person she heard coming would be a weirdo, but this hulking thug-like thing in front of her wasn’t just odd-looking. He was a monster of a man, the sort of guy you expected to see playing a henchman in a movie. His squarish face settled into a frown as he watched her pathetic attempt at hiding.



Am I close enough someone would hear me scream?



The man held up his hands slowly, carefully, palms out. “It’s okay. I… um… I know what I look like. You have no reason to trust me, but I swear, I’m just a normal guy.”



Olivia watched him, and said nothing, grimacing at the pain from her ankle.



“Are you hurt? Is someone coming to help you?”



Still she said nothing.



“I can call an ambulance, or a friend if you need me to.” From a pocket, he slid out his phone, making sure she could see his hands. “I’ll unlock it, and toss it over, okay? You can call yourself. I won’t get any closer.”



Slowly, Olivia nodded. Shit, she didn’t know who she could call. Remi was on some sort of road trip. Besides, Olivia didn’t know her number anyways. The office? Was anyone in that day? She hadn’t met anyone else in town yet, aside from a nameless sea of Remi’s friends when they were out in the evenings.



The guy punched in his password and tossed it to her underhanded. She caught it, and glanced at the phone. Barrett Carney. His background was a picture of him carrying two laughing kids under his arms. On instinct, she started dialing her sister. “Cute picture,” Olivia mumbled to the stranger.



His hard-lined face softened immensely with a wide grin. “Thanks. My niece and nephew. They are adorable little psychopaths.”



Straight to voicemail. Shit. Shitty shit shit. “Hey, Penelope, when you get this, give me a call at…” She glanced up, and the stranger rattled off a number for her. She repeated it back. “I twisted my ankle on a run and I fell on my phone. A guy found me, his name is Barrett Carney. Um. I just… I’m just making sure people know where I am.” She hung up and took a deep breath. “Look, um…”



“Hey,” the guy – Barrett – said quietly. “I get it. I see that look on just about half the women’s faces I meet. I know what I look like, and given how crazy the world is, I know it must be damn near impossible to trust me. If you tell me to go, I’ll go, no questions asked. I’ll even leave you with my phone. You can mail it back to me or… whatever. But I’d feel awful about leaving you here alone. I can help you back to your car, or mine’s a few miles back that way.”



Olivia ran her options through in her mind. She really didn’t know if she could trust this guy or not, but who was to say the next person passing would be any better? At least this guy gave her the phone, and he was keeping his distance, not being pushy at all.



You have to trust somebody sometimes. That’s what her dad told her.



“All right,” she said, the muscles in her throat jumping as she dry swallowed. “I think your car might be closer. I’d… I’d really appreciate the help.”



Barrett approached her slowly, and for a moment, Olivia wondered if he wasn’t as scared of her as she was of him. Silly thought, but the pain was making her a little loopy. He reached out with a massive hand, and she took it, letting him help her up carefully onto her good leg.



“Can you put any weight on it?” he asked, pocketing his phone again when she handed it over.



Still holding his hand, she settled her bad foot down, and winced. “A little. Hurts a lot, though.”



“Okay, let’s just, uh, would it be best if you wrapped an arm around me and balanced that way?”



“Let’s try it.”



Olivia was surprised at the tension of his flesh under his coat. This guy worked out. Like, seriously worked out. No way was he just sucking in his gut. Smelled good, too. Like cinnamon. His aftershave was great too, light and rich, something surprisingly sophisticated. When was the last time she’d even smelled aftershave on a guy?



She tried a tentative little hop. It was painful, but she could deal with it. “This is going to be slow. I’m sorry.”



“It’s all right,” Barrett said, his voice gentle and pleasant. To look at him, she expected a baritone of sound, but his speech was soft, not booming. “I’ve got nothing but time.”



It took a few minutes to develop a rhythm. She hopped as he settled his right foot down, carefully holding onto him for balance. It took nearly half an hour to go half a mile, during which they said little to one another. He kept trying to shift his hand to avoid accidental brushes with her tiny breasts, blushing and apologizing each time it happened.



The third time, she stopped him in mid-apology. “Is it okay if I call you Barrett?”



“I… uh… sure?”



“Thanks. Barrett, you’re helping me out. Boob brushes in a situation like this, it’s going to happen.”



“Still…”



She stopped him, gripping his side. “You are being as complete a gentleman as I could have ever wished for in a place like this. It’s okay.”



Barrett looked as though he wanted to say something else, but nodded and started forward again, letting her set the pace. “What’s your name, by the way?”



“Olivia. Patterson.”



“Well, apart from the circumstances, it’s a pleasure. I don’t generally get permission to grope on the first date.”



She laughed despite the throbbing of her ankle. “Yeah, well, you just bring out the wild side in me, Barrett. Have you, uh, have you lived here long?”



“Oh yeah, I’m a townie. Something like tenth generation now.”



“Wow.”



“Practically been here my whole life. Went to California for college for a while, but this place… I don’t know, I love it. How about you?” he asked.



“Just moved here actually. Kinda why you didn’t see me calling too many people.”



“Noticed that, yeah. So what brought you here?”



“Well, just became a doctor in optometry.”



“Oh wow, congrats.”



“Thanks,” Oliva said, a little breathlessly. A cramp was slowly starting to build in her good leg. “I was raised in a tiny little town, but when I was in college, I realized maybe I’m a bit of a city girl at heart. A friend of a a friend needed a roomie, and I had a great job offer out here, so I thought, hey, fresh start, you know?”



“So how long have you been in town?”



“Ah, two weeks, come tomorrow.”



“Oh jeez, you really are new to town.”



“Hah, yup. First time at one of the parks, too, and this happens.”



He grinned down at her. “Not the best introduction, but don’t let it get you down. This place is great.”



“Loved it right up until, well… this. So what do you do, Barrett?”



“Oh, I, uh… work in investments downtown.”



“Investments? Is that code for you being some criminal type?”



He laughed, his arm wrapping tighter around her. It felt… nice. “I’ve had one parking ticket. If that makes me dangerous…”



“Mm. A real couple of thugs here.”



“Right?” Barrett asked. “We could be the next great Bonnie and Clyde. Glasses and the Banker. Or something.”



They kept up a steady stream of small talk, mostly stemming from him. He told her about the touristy places she should hit, the places she should avoid. When he learned one of the things Olivia looked forward to most was sampling the huge variety of ethnic foods across the city, he made her promise to try a whirlwind of recommendations downtown sometime.



“I’m never going to remember all this,” she said, leaning against a tree so she could stretch and try to rest up a moment.



“I’ll text it to you later,” Barrett said. He rubbed the back of his skull. “Uh… I mean, if that’s not too forward.”



Feeling a little loopy, Olivia grinned. “Dude. Boob grazes, remember? Of course that’s not too forward. And speaking of forward, how is a guy like you not taken already?”



Barrett visibly stiffened, his smile slipping away. “What do you mean?”



“You obviously take care of yourself. And a banker, you’ve gotta earn a good income. What kind of woman wouldn’t be attracted to that?”



“You’ve seen my face, right?”



She shook her head, frowning. “Looks aren’t everything to a woman, Barrett. Do I seem like the type of woman who’d want a guy just based on his face? Because that’s kind of insulting. Same goes for most other women. There’s gotta be people out there who see this side of you. The gentle side, the kind of guy who helps a woman in need. I mean, you should be happily married to a supermodel if this is you on a day to day basis.”



“Now who’s comparing good looks to what people deserve?” he asked, perhaps a little sharply.



“Sorry. But seriously, what’s the story?”



Barrett rubbed the back of his neck. “Um. Well, it’s... hard to explain. A lot of women who date me… aren’t always what they seem.”



“That’s cryptic.”



“I don’t mean to be. It’s just, ah… complicated.”



“Hey, if you don’t want to talk about it…”



He smiled faintly. “Thanks.”



“Ready to get moving again?”



“You bet.”



* * *



Within minutes, Olivia’s closeness stirred Barrett’s desire. He tried to think of anything but her long, tanned legs, the pull of her running shorts across her taut, tiny ass, or the sweat dampening her plain blue shirt, making it cling to the almost-matching sports bra underneath. The figures on his right-hand guy Samuel’s latest project. The interview he had scheduled for Monday at the local news affiliate’s studio. The weather.



Anything but the soft female body beside him. The light brushes of the side of her breast against his abdomen, the occasional accidental caress of his hand across her other breast. The dark hair he desperately wanted to free from its ponytail hanging down just past her shoulders. The combined scent of her sweat and her cheap lotion.



Her soft laugh. Her soft voice. Her soft skin.



The stirring of his cock was inevitable, its hardening a foregone conclusion.



If Olivia saw it – and she practically had to, they were so close – she said nothing. Classy woman. He liked her easy stream of conversation. Usually he was no good at small talk, but her unfamiliarity with the area made it easy to fall into safe talk about the city and his favorite spots. Slowly she eased his pressing physical need just by being pleasant to talk to.



It felt like a setup, one of those impossible meet-cutes some women tried to use to get close to Barrett. But the area where he’d found her was surrounded by foliage so thick it was nearly a wall. And he’d picked the trail only on Linda’s whim. Unless she’d been a part of this – and Barrett doubted that – Olivia was refreshingly real.



His heart almost broke then when the first jogger found them nearly two hours into their walk. The gray-haired guy looked middle-aged, and given the brand of clothes he wore, he was pretty well off, too. Definitely much more normal looking than Barrett.



“Holy crap, are you okay, lady?” the guy asked.



Goodbye, Olivia
 , Barrett thought to himself.



“Just twisted my ankle, I think,” she said, trying to smile.



The jogger kept his eyes on Barrett. “You, uh, need me to call someone?”



Olivia glanced up at Barrett, and her hand around his abdomen fell away. “No. We’re okay. Really.”



“The visitor booth, near Holyoak. You know it?” Barrett asked the jogger.



“Um. Yeah.”



“Could you run back and ask if they have a wheelchair? Or crutches or something?”



Oliva smiled at him, a dazzling, wide-eyed thing that lit up her petite face. God, how he wanted to kiss her right then. “Good thinking.”



“Maybe I should stay…” the jogger said dubiously.



Olivia rested her hand on Barrett’s shoulder and squeezed. Instinctively he wrapped his arm back around her. To the jogger, she said, “Whatever you’re thinking about him, you’re wrong. This man’s been nothing but kind to me. I wouldn’t feel safe with anyone else around.”



“Thank you,” Barrett murmured. She squeezed his shoulder again.



“All right, well… back in a hurry,” the guy said, and turned to sprint back down the path.



When he was gone, Olivia turned to face Barrett. “I’m sorry. About when we met, I…”



“You couldn’t have known,” he said gently, and took a chance on cupping the side of her face with his hand. He ran his thumb across her cheek before pulling the hand back. “I get that a lot.”



“You shouldn’t,” she whispered. Barrett wondered if he shouldn’t lean in and kiss her, but he let the moment go, and they continued on.



“With all the guys out there who’d take advantage of a  beautiful woman like you, I can’t blame you.”



“Oh? You think I’m beautiful, huh?” Olivia’s words were light, and she grinned up at him.



He laughed. “I think we’ve both noticed my, uh, little reaction to you.”



“Hah, well, I’m flattered, for what it’s worth.”



They fell into a soft back and forth again. He prodded her with questions about her home town, her family, her roommate. The jogger came back another half hour later, along with a thickset woman pushing a wheelchair along the bumpy path. The woman – Polly - asked similar questions as the jogger, but unlike the other man, she appeared to actually take Olivia at her word that Barrett wasn’t a rapist scumbag.



She even turned to him and asked, “I see those muscles. Mind giving this here young lady a push?”



Noting with some degree of satisfaction the jogger folding his arms and opening his mouth in protest, Barrett said, “Glad to.”



The other guy scratched the back of his head. “Well, uh…”



“Thank you for your help!” Olivia said brightly. “I think we got it from here.”



“Well, still, I should…”



“What’s your name, hon?” Polly asked the jogger.



“Lamar.”



“Well, Lamar, you did a heroic thing today. We can’t thank you enough. But I seen this man around the park a few times. Olivia here, she’s in good hands with the two of us. You go on and finish your run, and if you see me around back at the station, you swing by and I’ll make sure you get a gift certificate to the food trucks. You sure earned it.”



“Well… uh… thanks, but that’s not really necessary,” the guy muttered, red-faced. He’d finally caught on he was being dismissed, and didn’t like it. He turned to Olivia one last time, opened his mouth, but didn’t say anything before he started jogging again, back down the way Olivia and Barrett had come from.



Olivia reached out and grasped Polly’s arm. “Thank you. I do feel safe with him.”



“You should,” Polly said. “Mr. Carney’s a good man.”



“Wait,” Olivia said, frowning. “Did he tell you his name?”



“Oh, um,” Barrett said lamely.



Polly jumped in ahead of him. “Like I said, seen him around the park a few times. We keep tabs on our regulars. And he’s got good taste. The L&L, right?”



Grateful to her, Barrett nodded. “Guess I must eat there pretty often to be noticed so much.”



“Nah. Old police eyes,” she said. “Park greeter’s just kinda my retirement gig.”



With Barrett pushing the wheelchair, they made much better time, even given the rough little hills and sloping valleys. Olivia asked Polly a few polite questions about her days as a police officer, and the nice lady – who was apparently quite a bit older than her appearance implied – kept up a steady line of chatter. When they finally broke free of the last grove of trees and spied the long line of parked cars, Olivia let out a long sigh of relief, and Barrett squeezed her shoulder.



Barrett pushed her to his car, grateful he’d brought the Mazda that day rather than risk leaving the Porsche out for someone to key. Guilt about the ruse with Olivia was starting to firm up in the back of his mind, but pretty soon, he’d be dropping her off at her car and that would be that.



Polly helped guide Olivia into the passenger’s seat as Barrett pulled the chair away. With a grateful sigh of appreciation, Olivia smiled and thanked the woman for all her help. Polly leaned in and whispered something into Olivia’s ear, and the other woman nodded. When she’d shut the door on Olivia, Polly came and grabbed the chair.



Quietly, she said, “Don’t worry. I didn’t tell her who you are.”



“I appreciate that.”



“Sorry about the slip earlier. I should’ve known you’d be wanting to keep your privacy.”



“No, you did great. Let me pay you for the trouble.”



Polly reached out and gripped his arm firmly. “Nope. No charge. Wouldn’t take it from anyone else, and I’m not taking it from you.”



“You’re good people, Polly. Thank you.”



She gave him a sly, lopsided grin. “You’re welcome. But if she don’t snap you up, I got next dibs, huh?”



“You got it,” he replied, laughing.



When Barrett slid into the driver’s seat, Olivia looked at him curiously. “Everything good? I heard you laugh.”



“She just mentioned I must look a damn fool trying to cram myself into a car this sized.”



* * *



Olivia didn’t want to say goodbye. She kept wracking her brain for a way to make the afternoon stretch on as they drove to her car. Invite him to dinner? Ask him if he wanted to go jogging sometime when she’d recovered? Tell him to throw her onto the hood of his car where he could do whatever he liked with her?



The last idea sent a little shiver down her spine. Whatever impression Barrett first gave was not how she saw him now. The power of his body under her touch, the kindness, and yes, the occasional tenting of his khakis, they left her feeling a little breathless. He’d joked earlier about this being their first date, but in the few hours they’d known each other, she felt like she knew Barrett on a much more intimate level than even that. Maybe it was just the Florence Nightingale effect. Maybe she was loopy from the throbbing pain in her ankle. But Olivia wanted to know, and she didn’t want to wait.



“Would you go with me to the hospital?” she blurted. Barrett glanced at her, and she blushed. “I just, uh… the only person I really know in town is my roommate and she’s gone on this big cross-country road trip. And there are my coworkers, but I don’t know their numbers or anything and I thought… maybe it would be, uh, nice just to have someone there to… you know.”



“Um. Sure,” Barrett said. “Yeah. No, that’s uh…”



“I mean, if you have the time and…”



“Yeah, I do…”



“…uh… you don’t mind that is, and…”



“…I don’t and I… yeah.”



At the next red light, Olivia unbuckled, leaned over, and kissed his cheek. “Thank you,” she said, falling back and blushing hard.



“Um. Yeah. No, uh, no problem.”



After they found her car and she hopped – literally – in, Olivia followed him to the hospital, grateful it was just a short drive. Her ankle had really swollen, and it hurt like hell to hit the brake and the accelerator.



“What are you doing, Olivia?” she murmured to herself more than once. “What are you doing, what are you doing, what are you doing?”



She didn’t know. And it was kind of fun.



The hospital took up whole blocks, and Barrett negotiated its twists and turns with ease, heading straight for an in-patient parking lot. He pulled into one of the furthest spots from the hospital, and she groaned softly. As anxious as she was to spend a little more time with the man, she didn’t fancy walking across the whole parking lot, not after what they’d just been through. But he must have called ahead or something, because a man in black scrubs barreled towards their cars with a wheelchair in hand.



Barrett stepped out of his car, his phone to his ear, and came around the side of her car to open her door for her. “I can get it myself,” she grumbled, but he wasn’t paying her any attention.



“All right, thanks, Samuel. It sounds… uh… fascinating. I trust your judgment. Don’t have too much fun down there, and if you do, well… tell me about it later.” He hung up, and smiled down at Olivia. “Sorry, my, um… business partner, of sorts.”



“Not doing much to convince me you’re not a mob boss, Barrett.”



He chuckled, but it sounded forced. “Yeah. I know.”



The nurse pulled the wheelchair up to Olivia’s door and helped her out. “Do you treat all your patients like this?” she asked.



The nurse spun her around so she was facing the door, and they started walking. “Oh no, Mr. Carney is a good friend to the hospital.”



“A good friend?”



“I come here sometimes and read to the kids on occasion,” Barrett said. The look he cast the nurse seemed almost angry.



The other man bobbed his head up and down quickly. “Yes, that’s right.”



“You read to kids too?” Olivia said. “I swear, how you’re not married…”



The nurse laughed hard at that – way too hard. “He would be a catch, that’s for sure.”



Through the main doors, they hustled straight down a long hallway to a clinic room all to themselves. While the nurse took her vitals quickly and efficiently, Barrett settled onto a stool. His massive frame looked almost comical balanced on the delicate chair, and Olivia smiled at him wearily. When the nurse helped her back into the wheelchair for x-rays, the big man followed along behind, keeping silent. She wondered if she’d upset him. Maybe she’d really interrupted his day. That business call sounded important.



Just like they’d blown past the inpatient crowd, they went right in front of the three people in the waiting room into the x-ray labs. “Don’t hustle all this because of me,” Olivia protested weakly as the nurse and x-ray tech helped her onto a table.



“It’s not because of you,” the nurse said cryptically. She couldn’t get anything more from him, though, and now Barrett really did look pissed.



The x-rays were painful, but over relatively quickly. She was helped back into the wheelchair yet again and led back to the same waiting room, where she was helped onto the clinic bed and given a warm, fresh blanket. Olivia didn’t realize how tired she was until right that moment.



The nurse excused himself. Barrett stepped to her side, taking her hand in his. “Can I get you anything?” he asked.



“Water, maybe. I’m so thirsty.”



Without another word, he stepped over to the sink, fishing a pair of plastic cups from a dispenser on the wall. He filled them both up and came back to the bed, passing them over. She gulped them down in two swallows each. As he refilled them, Olivia asked, “I screwed up your day, didn’t I?”



“What? No. Not at all.”



“I saw how angry you were in the x-ray room. It’s okay. You can go if you want to. I don’t mean to be… me.”



He came back to the bed and passed over one of the cups. Her hand brushed the back of his, and he shivered. “Olivia, I swear to you, it’s not you. I was grumpy at something the nurse said.”



She drank the water down, and shook her head when he offered to get her more. Instead, Olivia took his hand in both of hers, tracing the back of it with her fingers. Neither of them said anything until someone knocked on the door and a harried-looking doctor helped himself into the room.



* * *



A fracture, the doctor told them. A relatively minor one, but she’d need a cast to protect herself from any more harm. They wanted to keep her for a few hours to monitor her dehydration and make sure she wasn’t suffering any ill effects from the exertion. Barrett had to look away when they gave her a local anesthetic. He hated needles.



“I won’t be able to drive home, not with a cast,” she muttered. “Can I leave my car here until I can have a coworker pick it up?”



Barrett reached out and took her hand. Funny how natural that was becoming. “If you’ll trust me a little longer, I can have a friend swing by and drive it back. Um, if you want me to give you a ride home, that is.”



She looked at him as though this were silly. “I was counting on it, goofball. And thank you. I’ll pay your friend.”



“Stop,” he said, squeezing her soft hand with his own. “Trust me, my friends like doing nice things for people.” He pulled out his phone, texted someone, and within five minutes, had an answer. “Good to go whenever we are.”



As a new nurse wrapped Olivia’s leg in gauze, Barrett and Olivia’s hands never left each other. Something fundamental passed between them as the nurse worked. Oliva didn’t stop staring at Barrett, and he kissed her hand several times, unsure what the gesture meant, just knowing that he didn’t want this one opportunity to pass him by without making it clear he wanted her. He thought several times to speak his mind, but he couldn’t figure out how to put it to words.



I think I love you, and I barely know you. Maybe it’s the loneliness talking but I don’t think so. Whoever you are, Olivia Patterson, I want this to last.



“You’re… sweet on me,” Olivia said, blinking slowly at him when he brushed her fingers with his lips again.



“Guilty,” he murmured.



“I like you too, Barrett. You’re… nice. I’m sorry I was scared.”



“It’s okay.”



“No. I should… make it up to you.”



To Barrett’s surprise, Olivia slid her hand away from his and towards his belt. “Olivia, no-”



“It’s okay. I want to. I would like. To give you. A blowjob.”



The nurse glanced up sharply at that, and Barrett glanced in her direction, shaking his head. “It’s the anesthesia,” the nurse said. “Given how hard she pushed herself today…”



“Nom nom nom,” Olivia said, still trying to grab Barrett’s belt. “I saw this thing poking out in the park. It was huuuuuuge.”



Barrett grabbed Olivia’s wandering hand, and pressed it gently to her breast. “Olivia, thank you, but you don’t owe me-”



“You’re touchin’ my boobs,” Olivia said, giggling quietly. “You can touch something else if you want.” To the nurse, she said, “You can’t watch, though. Mr. I’m-a-secret-yakuza is mine.”



“Is she okay?” Barrett asked the nurse.



“Should be.”



“Be better with some of you in me,” Olivia muttered. “Well, okay, a lot of you.”



Barrett stopped her hand yet again from freeing him from his pants. “Olivia, I think I’m going to let the nurse here finish up.”



She tried to sit up. “Barrett.”



“Yeah?”



Her dark eyes found his, and though they were swimming from the anesthetic, she managed to focus in on him long enough that he could almost believe she was sober. “I want to see you again.”



His heart leaped. “You will. I promise. I’ll get you home and…”



“…we’ll have crazy S-E-X,” she concluded for him, glancing aside at the nurse as though the woman couldn’t spell.



Barrett laughed, and headed out.



For a while, he wandered the halls, not really doing much of anything. A few of the staff knew who he was, and acknowledged him warmly. Those who didn’t asked their coworkers quietly who the big man was. He tried to drown out those whispers. Here it was especially hard to get away from the people who knew him. After all, the whole of the children’s ward had been rebuilt practically on his shoulders alone, renamed for a cousin he barely remembered. They tried to put his name on the wing, and he’d balked, and hard. That had been Samuel’s doing, and it was the one and only time Barrett had ever yelled at his right-hand man.



Barrett fought tooth and nail every day not to let his wealth define him. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t enjoy the niceties of his work – and he really was in investments, just of a more experimental sort – but Barrett didn’t want people to think of him as that guy with money. That was what was so refreshing about Olivia. All she knew about him was what she’d gleaned during their long walk together, and she’d still come to like and trust him. That was something special for him, something unique. He’d taken home a dozen lovers who all seemed like the type, but all of them had been fake in their own way.



Olivia wasn’t just kind. Anyone could be kind. That was easy. Olivia was fundamentally good. Sure, she’d found him appalling at first, but that goodness helped her see the real him, a rarity for someone outside his family, Samuel, and the strange man who’d started all this for him.



That strange man was on his mind as he wandered the hospital. Had Declan sent Olivia to him? That would be weird, even by the hypnotherapist’s standards. Sure, Declan arranged for a few of his patients to meet, but in his sessions, Barrett mentioned that he wanted to meet a woman the old-fashioned way, some naturally occurring event that left him wanting more. Declan had even agreed with him wistfully, a rare showing of his personal side.



A quick phone call confirmed this. No, Declan told him, amused. He hadn’t set up a woman to take a fall on an obscure walking trail just to meet Barrett.



Well, that settled that, Barrett supposed. Olivia was the real thing.



He stopped in the gift store, picking up a few items at random. Was she a balloon person? Flowers? Chocolate? No. That didn’t seem like her at all. He idly thumbed through the cards on the rack, settling for a handmade one featuring a shot of the nearby mountains by a local photographer. Blank on the inside, too. Perfect. He could leave her his number, and if she was serious about things, maybe she’d call him sometime.



The clerk at the counter asked him pleasantly if he’d found everything he wanted, and Barrett glanced over. In a small rack beside the counter were a number of stuffed animals, all with thermometers or stethoscopes or the like. He picked up a frog, its webbed fingers splayed across its forehead as though it were feeling out its fever, and grinned. It was ugly and silly. In short, it was perfect.



He paid, filled out the card, and headed back towards Olivia’s room. The door was closed this time, and he peeked inside before he entered. Olivia slept, her hair a soft wrinkled mess against the pillow. The nurse sidled up to him, speaking quietly despite the wall between them and Olivia.



“Her reaction to the anesthesia was a bit stronger than we anticipated. We’re going to keep her here overnight, just for observation.”



“Oh,” Barrett said. “Okay. Uh, can I just put these in there? I left my number in case she needs me for anything.”



“Of course, Mr. Carney.”



“Thank you.”



He slipped in and left the frog and the card on the table beside her bed. If she was awake, he’d have kissed her right then and there, the anesthesia be damned. She was too beautiful in that moment to let slip away without some kind of show of affection, so he settled on raising her hand to his lips one last time, hoping against hope she called him soon.



* * *



Olivia slid into consciousness, her mind a thick blanket of fuzz and grogginess. Her ankle hurt, but it wasn’t nearly as sharp as it had been the day before. On the table next to her bed was a card and a stuffed frog, so garishly ugly it made her laugh. She had to pee something fierce, and hit the call button on the remote hanging off the side of her bed.



A few minutes later, a young woman in cute pink scrubs strolled in. “Oh, you’re awake! That was a heck of a nap.”



“What time is it?” Olivia said as the woman helped her sit up.



“Almost noon. Must’ve been exhausted.”



“I guess,” Olivia mumbled. The woman popped out and came back quickly with a pair of crutches. She helped Olivia walk to the bathroom. When she’d finished and returned to bed, the nurse brought over the card and the frog.



“You must be someone awfully special. The whole crew’s been talking about you nonstop.”



“What? Why?”



The nurse gaped at her, and held up the stuffed frog. “Well, Mr. Carney, of course.”



“I don’t get it. People seem to know him, but he told me he was just an investor?”



The nurse shook her head. “Oh honey. He’s not just some investor. He’s big bucks. Crazy rich.”



“What?” Olivia asked in disbelief.



“Yes, ma’am. Back when they found a bunch of mold in the kids’ wing, he paid to have it rebuilt. Practically by himself. Sixty million dollars.”



“He… what?”



“Check him out online sometime. You found yourself the golden goose, hon.”



The nurse checked her vitals, and left humming to herself. Olivia opened the card, her fingers trembling as she cried for no reason she could understand. Why? Why her?



 



Olivia,



We just met hours ago and I’m already falling for you. By the time you read this, someone will have probably told you who I really am. I never meant to lie to you. If you don’t call, I’ll understand, but I hope you do.



Barrett



 



The card fell from her hands, but she hardly noticed. Her hands shook so hard it took her three tries to dial the right number on the hospital phone to get him on the line.



* * *



He waited outside for her, leaning against the Mazda casually in a long-sleeved cream-colored button down and gray slacks. A pair of wood-framed sunglasses hid his eyes, but he took them off and stuffed them into his pocket as she was wheeled out.



“I’m sorry,” Barrett said, hooking his thumbs inside his pockets.



Olivia refused to look at him until they were both in the car, the crutches wedged between the two seats. “Thanks for the ride,” she croaked when he slid into his side and shut the door.



“You’re welcome. My coworker Max, he’s bringing your car around. I, um, I’d understand if you wanted to ride with him.”



“Your coworker? Or your employee?”



He sighed. “I consider him both. The people I work with, they’re basically family to me.”



Giant tears slid down her cheeks. “How do you trust me after this?”



“What?”



“How do you know that what I want is real? That it’s because you were a guy who helped a woman to her car, despite it taking, what, four freaking hours? How do you know that I want you because I think you’re kind of amazing, and not because you have a billion dollars or something?”



“I’m not quite a billionaire. Not liquid, anyways-”



“Barrett!”



For an answer, he turned in his seat and gripped her wrist. “Because I don’t care.”



“What do you mean?”



“If you’re going to break my heart, then break my heart. Do you want everything? Take everything. All I want is to have as much time with you as you’ll give me.”



“You can’t just say something like that, like it’s nothing!” she wailed. “I fought for every dollar I had in school. I spent my weekends working twelve hour shifts just so I could have a roof over my head. They told me you paid for my hospital bills. How do you know that if I sleep with you later that it’s not just me, desperate to get your money? How do I convince you I want you? I need you?”



“I don’t know!” he shouted. His hand fell away from hers, and he rubbed his eyes. “I don’t know. This isn’t easy for me, putting myself out there, even without the question of the money. Yeah, I arranged to pay your bills. I’m sorry. I overstepped. I won’t do something like that again. But I didn’t do it to impress you, damn it. I did it because… shit, I don’t know, it’s what I do. That sounds like I’m basically bending over and giving myself a blowjob, but you’ve gotta understand, I would’ve done it even if you hated me. It’s… I just… would have. It has nothing-”



She unbuckled, and shifting her weight carefully, she turned and grabbed his collar. His lips pressed softly into hers. Her tongue met his, swishing against each other gently. His hand splayed around the back of her head, pulling her tighter to him, the hot drops of her tears falling onto his chest.



When he finally pulled away, Olivia brushed her face with the back of her hands. “Would you take me home?” He did, unsure what her silence meant until they pulled up to the first red light. “Unzip your pants,” she whispered.



Barrett thought about arguing, about telling her she didn’t need to do this, but the good guy portion of his brain won out to plain and simple human need, and he fumbled at his belt and his pants, freeing his cock a long while after his light went green, drawing a few honks from the cars behind his and Olivia’s.



As he pulled forward again, Olivia reached up surreptitiously and indelicately spat into her hand. Once she’d worked up enough lubrication, she glanced down at what she was working with. With a deeply satisfied sigh, she gripped his hardening shaft, coating him slowly from tip to the base.



“Olivia,” he moaned.



“You focus on the road,” she scolded him. “I just wish I could lean over and do this the way I really want to.”



“You were pretty, um, vocal about that last night,” Barrett said, grinning.



She groaned even as she stroked the tip of his cock faster at the thought. “I was hoping that was sort of a dream.”



“Nope.”



There was little more talk between them as the GPS unit guided them to her apartment building. With twenty minutes across town, not counting traffic, Olivia took her time with the handjob, slowly working Barrett’s cock until it strained to met her every stroke. She grew more and more bold with the spitting, even at one point leaning directly over his lap to drool down onto the tip, right in full view of the oncoming traffic. She didn’t care. She felt wild, and free, and more than a little happy to be doing this for him.



Up and down, up and down, her delicate fingers slid. He loved when she stopped to tease just the first inch or so, working him faster and faster until he was nearly the brink before she stroked again slowly downward, cutting off his need before it overwhelmed him too soon. At a red light, he got his revenge of sorts. His hand snaked across to her thigh and slid against her sex through the fabric of her running shorts.



“Mm hm,” she murmured, stroking his cock faster as she dampened under his touch. But all too soon the light went green again, and his hand slid away. For the first time in her life, Olivia prayed for more red lights.



A half-mile from home, she stopped teasing and started working his cock in earnest, staring at his face as her hand jerked the tip fast. “Come for me,” she whispered. He glanced aside at her, his cheeks and forehead flushed. “Do it, Barrett. Come all over my little hand. I want to taste you before we go in.”



“Olivia,” he moaned.



She spit on her hand one last time, and found the rhythm he liked. Not quite fast, but definitely not gentle either. The car filled with the wet sound of her flesh jerking his, and he tensed.



“Close,” he said, hands wrapping tight on the steering wheel.



“Good.”



And like that, Barrett stiffened. His body barely jerked – he did have to get them to the apartment in one piece – but his cock shuddered in her hand. As he started to come, Olivia quickly removed her digits from his flesh and cupped them in front, catching most of his cream before it hit the dashboard. She waited until he could watch, then lifted her hand to her mouth, smiling at him. Slowly, audibly for his pleasure, she sucked him down, licking her hand clean for effect.



“That is probably the hottest handjob I’ve ever had,” he said breathlessly.



“And just in time, too. I’m the third building on the right up here.”



They pulled in, followed closely by Max. With her window rolled down, she guided the other man into a parking space up front while she had Barrett park a row back in the visitor area.



“Sorry, Barrett. As much as I like you, I can’t make an exception even for millionaires.”



He winced. “I think this goes without saying, but I’d really like to keep that quiet, if you don’t mind. That’s not how I want people to think of me.”



“I noticed. And my lips are sealed.” Tentatively, she patted his softening member. “And they’ll be around you soon enough. Um, if that’s what you want.”



“Hell yes,” he said, his voice tight. “There are things we should probably talk about first. Business things that might throw you off.”



She pulled away and examined him closely. “Are you a criminal?”



“No.”



“Immoral? Dangerous?”



“Dangerous, no. Immoral… I think that’s up to you to decide. I don’t think so, but I’ve also got certain beliefs that you might not share.”



She thought about that for a while and nodded. “Okay. We’ll go upstairs, and while you’re recovering, we’ll talk.”



“Thank you.”



* * *



After Max took off in a taxi with Olivia’s thanks, Barrett walked with Olivia up the stairs. On the second flight, she had to stop and adjust her crutches. “Didn’t think much about the stairs,” she said weakly.



For an answer, Barrett grinned, and pulled her gently to him. “What are you…?” she asked before he cupped his hands under her tight little bottom and lifted. Instinctively she curled her legs around him as best she could with the ankle cast, giggling madly. “I’ve gotta do this for myself sometime.”



“Yeah, but not today,” he murmured in to her ear before he kissed her forehead.



She felt so good in his arms. Small, lithe, warm. The little points of her nipples dug into his chest, and he couldn’t help squeezing her ass through her running shorts. She tucked her head against his neck and kissed his collar as he lifted her up the stairs carefully.



“Which floor?” he whispered to her as she sucked his earlobe into her mouth.



“Top one,” she breathed right into his ear, and just like that, his cock started to harden again almost miraculously. “Oh my.”



“I can’t believe what you do to me,” he grunted as she wrapped her legs tighter around him.



“I don’t want foreplay.”



He nodded. “Have your keys ready.”



On the top landing, she told him to put her down, and as she balanced against him with one hand, she dug through her handbag for the keys as he frantically dug out his wallet and broke out his emergency condom. He slipped it on under his pants and underwear before hefting her back up again. Her place was two doors down, but it seemed like a mile, so intense was his need for Olivia.



Beside her door, he drove her against the wall, his cock rubbing against her sex through the fabric of her clothes, and she moaned, “Yes, Barrett, yes.” He snatched the key from her, jabbed it at the lock once, twice, and finally managed it on the third try, and then they were in. He spun and rested her back against the nearest bare wall. Furiously, he undid the clasps on his belt and practically ripped it free from its loops. His pants fell, and all that separated them was the fabric of his underwear and her shorts.



He knelt, and far more gently than Barrett had been with his own clothes, Barrett slid her shorts down her legs, baring her delicate little pussy for him – and it was delicate, hardly more than a slit with only the faintest hint of pink lips. He couldn’t help kissing it.



“I’m not very clean down there,” she whispered, flushed both from the heat of the moment and from embarrassment.



“It’s okay. I can’t wait to take my time later.”



He kissed the little nub of her clit and rose again, sliding his boxers down his legs. Again he lifted her, staring her straight in her beautiful brown eyes as he pressed the tip of his cock to her lips. She nodded once at the unspoken question, and he slipped the tip of his cock into her.



Against the wall, she arched her back, presenting her still-clad breasts to Barrett as she moaned. With his hands still gripping her ass, he slowly fed her more of his prick, her eyes squeezing shut. God, she felt good around him. Tight and slick all at once, and so warm. Her cast scraped his thigh as she gasped in pleasure,



“Oh, Barrett… so full…”



Inch by inch he slid into Olivia, taking his time until she was used to him. When she opened her eyes again, a beautiful, peaceful smile spread across her face. He kissed her cheeks and her chin, and leaned his forehead against hers.



“Ready?” he whispered.



“Mm hm.”



Slowly Barrett slid nearly out of her, raising her slightly as her hands hooked around his neck. Olivia gasped when he thrust back in, quicker and more powerfully this time. Again he raised her slowly, and again he thrust, building up a rhythm she liked. His powerful arms held her gently, with his prick doing all the work for him. She’d never been handled like this, so expertly, so assuredly. And the way he filled her with each thrust, waves of pleasure rolled from her pussy throughout her body, down all the way to her toes and all the way up her spine.



They said little to each other besides unintelligible gasps and moans, but their eyes danced even as their bodies started moving faster and faster. I love you, his grayish browns told her darker smoldering eyes. I love you and I never want anyone else. And Olivia, for whom these last two days were a dream, a beautiful couldn’t-be-real dream, she spoke right back with her own – be here, with me. My heart is yours, if you’ll take it.



His prick started building more and more momentum, his thrusts shaking her whole body. Her body responded in kind as she started meeting the bounce of his hips with her own, her pussy clamping around his prick each time as if it never wanted to let him go. So close, so very close, she forced her eyes to stay open, to stare at the face she’d been so terrified of at first, to memorize this moment.



“So beautiful,” he murmured.



That did it for her. With one final, soundless wail, she slid down onto his cock one last time before pleasure washed over her in a hard rush. She came and came, trying to keep him in focus even when her eyes blurred from tears born of her sweet release. Before she came down entirely, he was turning with her, gently duck-walking with her, his cock still buried to the hilt into her as he guided Olivia to her bed, laying her down gently, careful not to brush her cast. He reached forward – so tall! – and grabbed one of her pillows, folding it in half before he pushed her up on the bed, his cock finally freed from her.



“You didn’t-” Olivia started, her hand reaching down to stroke her quivering clit.



“I didn’t want it that way. Lift your leg, baby.”



She complied, and he folded the pillow in half, resting it under her bad foot. She lowered it, grateful, and as he carefully slid back into her, missionary-style, she realized her fear about him leaving was silly. The look on Barrett’s face was pure adulation, He lifted her shirt just far enough to see her small breasts encapsulated in their sports bra. With a smile, she peeled it down for him, freeing her small pink nipples surrounded by the even softer rings of her areoles. Barrett leaned down to kiss each nipple in turn, and she arched her back both in pleasure and to give him better access. Under her thighs, his hands caressed and squeezed the soft skin, and he began to thrust again, this time more gently.



“Tell me this is real,” she whispered. “Tell me there’s someone this good in the world and he’s mine.”



“I’m yours. I’m real.” He glanced up at the wall and grinned. “And you, tell me I’m really making love to a woman with a framed Eddie Macomb picture on the wall.”



“Hey now,” she protested, fighting back a giggle. “I can like boy bands. Besides, it’s autographed.”



He leaned down and kissed her cheek. “You’re adorable,” he whispered.



His pace quickened after that. One of his hands released her thigh and ran down the tufts of her pubic hair until his thumb brushed her clit. She propped herself up on her elbows, watching his hand work.



“Gentle,” she whispered. He glanced up and nodded, and slowed the rhythms of his thumb. She sighed happily, her body responding again to his thick cock and his expert hand. She’d had orgasms with other men, usually when they went down on her, but never twice, and never during actual sex itself. Barrett wasn’t just good, he was great, but he wasn’t cocky about it. She adored that. His every touch was attentive and giving, just the kind of man she’d been hoping for someday.



Her hard little clit loved being rubbed just ever so softly. Barrett stopped only to rub along her pussy lips, gathering a little of her moisture on his thumb to continue the gentle massage. His other hand brushed the underside of her legs, stroking her sensitive thigh, her ass, every inch of her his large hand could manage to caress. She squirmed on the bed, her hands slipping everywhere along her body she could reach – across her nipples, down her belly, back up to her throat, pulling on her own hair. Her fingers joined his hand on her clit, and she held his wrist in place as Olivia rolled to a slow, luxuriously pleasant orgasm. Her eyes slipped closed, and she smiled softly, whispering his name, whispering things she probably shouldn’t tell a guy before they’d even had their first real date.



He said them right back, and Olivia believed him.



Barrett’s hand slipped away from her pussy and gripped under her thigh again. He wasn’t forceful, but his cock slid in faster now, his own need close. Olivia opened her eyes and raised a hand to her mouth, sucking lightly on her thumbnail, staring at him, silently watching his powerful body work. He might have the face of a kneebreaker, but his body was damn near perfect, his abs defined, his pecs flexing with every thrust.



Barrett leaned down one last time to suck her nipples into his mouth, taking his time, teasing her, and then he placed his hands beside her shoulders and started pumping. She cupped his face in her palms, tracing his cheeks with her fingernails, and he stiffened.



“Olivia, oh God, Olivia…”



He pumped one last time into her, his whole body tightening up before he pulled back gently. Slowly his cock slid back out of her, deflating gently as he peeled off the used condom and tossed it into a wastebasket beside her bed. Barrett collapsed beside her on the bed, and Olivia instinctively rolled onto her side so he could spoon her, She wanted to talk, wanted to find out what he needed to tell her, but exhaustion and his warmth washed over her, and slowly she slid down into the darkness, a little afraid he’d be gone when she woke up again.



* * *



But Barrett didn’t leave, not that day.



When they woke again, he helped her into the shower, insisting with a sly grin she definitely needed his help washing up. His sudsy hands spent quite a while making sure her breasts, her ass, and her pussy were clean. With two of his fingers thrusting inside her, Olivia came so hard she nearly fell, and they both decided maybe the shower wasn’t the best place to be fooling around until she was out of her cast.



When they finally managed to get dressed, Olivia fixed them a late afternoon meal, the first either of them had eaten all day. They cuddled together on the couch as they ate, and finally Barrett began to talk.



He didn’t tell her everything – there was simply no way to explain Declan or the rest of his investors without meeting him, but he promised himself he’d introduce the two as soon as possible. The lie hurt, but Barrett told her only a slight variation on the truth, that he’d met Declan a year after getting his finance degree.



“I had been working at this big bank, but it was awful work. We accepted anybody who walked in, even the people who couldn’t afford it. You wanted to open a savings account, great, but we’d charge you a stupid fine for keeping anything less than five hundred in the bank. First time loan? You got it, but we charged astronomical interest rates. Should have been criminal. Only a few of our customers knew what they were walking into. One day, this family comes in, looking to get a loan to buy a house. The wife’s obviously pregnant, and I just… I just couldn’t do it to them. I told them the name of a less sleazy place downtown, and just like that, I was out on my ass.”



Olivia listened quietly, munching on the last third of a BLT. She idly stroked his thigh, and nestled her head against his chest as she chewed.



“A friend of mine got me in as a low-level manager for a big office. Really wasn’t a bad job and I liked the people I worked with. They started coming to me for financial advice. Little stuff here and there, like looking over paperwork for cars, that sort of thing. But I’m having kind of a hard time of it, because this really wasn’t the life I wanted to live, and I was having a rough go of things socially. A friend of mine suggested I go see a therapist, who wound up being this really great guy, Declan. To make a long story kind of shorter, Declan and some of his wealthier friends decided to take a gamble on me and some of my investment ideas. They gave me my first million, and I turned it into five in a couple of years thanks to some biotech firms I’d been keeping tabs on.”



“Wow,” she breathed.



He nodded. “I owe Declan everything. When I tried to pay him back, he told me to keep going, to see what I could do. I was terrified of failing, but we worked on that in our sessions, and it kind of worked. I’m still a little bit painfully awkward – I think I apologized to you a thousand times yesterday – but financially, I’ve just sorta been… doing good.”



Olivia laughed. “That’s the biggest understatement of the day. But none of that sounds shady.”



“Well…” Barrett started, and sighed. Then he really started to explain things. The stranger, more out-there investments he liked to make. About Samuel’s adult charter school and the loose moral code by which the teachers would work. About the hook-up site that would ease the justified paranoia of women by limiting the male numbers to a very select few in each city. About the video game company set to start releasing games in a few years meant to help the socially inept and awkward through real-life scenarios, played out on their computers and televisions, written by some of the nation’s top sex experts.



Olivia pushed away from him, and Barrett thought that was it. “It sounds almost like you’re a pimp,” she said flatly.



“No, that’s not…” He cleared his throat as he really thought about that. “Well… in a very roundabout way, I suppose, but I like to think I’m making it easier for people to find the ones they love and that love them back. or the lifestyle they really want. I don’t think of the sex part of it as us whoring out women. Or men, for that matter. Every one of them is approaching this fully aware and protected by us. Samuel’s amazing on that end of things. He has a nose for talent and…”



“You’re still using people’s bodies to make a profit,” Olivia snapped.



“Do you know what my company’s final take will be on Samuel’s school?” Barrett asked. “Less than three percent, and that’s going to be invested into future projects. The teachers won’t have to have sex. That’s not a must. We’re not demanding it. Same goes with every other project. We want to explore new ways of doing things, of approaching life. And so far, we’ve been tremendously successful. We’re trying to remove some of society’s social stigmas in safe environments, all to help people live happier, freer lives.”



“And what about us, Barrett? I don’t want to be a side thing for you. I don’t ever want to have to compete against someone else so you can live your happier, freer life.”



“I don’t want anyone else, Olivia. I don’t know what this is between us, but I’ve never felt this strongly about someone in the first twenty-four hours. What we said when we were making love, I meant it. I don’t want there to ever be another woman. I barely know you and I’m falling-”



“Don’t say it, please don’t say it,” Olivia begged, crying.



He fell silent, and leaned forward, not looking at her. “I… I should go.” He stood up and settled his plate on the coffee table. Barrett couldn’t meet her gaze as he fumbled towards the door.



“Wait,” she said as his hand brushed the knob.



“I have to say it,” he whispered. “I’d be lying otherwise.”



“I’m falling in love with you too,” she said. He turned. She tried to rise to her good foot, balancing on the edge of the couch with her hand, and Barrett rushed to her, picking her up again, kissing her softly, gently.



“Who I am, what we’re doing…” he said, and she shut him up with a bevy of more kisses until he brought her back to the bedroom.



Later, much much later, as he spooned her, idly stroking the soft down of her pubic hair, she turned her head. “I want to talk to the women involved.”



He nodded. “I can arrange that.”



“If I don’t like what I find, I’m out the door. Barrett, I… think I love you, but…”



“I get it. If you don’t like what you find out, I won’t stop you.”



“Thank you.”



He nuzzled her neck. Two days. Two days, and he’d already fallen for Olivia. Some of the gambits he’d taken financially had him knotted up for weeks or months on end, but this, with her body pressed against him, her fingers intertwining with his, this felt like the surest bet Barrett had ever taken in his entire life.













Road Trip for Three



 



Contains: M/F, MFF, loads of wildly unbelievable sexy situations in the backs of cars. Pretty much getting what the title says here, people.



 



Fifty hours.



That was how long Vaughan estimated they’d be in the van from Seattle to Tampa at a minimum, and that didn’t count stops. Factor in food, hotels, and all the touristy crap Piper wanted to do, and they were looking at a full week on the road, at least. His ass ached just from thinking about the lack of mobility.



At least Piper was paying for pretty much all the essentials. Not that Vaughan wouldn’t have chipped in, but she was insistent.



“It’s you doing me the favor, Vaughan. I’d be going anyways. Think of it as a free vacation. How can you say no to that?”



He couldn’t, actually. Vaughan was lucky enough to have landed a great job right out of school at a big box store’s corporate office in Seattle. In two years, he was already being groomed for management, and spent every hour he could manage at the office. His boss, a lovely middle-aged woman named Helen, told Vaughan he had to start taking his paid time off, or he’d risk losing it.



“Relax,” she told him. “Take a vacation somewhere. You’re doing great, Vaughan, but you keep going like this, you’re going to burn out.”



When he came home that night and broke the news to Piper, his best friend and his roommate, she laughed.



“You, take a vacation?”



“What?” Vaughan asked defensively.



“V, your whole life is pretty much work, the gym, and crashing at home. You’ve lived here, what, two years, and I can count the number of times on this finger you’ve been out sightseeing.”



“That’s not true.”



“Yeah? Have you been to the Needle?”



Vaughan shrugged, still browsing vacation ideas. A cruise, maybe? Was he a cruise kind of guy? “I went to Pike’s with you last week.”



“That was a month ago.”



“Well…”



“And you only went to find something for your boss’s birthday.”



“I…” He sighed and closed his laptop. “Okay, so I don’t take a lot of time off. What do you think I should do?”



Piper’s eyes crinkled in her cute little way. Back when he first moved in and Piper was his old roommate’s significant other, he’d have done anything to make her smile like that. She was almost unfairly beautiful in a girl-next-door sort of way. Tall, and lean, with curves that suited her frame just perfectly, neither too large or too small. Pale blonde hair she usually streaked with brown. Absolutely to-die-for legs she used to flaunt in short shorts that made his cock one very happy camper. Now she was just Piper, his roomie, and yeah, maybe Vaughan did jerk off to her pretty often, especially when he caught the sound of her playing with her vibrator in her room, but she was first and foremost his friend.



“I have an idea,” she’d said. “It’s not going to sound fun at first, but hear me out. Half my shit here is pre-John. I’ve been meaning to get it all home since he left, but I just never really had the chance.”



“Home, as in, Florida home?”



She nodded. “I’ve been holding onto him way too long. Maybe not him, but those years of my life, you know? It’s time I got rid of all the old life and move on.”



“We could have a garage sale.”



“Nah. Besides, this gives us an excuse for a road trip.”



Vaughan gaped at her. “To Florida?”



“Hell yeah!”



“Oh hell no.”



Piper punched his arm. “Come on. Come on come on come on.”



He groaned. “Don’t start that.”



“Come onnnn, come on, cooooooooooooome on-”



“Come for me, V.”



The memory of their one night together, that one terribly awkward, amazing night, stopped him as he thought about Piper riding on top of him, her breasts dangling tantalizingly close to his mouth.



“-coooooome ooooooooon…”



“All right, all right,” he groused.



The plan escalated from a fruity half-assed concoction that evening to a full-tilt party-on-wheels, as an old college friend of Piper’s wanted to come along too. Vaughan grumbled about this too until Piper showed him a picture of her.



“Jeee-sus,” he breathed, jerking the phone out of her hands.



The photo showed Piper and Remi in… well, almost nothing at all. Their barely-there bikinis did almost nothing to conceal their breasts, and the vee of their bottoms promised a pair of tantalizing treasures just a slip of fabric away. And if Piper was beautiful, Remi was utterly, stunningly sexy, her ass pressed against her friend’s hip as she flipped the camera a peace sign, her other arm wrapped around her breasts, trying to hide her modesty.



She couldn’t hide the fact that she was stacked, though. Full-breasted, and the hips might have been molded by an artist.



“This has to be faked,” he said, as Piper swatted the phone out of his hands and on the floor.



“Nope. She’s that hot.”



“All right, yep, uh huh, I’m good with her going.”



She knelt for the phone, giving him a spectacular view of her tight ass straining through her yoga pants. Piper wasn’t afraid to flaunt what she had, but usually around him she was a little modest. Now he could see everything outlined clearly. “Uh, Pipes,” he muttered.



“Oh, sorry, ass in your face.” She grabbed the phone and stood up, glancing back as he tried to sneak in a quick adjustment to his suddenly tight pants. “Whoops.”



“Shaddup.”



It might have been Vaughan’s imagination, but in the weeks leading up to the trip, Piper seemed even more sexually playful. Twice he caught her coming out of the shower as she was toweling off when she had to know he was home. The way the towel just barely covered her modesty was awfully suspicious too, but he wasn’t complaining. Twice in the kitchen when he was cooking, she wandered in, making shows of searching for things in the fridge or the freezer. Both times when she turned around, he had to fight the urge to stare at her nipples poking through the tanks she liked to wear around the house. Usually Piper wore a sports bra under, but according to her, it was now apparently always laundry day, despite the lack of dirty clothes scattered in her bedroom.



Two days before Remi was due to fly in – and three days before their road trip – Piper paraded through the house in nothing more than silky red panties and a bra that hid so little it might as well have been utterly pointless. Vaughan finally had enough when she came back out in a deliciously short nightie that barely stretched past her pussy, still encased in those amazing panties. He stood up, yawned, and dropped his pants right there, revealing his half-hard cock.



Piper yelped, actually yelped, and ducked back into her bedroom. “What are you doing?”



“What are you doing?” he replied in turn. “You’ve been teasing me for weeks.”



“I’m not teasing you!”



“Come on, Pipes. You are definitely teasing me.”



“No, I’m not.”



He sighed. “All right, fine. Then I’m sorry for dropping trou.”



A few minutes later, she opened up and stormed out in much more modest fleece pajama bottoms and a sports bra. It still revealed a lot of flesh, but this was the Piper he was used to, and his prick settled for only a mild snarl of approval at the sight of her cute innie belly button and the small valley of visible cleavage.



She crashed onto the sofa next to him and stole the remote away to turn off the TV. “Maybe I’m being a little crazy.”



“A little?”



“Come on, I’m trying to have a moment here.”



He leaned forward and settled his half-empty bottle of beer on the table. “All right, spill it.”



“It’s… I don’t know. I’ve been getting everything ready to move, and I’ve been finding more and more of his shit in little corners. Stuff I didn’t expect to find.”



“His” could only refer to John. “Fuck John,” Vaughan said gamely, an old favorite saying of theirs in the days following his “Dear Piper” moment.



“Fuck. John,” Piper said, but there was no real enthusiasm to it. “I’ve been throwing it all away. For real this time. But there’s still so much of him in all the stuff I actually want to hold onto. It drives me crazy to have so many good memories mixed in with all his bullshit. I thought I’d moved on, and here I am, ripping open old wounds.”



“Hey, I mean, you guys dated for, what, eight years? It’s okay to still be hurt.”



“It’s been so long, though…”



Knowing when his shoulder was needed for its number one primary purpose, Vaughan slid across the couch and patted it. She grinned and started snuffling before she’d even buried her face against his shoulder, nuzzling it. “You’ve always been there, Vaughan.”



“Hey, and I always will be. Buds, right?”



“Buds,” she replied.



* * *



Even fresh from a five-hour flight, Remi was a bombshell. Every straight guy at the gate watched her stride out the door. A demure blue blouse couldn’t hide the bounce of her ample breasts, and even though her jeans were nowhere near pasted on, they still did little to hide the swell of her hips or the roundness of her ass. Her dark hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, leaving a pair of loose tendrils framing her high cheekbones and strong jaw. She was a picture of relaxed sexiness, and Vaughan regretted every complaint he’d made to Piper about her dragging him to the airport with her.



“Remi!” Piper squealed – actually squealed, much to Vaughan’s amusement.



“Pip!” Remi shouted, and weaved through the slower moving people in front of her to dash out of the arrival gate, her arms flung wide to embrace her old friend.



The sight of the two women, one beautiful, the other one heart-attack-inducing sexy, caused more than a few whispers among the onlookers – and more than a few nudged ribs from some pissed-off wives and girlfriends.



“Oh my God, I can’t believe how good you look!” Remi said, finally pulling back, her hands resting on Piper’s shoulders.



“Aw, thanks, babe. Ever since V and I started talking about doing this, I’ve been doing mad crunches and squats.” Piper had, too. Vaughan could vouch for it. She often did her workouts in the living room where they had the most space. God bless yoga pants. “You look amazing as always, Rem.”



“Aw, thanks. I plan on destroying my diet this trip, though. I am on a quest for the greatest burger across the United States, and you’re going to help me do research.”



Piper laughed. “Oh yeah. Definitely.” She turned and laid a hand on Vaughan’s bicep, squeezing gently. “Remi, this is Vaughan. He’s going to be the muscle for us this trip.”



“Pleasure,” he said, giving Remi his best smile, showing her a little hint of teeth.



“Oh wow, he is handsome,” Remi said to Piper. Piper blushed, and ignoring his outstretched hand, Remi came in for a hug. Her ample breasts flattened against his chest. He didn’t know if he’d ever smelled something so tasty as her vanilla lotion. His cock roared to attention. When she finally backed away, there was a hint of color to Remi’s cheeks. “Thanks for sparking all this to life. This is going to be so much fun!”



“Yeah, it will,” he said, silently grateful to whatever guardian angel was responsible for him being able to speak intelligibly. Fifty hours. In a van. With these two.



Holy shit.



* * *



That night, Piper and Remi had shopping they needed to do, so they dropped Vaughan off back at the house. Their two-bedroom rental might have been on the fringe of the suburbs rather than the downtown luxurious condo both Vaughan and Piper dreamed about, but it was still a nice place, with a small yard complete with its own cherry tree. The interior was relatively modern, though the cramped accommodations left them very little room for privacy, which could be a bit awkward when they had to explain to overnight hook-ups what their situation was like.



Funny enough, no one seemed to believe that such a handsome guy and a beautiful woman could be anything but just friends.



After Piper and Remi dropped him off, Vaughan stared at the long line of boxes near the front door and sighed. “No way that’s all going to fit in the van tomorrow,” he muttered to himself.



After checking the fridge Vaughan pulled out the last of the food they needed to use up before the next day’s trip. A handful of roast beef lunchmeat was chopped and fried, then sprinkled generously with cheese. The poor man’s Philly cheesesteak hit the spot, and he decided to cap off the night with a light workout.



One of Vaughan’s great pleasures was taking care of his body. Sure, he wasn’t a health food nut, but he more or less kept to a good diet, and more than made up for any discrepancies with daily workouts at a local gym on his way home every evening. That night, he didn’t feel much like going all that way, so he grabbed a pair of light and heavy dumbbells from his room and ran through a mixture of light cardio and a more intense abs and glutes workout. Half hoping Remi and Piper would come through the door and fall madly head over heels for his sweaty frame, his fifteen-minute workout turned into half an hour, at which point Vaughan realized he should probably call it quits.



A quick shower and a half a comedy later, and the two friends still weren’t home. He yawned, headed to his room to check his work emails one last time before the vacation, and fell asleep on his bed with his laptop beside him. Sometime during the night, the front door crashed open, followed by two feminine giggles and a hoarse, “Sorry!” aimed in the direction of his room.



“Shh. He’s sleeping,” he heard Piper say.



“Maybe we should go wake him up,” Remi said, giggling.



Vaughan closed his eyes again, smiling faintly. Yeah, this trip was going to be a wild one.



* * *



But that wasn’t the end of that night’s fun.



“V,” a voice whispered in the dark hours later.



“Sleeping, Pipes,” he murmured.



“I know. I’m sorry.”



Her weight pressed down on the bed beside him. He cast back the covers, and ran a hand over his eyes. “’s everything okay?” he asked.



“Great. Yeah. But I had to tell you something and I don’t know when else I’ll get a chance.”



“Okay.”



She leaned in close, her breath tickling his neck, and whispered into his ear, “Whatever happens on the trip, go with it. Don’t be a gentleman.”



His eyes fluttered open. “Huh?”



A hand felt for him in the darkness and fell on his stomach. He slept nude, and Piper knew it, but that didn’t stop her fingers from trailing down across his belly button to the thatch of between his belly and his groin. “She’s a bit… shy. You’ll have to be the one to lead.”



“I don’t get it.”



“You will.” Was she… crying? What the fuck?



Piper’s fingers stroked further down, reaching the top of his shaft. Vaughan struggled to sit up, but her other hand pressed him back down. “Shh,” she whispered. “Just… tonight. Let me have this one chance.”



Her fingernails traced little lines along his shaft, and Vaughan hardened in a hurry. “Pipes,” he moaned.



What the hell was going on? First the teasing, now this? Not that he was complaining, especially as she reached his sensitive tip and curled her fingers into a tube, wrapping them delicately around his cock and just resting there for a moment.



Her hand caressed upwards, and Vaughan pleaded with whoever was responsible for this divine moment to never let it end. Their one night together held little foreplay – he’d tried to eat her out, but Piper had yanked him up onto the bed and rode him to a hard and fast orgasm, with his own coming just minutes after hers.



But now Piper was taking her time, luxuriously stroking him to what felt like the hardest his prick had ever been. Her other hand remained on his chest, her fingers flexing with every stroke of the other. She said nothing, letting her words known through the gentle handjob.



On one upwards stroke, she stopped near his head, and jerked him harder a few times. He moaned appreciatively, and she silenced him with a kiss, her fingers still working his sensitive tip. He tried to chase her lips when she pulled away, but she pushed him back down and started stroking him eagerly, longer, fuller strokes than just the tip, but definitely with an aim to finish him off.



He wished he could see this – his sexy roommate leaning over him, her hair falling down around her shoulders, the look of pleased determination on her face he knew all too well from nights spent playing video games or doing shots. What was Piper wearing? Anything at all? He was tempted to reach out and learn, but she was so insubstantial in that moment he was afraid that if he touched her, she’d evaporate away and this hot fucking moment would be lost to a dull memory.



Up and down, up and down. The tip of his cock leaked a little precum, and she swirled it around, getting the first quarter inch of his prick nice and lubricated.



“I want you, Piper,” he whispered.



A sharp intake of breath, but she said nothing still.



Faster now she pumped his cock, her hand gripping the loose skin and rubbing it up and down like she knew all his favorite ways of getting himself off.



“Kiss me again, please,” Vaughan murmured.



Her hand jacked him, and he strained against the churning need in his balls for release. He finally dared to touch her – not her body, but her hand on his chest, gripping it with both of his.



“Whatever you want from me, Piper.”



She gasped again, and now he was sure she was crying a little.



Still her hand worked, and he started to stiffen. “Close.”



Up and down, up and down, and something roared deep inside Vaughan. His back arched and he stiffened, eyes shooting open despite the darkness as he came and came and came, spurting all over his belly.



She kept jacking him until he could take no more and gripped that hand with both of his own, stopping her from overworking his sensitive prick. Exhausted, spent, and totally flummoxed, Vaughan’s eyes slipped closed again, and he relaxed back against the pillows. Piper freed her hand from his, leaned next to his ear, and whispered, “Take. Control.”



And like that, she was gone again.



* * *



Vaughan woke up sure the night before had been a dream, but given the dried come on his belly, it must have been real. “What the hell?” he muttered to himself, and rolled out of bed to a surprisingly normal world.



Remi and Piper sat at the kitchen table sipping coffee. He was glad he’d slipped on a shirt to cover up the evidence of the night before, because Remi was dressed in a nearly sheer sundress that made his throat jump about eight feet. Not that Piper was lacking in the looks department that morning either – her khaki shorts showed off a delicious expanse of tanned thighs, and her comfortable tank did little to conceal a pink cotton bra. Both of them looked far readier than he felt.



“Morning!” Remi said cheerfully.



Vaughan grunted something vaguely appropriate in return, staring right at Piper. She didn’t meet his gaze, and was focused instead on her “last minute” list of things to do before they headed out that morning.



“Uh, Piper-” he started.



“Grab a shower. If we hurry and get the boxes loaded, we can get out of here an hour early,” his roommate said, scribbling something down as she continued to studiously look anywhere but him.



“Right. Uh. Right.”



A dozen questions died on his lips, and Vaughan did as he was told, wildly confused but eager to see where all this was going. It was difficult not to jerk one out in the shower thinking about what had happened in the night, but he kept his shower quick and to the point. After toweling himself off and shaving, he tossed the last of his personal items into a travel bag. Only later would he realize the box of condoms he’d bought in hope for the trip was missing, stuffed into a corner of the bathroom pantry.



His solitary duffel bag was loaded mostly with shorts, slacks, tees, and polos, but someone – more than likely Piper – had pulled some of his clothing and replaced it with a few dressier button-downs. He sighed, shook his head, and tossed on a pair of shorts, an undershirt, and an unbuttoned short sleeve shirt. After a splash of light cologne, Vaughan checked himself in the mirror. Good enough.



Out in the living room, he walked smack dab into one of the most beautiful sights of his life – Remi bent over her luggage, rummaging for something. Her curvaceous ass just begged for his hands. She tossed a glance over her shoulder and stood upright, a bottle of sunscreen in hand. Her cheeks bloomed with color.



“Sorry. Must have given you a show.”



“Not a bad one.”



She winced. “Ooof. That’s a terrible line.”



“Sorry. But you kind of left me brainless there for a moment.”



She laughed. It was a good laugh, softer, fuller than Piper’s higher pitched tinkle. “That’s much better.”



“Thanks.”



Fuck me, I’m in trouble,
 Vaughan thought. Out loud, he said, “Where’s Pipes?”



“She hates that nickname.”



“I know. That’s exactly why I use it.”



Remi uncapped the sunscreen and spread a fair-sized dollop in her hands. Vaughan’s eyes were drawn to it, visions – or sounds, as it were – of the previous night’s handjob flashed in his head.



Take. Control.



“Want me to get your upper back?” he asked as Remi started spreading it across her tanned arms.



She cocked her head. “Another line?”



“No funny stuff, I promise. But the back of that dress is pretty low. If you don’t need the help…” He shrugged and headed for the kitchen and the coffee pot.



Remi bit the side of her lip, and as he passed, stopped him with a hand. “Sorry. The help would be nice. I’m just nervous.”



He took her hands in his, swiping the last of the sunscreen from her and spreading it across his palms to warm it up. “Don’t be, Remi. Really. If I make you uncomfortable, you say the word and I back off. We’re all out to have fun this week, whatever that means, so you and Piper, we do whatever you like.”



She nodded and turned around, pulling her ponytail out of the way for him to spread the lotion on her skin. It wasn’t quite flawless – no one’s ever really was, but he liked the spread of freckles across her spine and the little mole peeping out from the edge of her bra.



“If Piper trusts you, I trust you,” she murmured over her shoulder.



“Good.” He started by gently rubbing the sunscreen into her shoulder blades, a relatively neutral zone, and just like that, he could actually feel the tension in her spine release a little. Remi might be a slow chase, but that was fine. He had seven days at the minimum to enjoy this.



“Speaking of, she ran to get the van.”



“Cool. I swear, I think there are more boxes today than there were yesterday.” His fingers slipped upwards to her shoulders, careful not to dip over to the expanse of her breasts, no matter how much his libido was shouting at him to do it. She curved her head back and forth as he took the liberty of massaging a little.



“You’ve got gentle fingers. I like that.”



“I took weekly massage lessons once upon a time. If I was giving you the real deal, I’d probably go a bit harder.”



Remi glanced over her shoulder again, and this time her grin was a little devilish. “Oh?” she asked playfully. “Might have to take you up on that.”



Vaughan snickered and shook his head. “Now who’s giving who the lines?”



“Seriously, though, if the rest of your massage is this nice, then we are definitely hooking up at some point. For a massage, I mean.”



“Uh huh.”



She giggled, and he rubbed down along her shoulder blades again to the lowest point in the summer dress’s dip, about a quarter of the way down her back. “Okay, I think that’s good.” She turned, and quick as a bird, surprised him with a chaste little peck on the cheek. “Thank you, Vaughan.”



Her faces just inches from his, Vaughan forced himself not to kiss her. He could just take her right there – lay her back on the kitchen table, slide that dress up, and…



The door thumped open and Remi turned. Vaughan noticed she didn’t step away as Piper crashed inside, holding a couple of shopping bags.



“Snacks!” Piper proclaimed, then gaped at the two of them. “Did I interrupt something fun?”



“Just sunscreening it up,” Remi said, grinning.



Given Piper’s strange emotional twists and turns, he expected a fit or maybe frostiness, but instead, a slow, honest grin slid across Piper’s face. “Uh huh. And by sunscreen, you mean-”



“Just sunscreen, Piper,” Vaughan said, heading for the kitchen to finally grab that coffee. “By the way, there’s no way we’re getting all this in the van.”



“There’s no we. Remi and I are loading it all up. You are on breakfast duty,” Piper told him. Remi nodded, grinning. “Fetch us almond and chocolate croissants, serving boy!”



“Seriously, I can help you haul boxes-”



“Nope,” Remi said. “We got this.”



“I-”



Piper joined him in the kitchen, and leaned in close to whisper, “Go.” Vaughan glanced at her, and she squeezed his shoulder. He sighed, and went.



* * *



Not only was the van loaded by the time he got back with a small bag full of croissants, but the two women were completely locked and loaded. Already seated up front, they were arguing about whether they should go authentic road trip and listen to FM stations or if they should go full modern with satellite radio and playlists. They settled on FM while in the cities and satellite on the highways.



Remi called shotgun, which Vaughan would have given up anyways since this was the friends’ first visit together in a while. But he immediately regretted not calling it himself when he got a load of the boxes in the back of the van.



“Piper… there’s no way I can sit back here,” he said.



“Just sorta shove it to the side,” she said nonchalantly. “It’ll work.”



“I… no?”



“Remi will flash you her boobs if you do.”



“I what?” her friend blustered. “You… you… so will Piper!”



Shit. Well… Vaughan stared dubiously at the boxes and sighed. “All right, yeah. But I get a picture too.”



The two women glanced at each other. Piper shrugged. “He won’t share it with anyone. I trust him.”



“Oookay,” Remi said. “But just the boobs. No faces in the shot.”



“Deal,”



After glancing around to make sure none of the neighbors were out and about, Piper reached under her tank top and lifted her sports bra. Her perky nipples poked at the fabric of the tank, and Vaughan grinned. This really was going to be a fun road trip. She opened her door, and when he had his camera ready, she lifted the tank, revealing her nicely rounded breasts. Her hard nipples jutted out, nice and dark pink, and he longed to suck them into his mouth. Instead, he quickly snapped a picture, checked the quality, and nodded. Piper slid her tank back down and affixed the bra back in place as he darted to Remi’s side of things.



Remi coughed politely as she slipped her bra down through the thin fabric of her sundress. “You won’t show this to anyone?” she asked him.



“Swear, whatever happens on this trip stays with me.” He reached out and squeezed her arm. “Remember what I said. I meant it.”



She nodded, and quickly slipped the front of her sundress down. Her breasts weren’t just big – they were spectacular. The sheer weight of them made the globes sag a little, but not by much. Her nipples were darker than Piper’s, and the aureoles much wider.



“Fucking hell, Remi,” he breathed.



“No shit,” Piper said, admiring her bestie’s tits. “Kinda want a picture for myself.”



The comment took Vaughan by surprise. He’d never heard Piper say anything remotely bisexual. It had to be a joke.



“Well… go ahead,” Remi said, blushing.



Piper didn’t back down, and dug out her phone to take a picture too. Surprising both of them even more, before Piper slid her phone back into its dock on the dashboard, she reached out and tweaked one of Remi’s nipples, immediately stiffening it. Her friend gasped and slapped Piper’s hand away, but the mad grin on her face told them both she really didn’t mind. Vaughan just shook his head, got his shot, and waited until Remi slipped her clothes back up in place to show her there was no angle that could identify her. She waved him off. “Like I said, if Piper trusts you, I trust you.”



* * *



That was really about the only fooling around they got up to the first day. They spent the first eight hours in a getting-to-know-you phase, bullshitting mostly about everything Remi, easing her into the roommates’ easy back-and-forth banter.



She talked at great length about her hometown, what a douchebag her old boyfriend had been, how she was looking forward to moving on and having a little more fun in life. Her guy had apparently been something of a lazy ass, shifting from low-paying job to low-paying job and telling her he was focusing on his “music career” instead of helping her pay rent. It was too much and she had to get out. They could all sympathize.



Within about two hours, the boxes were too much of an annoyance to ignore any longer, and Vaughan swapped spots with Remi. Piper insisted on driving the first stretch, since this was her territory.



Talk turned to Remi and Piper’s college days. There was plenty of raunchy stuff, but surprisingly little actual talk about sex, and finally it dawned on Vaughan that Remi had ever only really had a couple of boyfriends. That took him by surprise, but what idiot would let her go when he had her? He knew Piper’s sexual history – she’d been with John, him, and a few one-night stands, and that was about it. It was shocking to discover he was probably the most sexual active of the bunch – not that he’d been all that lucky as of late, especially considering how hard he worked.



Once she settled in and started giving Piper as much shit as she was receiving, Remi was a delight. She was softer-spoken than Piper, though it sounded like Remi was responsible for a lot of the minor trouble they got up to in college.



“You made me do the mud slip and slide!” Piper protested.



“I did not,” Remi said, giggling.



“I was there! You told me if I did it, you’d be right behind me. So I take off running, I’ve got nothing on but my cotton panties and this white shirt, and I go flying-”



“Arms out and everything!” Remi said, clapping her knees at the memory.



“-and instead of sliding down the mud, I flop into it. Like full-on belly flop!”



“Best. Night. Ever.”



“For you, maybe,” Piper squawked, but soon she was laughing too.



For the final few hours, Vaughan swapped again with Remi. The boxes were even worse the second time, jabbing into him, almost falling onto him once or twice. At least the road was relatively straight. If there were a ton of curves, he’d have been throwing Piper’s crap out the window, roommate or not. But they made great time and stopped in Boise early in the evening, the sun just starting to settle over the horizon. The hotel Piper chose was on the outskirts of the city. All of them were relieved to finally get out of the van, but no one more so than Vaughan.



“Pipes,” he said as he clambered out, rubbing his bruised arm and shoulder, “I love ya-”



“OooooOOOoooh!” Remi said, socking him in the arm.



“Hush. We gotta figure out a better way of packing those boxes. Some of them seemed pretty light. Maybe we could reshuffle some of-”



“No!” Remi said, and Piper cast her best friend a quick, barely-hidden grin before it disappeared.



“No, sorry,” Piper said. “Tell you what, though, we’ll figure something out. I think I have an idea, but you two… well, let me just see how it works, okay?”



“Fine, but I’m driving some of the time tomorrow and you can find out for yourself just how bad it is back there,” Vaughan grumbled.



Remi stepped forward and massaged his sore arm. “Aw, poor Vaughan. You deserve something for suffering back there.”



Her hands wrapped around the back of his head, and he sucked in his gut instinctively, even if there wasn’t much there to suck in. How did she still manage to still smell so good even after the long day?



“Remi,” he murmured as she leaned upward, staring into his eyes.



“Yes?” she whispered, her breasts barely brushing his chest as she drew closer and closer.



“I…”



Her mouth parted and her delicate little pink tongue flicked out along her lips. His cock surged to life, thickening as she drew tantalizingly closer and closer.



And then she rubbed her nose against his.



“Eskimo kisses!” she cried, and twisted away, giggling.



He groaned, and Piper swatted his ass. “Come on, lover boy. Let’s get checked in.”



As Remi skipped – actually skipped – towards the main office, her breasts gloriously bouncing in time, Vaughan caught Piper’s arm. “Hey. Pipes.”



“Yeah?”



He drew close, and her smile faltered. “Are we… okay? After last night?”



“Why wouldn’t we be?” Her smile returned. It was tentative, but warm and honest, and he almost kissed her right there in the parking lot, Remi be damned. “Trust me. You’re doing great.”



“Great at what?”



“Just… being you, Vaughan.”



He did kiss her, or tried to. His lips drew close and she sucked in a sharp little breath. “What is it, Piper?” he asked softly.



“Not yet.”



“I don’t understand. Last night you… well, thank you for last night. But I’m getting some crazy mixed signals. I mean the tears, the handjob… I don’t know what’s going on.”



At the door to the front office, Remi called to them, “Come on, you two!”



“Coming!” Piper called. She smiled, took Vaughan’s hand, and squeezed it. They walked to the office that way, hand in hand, Vaughan even more baffled than when he’d started out that day.



* * *



“You can’t be serious,” Vaughan said, hoping without hope Piper was.



It was the next morning. Piper had emerged from her and Remi’s hotel room two hours earlier than either of them and rearranged the boxes. Most everything that had been jamming into Vaughan on the middle seat had been transferred up front, leaving just enough room that he and Remi could sit next to each other. It would be a tight squeeze – a hell of a tight squeeze – but it looked more doable than the previous day, and the thought of being that close to Remi for another six or seven days… holy shit.



“Well, it’s not perfect, but come on, you really gonna complain about riding next to that hottie for a while?” Piper asked.



Remi thumped her friend on the shoulder. “Come on, you’ve gotta take turns too.”



“I will, I will. But you two know how much I like to drive.”



No. Actually, Vaughan didn’t. The topic of driving anywhere further than the Seattle suburbs had never really come up. They’d taken a ferry to Bremerton together once, but that was the extent of it. But he wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth.



“If it’s all right with Remi, it’s cool with me.”



Remi’s face went deep red, and she looked away from them both. “Mm hm.”



Vaughan reached out and took her hand. “Hey. You sure? If I drove and you two rode back here, it might be a better fit.”



“No, it’s… fine. It’s good. We’ll manage,” Remi said, finally looking at him and smiling.



“That’s the spirit!” Piper said. “Grab your bags. We’re having some taters for brekkie and then it’s back on the road!”



Piper and Remi figured it would be easiest if Vaughan took the middle seat in the back, while Remi squeezed in beside him next to the boxes. To Piper’s credit, it did seem like at least one or two of them had been condensed, and the van seemed a tiny bit roomier that day. Vaughan buckled in and Remi piled in.



It would be impossible to ignore her. Her long linen shorts showed just a tantalizing hint of leg, her feet capped with open-toed sandals. The relaxed long white top seemed like the perfect thing maybe for the beach or a day spent reading outside on a lawn chair with a drink in hand. It showed no cleavage, but it did a marvelous job of teasing the glorious shape of her breasts.



Her hand brushed his upper thigh when she buckled in. “Whoops,” she murmured, staring directly at his eyes as her fingers traced a little further to the edge of his prick.



Fucking hell, this might be the longest car ride of his life. Or the shortest. Or… something.



* * *



Piper had already gassed up, so after breakfast, they hit the road early. This was new territory for all of them and they were in no rush now that there was a little more room to breathe, so they stopped more often. Since none of them had ever gambled in an actual casino before, at Twin Falls, they opted to head south instead of east, heading down into Jackpot and spending a fun few hours – and a few hundred bucks – playing blackjack and hitting the slot machines.



That first leg of the day, Vaughan tried to largely ignore the sexpot beside him, but it was a futile effort. Even with the extra space in the van, their bodies were pressed tight together, neither of them able to move much. Her hand was almost constantly brushing his leg, and eventually his came to rest on hers. There was simply no other way he could remain comfortable. Their touches were tame and chaste, though his cock was almost in a constant state of rock-hardness thanks to Remi’s breast pressing against his arm or his side. Eventually, and almost too late to matter, he finally thought of wrapping his arm around her shoulders. It wasn’t so much a move on her as a way for them to stretch, and she sighed her gratitude at the little extra space.



In the last forty minutes or so, she rested her head against his shoulder and slept, snoring gently. A few times she murmured nonsense, and once she started kissing his neck before he cleared his throat and she woke up, not realizing what she’d done.



All the while, Piper kept up most of the chatter, talking about inane nonsense and belting out songs along with the radio. Occasionally, though, she’d glance in the mirror and shake her head slightly. It was starting to piss Vaughan off. If she didn’t want him back here with Remi, then she shouldn’t have arranged for this. What did she want him to do? There was no room to push Remi aside, and if she’d wanted back there instead of her best friend, Piper should have swapped seats. Remi was perfectly capable of driving the automatic van.



It left him moody at first in the casino, and when Piper was all smiles and jerked them around to the different games, it baffled him too. But he simply had too much fun watching Remi bounce in excitement when she pulled two blackjack hands right in a row, or when Piper fell to her knees at the sight of the buffet, fake weeping and shouting, “Thank you, Lord!”



But as they prepared to hop back in the van for the next big push around the Great Salt Lake and further eastward, Piper pulled him aside.



“What is it you want?” he complained. “I can’t get a read on you, Pipes. One minute you want me, the next you’re throwing shade with your eyes.”



“I’m not-”



“You’re the one that put us together like this. If you want it to be you and me, then tell me. But I’m having fun with her. And you. And if that’s a problem-”



Piper grabbed his shirt and kissed him hard. Surprised, it took Vaughan a moment to react. His arms wrapped around her, and he kissed her back. Her eyes fluttered half-closed, and she sighed into his mouth as her hands found his ass and squeezed. When she pulled away, she breathed a little harder, and her hand gently stroked the front of his shorts.



“Take. Control,” she whispered again.



“I don’t know what-”



Remi knocked on the roof inside the van, and both of them practically jumped. Piper grinned at him, and darted away. Vaughan shook his head, irritated, confused, and most of all, horny as fuck.



* * *



Ten minutes after they gassed up, Remi rolled her shoulder furthest away from Vaughan and sighed. “I’m already getting kind of sore.”



“I got no room over here, sorry,” Vaughan said, trying to shove even just another quarter of an inch worth of stuff out of the way.



“Just sit on his lap,” Piper said nonchalantly.



“Oh ha ha,” Vaughan said.



“It’s not a bad idea, actually,” Remi said, and Vaughan turned to gaze at her, his jaw not quite working right for some damned reason. She blushed ant stared down between her feet. “I mean, it would give us a lot more room, and if you moved over to my chair, we could move some of this stuff around so the cops couldn’t see us unless they came up on the right.”



Holy shit. Remi was serious.



Holy fucking fuck.



Piper glanced back in the mirror at Vaughan, grinning at him with a challenge in her eyes, knowing Remi couldn’t see her from that angle. Vaughan’s irritation boiled over. He was tired of dancing around with Piper. She wanted him to take control? Fine, he’d take control.



“If you’re game, Remi, I’m willing to try it.”



Piper’s grin didn’t disappear. She didn’t look angry, or upset. She didn’t flip him off or cuss him out or anything he was expecting. Instead, she… nodded. As if this was what she’d wanted all along.



Again. What the everloving
 hell
 was going on with her?



Remi undid her seatbelt, and he followed suit, still not sure if this was actually going to happen until it was. Remi stood up as best she could manage, stepping sideways as he scooted over.



“I think it’ll work best if you spread your knees, and I just sort of sat on your thigh,” Remi said quietly. “You okay with this, Pip?”



“My best friend’s sitting on my roommate’s lap. What do you think?” Piper asked, but there was no heat to her voice. It almost sounded like she was trying not to crack up.



At that point, and for a while to come, Vaughan’s brain gave up on trying to figure out Piper and whatever the hell she was playing at. In fact, his brain waved bye-bye as Remi settled onto his hip, turning slightly sideways and wrapping her arm around his shoulder. The press of her breast against his chest was nothing short of proof that a greater deity existed and loved Vaughan very, very much. Her hair, tied off again in a ponytail, brushed his cheek and he couldn’t help himself. He jabbed his nose into it and breathed deep the savory, herbal scent.



“You smell fantastic,” he breathed into her ear, and she blushed and shivered.



“Thank you. I like your cologne.”



“It’s not too much?”



“No.”



He wrapped the seatbelt around the two of them – thank God he’d hit the gym, or there was no way it would have fit – and pulled her in higher up his thigh to lock it into place.



“I want to see it loose,” he murmured.



“What, my hair?”



“Mm hm.”



“It’d be all over your face. Maybe… maybe tonight?” she asked, her hand resting on his other thigh, perilously close to his hardon.



His hardon.



Oh shit.



Remi had to know it was there. It wasn’t like he’d been hiding it or anything, and her closeness had been doing things to him now for hours. Her weight on his hip, though, that drove his cock to stand up and shout for all the world that it was there and it needed release as soon as very humanly possible, and preferably by this big-breasted, sexy-ass knockout.



He wanted to yank her pants down right there and fuck her raw in the backseat. Where were his condoms?



Shit. His condoms.



Vaughan thought he’d packed them, but they hadn’t been in his bag that morning when he dumped everything out searching for his toothbrush. No condoms meant no fucking Remi. His dick practically wept at the cruelness of it. She was right there, her pussy just inches and a few bits of fabric from sinking onto his dick, and he could do nothing about it even if they both wanted to, and he no longer had any doubt Remi wanted that too.



He was the world’s biggest fucking idiot.



* * *



“You two lovers cozy back there?” Piper asked, turning down the music.



“Much better,” Remi said, and wiggled her linen-clad bottom on his hip. The fabric brushed both the edge of his bare thigh and his shorts, and he nearly wept at the irony of this sexy woman just ripe for the plucking without him being able to make a move.



“V? You okay back there?”



He didn’t hear her, lost in the warble of his own misery. Instead of elbowing him, Remi scooted backwards a bit, not quite brushing his cock but definitely getting closer. “She’s talking to you,” she said, clamping her arm a little tighter around his shoulder.



“Uh huh. Perfect,” he muttered.



Mistaking his tone, Remi stiffened and pushed back forward. “If it’s too, um, weird-”



He grabbed her and pulled her back into place, shaking his head firmly. “No, sorry, just, ah, something stupid I forgot.”



“Aw, we can swing by a pharmacy tonight,” Remi said.



If his brain had been paying any attention at all, her slip-up on saying “pharmacy” might have clicked much, much sooner than it did. There was no way Remi or Piper should have known he’d forgotten his condoms, but Vaughan was oblivious to everything but her weight on his hip.



It actually was quite a bit more comfortable for both of them. Vaughan and Remi both now could stretch out unworriedly. He rolled his shoulders, grunting in pleasure. Remi, for her part, could stretch her long legs – not quite as long as Piper’s, but still, she luxuriated in the room she had, even going so far as to lift her arms towards the roof of the van and stretching her back, thrusting her modestly-clad breasts out. Vaughan’s cock lurched at that, and she must have felt it, because she grinned back at him and gave him a teasing little bounce. In return, he pinched her hip, and she shook her head, smiling.



For a while, that was as much flirting as they did. She’d occasionally stretch or move in a little way that seemed meant to keep his prick at DEFCON 3- on alert, but not at full readiness. He in turn enjoyed little brushes of her body, or the occasional unnecessary clutching at Remi’s waist when they took a curve or bounced even a little. She didn’t seem to mind a bit – if anything, she encouraged him with little smiles and playful pinches of her own.



It wasn’t a solution that could last for hours, but now that they had shifted gears into touristy mode, Piper was more than willing to stop often for stretches at rest stops and gas stations. At one such rest stop on the south side of the Great Salt Lake, Piper darted off to use the bathroom while Vaughan and Remi took a much-needed walk around a half-mile trail leading in an aimless loop back to the other end of the parking lot.



As if it was the most natural thing in the world, Remi took Vaughan’s hand. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, looking up at him with a smile that somehow looked both scared and eager, like a pup with a new owner. “I saw you do it with Piper last night and it looked so sweet.”



He squeezed her hand. “Perfect by me, Remi. I like it too.”



“Is the van too much? I really think maybe I could shove a couple more boxes aside and…”



Vaughan stopped and turned to face her. Remi stared up at him as he lifted her chin with his free hand and bent to kiss her. Her lips were as soft and perfect as he’d imagined, and they melted into one another. He freed his hand from hers to wrap his arms around her back, dipping her a little as her own clasped around his lower back. Her breasts pressed firmly against his chest, and oh God he wanted to set them free, to suck them into his mouth, to tweak them, to see them naked again in all their glory. He wanted to guide her into the bathroom and take her, her hands planted on the sink while he fucked her from behind, staring into her face in the mirror as her breasts bounced back and forth. Would she say no? He wondered.



But that wasn’t the way he wanted her first. No. Not in some filthy-ass roadside bathroom. A bed. Maybe tonight. No, fuck maybe. Vaughan would have her tonight, and every day after.



She broke the kiss first, pulling away, her eyes gleaming with good humor. “I’ve been wondering when you’d do that.”



“Trust me, I’ve wanted to since the moment we met.”



“Same.”



He sighed. “Piper might be pissed. I’ve been getting some really weird signals from her lately. I think this trip, with hers and John’s stuff and everything… I don’t want to lie to her, though. She just might not handle it too well.”



A small flicker of a smile disappeared quickly from Remi’s face. “Let me talk to her.”



“All right.”



“Kiss me one more time before we head back?”



He did, and he wasn’t shy with his wandering hands. When they settled on her voluptuous ass, Remi moaned against his mouth. His prick ground against her thigh and she gave it a soft little squeeze when they finally pulled apart again. “Jesus. Piper wasn’t kidding. You really do have a nice, um, penis.”



He laughed. “Remi, you’re how old? You can say dick.”



She blushed and took his hand again as they started walking back. “I know. I just… my two boyfriends, one of them was just a high school thing, and we had sex all of like… three times. He was so nervous each time it was over in a few minutes. And Grant, he was a whole mess of religious problems. Never said tits or ass. It was always my breasts or my buttocks. Just like that, too. Buttocks.”



Vaughan groaned. “Sounds like a real interesting guy.”



“He was nice at first. But in bed, it always missionary style, and we hardly did it at the end. I think he was cheating on me but he was too polite to say so.”



He glanced aside at her, blushing. “Oh, um… you should probably know, Piper and me, we had kind of a moment the other night after you flew in.”



“The handjob?”



His mouth flew open. “You knew?”



“Dude. She’s my best friend. And yeah, Piper tells me everything. It’s why I want to tell her about us. But she already knows I’m way into you. It’s why she wanted me here.”



“Yeah?”



Remi nodded. “My breakup really wasn’t that bad, but I wanted to date someone… nice. Normal, and fun, and kind of sexy. Everything you are. I’ve seen you on her social media stuff, and she’s always talking about you, so when I said to her I wanted to meet someone cool, Piper immediately brought you up. The distance was the problem until you guys came up with the road trip.”



What went unsaid was what happened when the road trip was done. There was a clock on this, Remi didn’t need to say, and finally Vaughan thought he understood Piper’s coded message to him. Take control, because there wouldn’t be much time to enjoy it otherwise. “If I’d known, I wouldn’t have messed around with Piper. I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be! I’m cool with it.”



Vaughan gaped at her again. “W-what?”



“Hey, look. Let’s be honest here. I really like you, but long distance relationships don’t work. I want to have a great time this week, but you and Piper, you two have to live together after all this ends. I don’t want to ever come between you two. You’re… kind of perfect for each other.”



“You’re pretty perfect too.”



“Aw. But I’m serious. If you want to have some fun with Piper too this trip, I’m totally okay. No hidden gotchas to that. I want my bestie to have fun too. Just save a little bit of what’s in your tank for me, all right?”



He laughed in disbelief. “Remi, you might be the coolest, most fascinating woman I know. Aside maybe from Pipes. The fact that you’re sexy as hell is just icing. You are one of a kind.”



The look Remi shot him was surprised and touched. “I… thank you. Most guys focus so much on my looks…”



As Vaughan had. Shit, he was an idiot. “I gotta admit, those have had me sort of tongue-tied the last couple of days. But I mean it. I’m really looking forward to getting to know you more.”



Piper popped around the corner of the bathrooms a few hundred yards ahead. She waved, and Remi waved back. Her eyes warm and a gentle smile on her face, Remi reached over and clasped Vaughan’s hand again.



To his surprise, Piper’s responding grin seemed one hundred percent genuine.



* * *



Back on the road for the final stretch of the late afternoon, Remi settled again on Vaughan’s hip, but Piper’s words rang in his ears.



Take. Control.



His arms wrapped around her waist and he pulled her backwards, sliding her linen clad ass right up and over his groin. His flaccid cock applauded this move and started to stiffen. Remi shot him a little smirk, and his hands wrapped around her waist, clutching her to him so he could do up the buckle.



Piper glanced at them both in the mirror as she brought the van up to speed. He caught her look – it seemed sad again. What the absolute shit was going on in her head? When it came to Remi and him, Piper was hot, cold, hot, cold, and it never seemed to be the same reaction twice.



Vaughan had enough.



Still staring at the mirror to catch Piper’s occasional glances back, Vaughan started rubbing little circles with his fingers across Remi’s stomach. She was soft in all the best ways a woman could be soft – not fat, but curvaceous and plentiful. He liked her softer stomach, the little give there as he started to touch. Everything about Remi seemed designed to turn him on, and it worked. His cock hardened in his shorts. She had to feel it. Had to know what was pressing against her ass cheek.



Remi glanced back at him and winked. He grinned right back, and gave a little reflexive thrust with his cock. It wasn’t much more than a brush against her bottom, but she responded in kind, bouncing back, not enough to squash him but enough to let him know the score.



God. Damn.



Remi turned her focus again to the front of the van. “So what’s the plan for tonight, Piper?”



Her hands laid on his, and instead of stopping his minute little swirls across the fabric of her shirt, she just let them be, feeling every motion as though she were making them herself.



“Well... I’m thinking maybe we stop in another hour or so. V wanted to spend the night in Denver tomorrow-”



Vaughan shifted, placing his cloth-encased cock squarely between Remi’s cheeks. She ground back against him, squirming a little to get more comfortable.



“-so there’s no point in really pushing the distance tonight. Besides, I kinda want to see Colorado in the day, you know? The plains, the mountains-”



At “mountains,” Vaughan’s hands slid gently upwards to the base of Remi’s breasts. She drew in a quick, silent breath, and her hands fell away, giving him better access.



“-the city. It’ll be fun.”



“Sounds great,” Remi said. As Vaughan slid his thumbnails along the clothing hiding her underboob, she turned her head and asked him, “What did you want to do in Denver tomorrow?”



“Lucid Corkscrew’s playing the Red Rocks. I’ve got us tickets, if you’re interested.”



Remi sat up straighter. “No kidding? You’re into blues rock?”



“Hah, I’m into every kind of rock. We were looking up stuff to do along the way, and we checked out a few concert venues. I mentioned I liked Lucid, and Piper told me it was one of your favorites too.”



Remi bounced against him and leaned back to kiss his cheek. “You’re awesome, you know that? You both are.”



Catching Piper’s attentive gaze, he brushed aside Remi’s ponytail and kissed the back of her neck. Sucked on it, really. She shivered against him, and his hands returned to her waist. Piper’s expression was unreadable, but she had to force her eyes back to the road. He grinned against Remi’s neck, nipped her flesh, and drew a pleasant little gasp from her.



Vaughan’s hands traveled further south, winding up on Remi’s hips. He let them stay there a moment, trying to decide his next play. Too soon to make a pass at her pussy? Her linen pants might make it too difficult to get her off, but they could certainly play. The idea was tempting. She was probably expecting him to go for a full-on tit grope – what man wouldn’t want to? Instead, he could make this about her pleasure, her needs. Yeah.



Her knees parted for him when he put his hands on them and gently pushed them apart. His feet snaked under her legs and rested against her ankles. He didn’t want her to sit upright for this. This drove her to grind against his crotch a little harder. His hands left her knees, wavered in the air like he might go for her breasts after all, and she leaned backwards, moaning almost silently into his ear as he humped upwards once, right against where her folds would be.



Then one of his hands came down and slapped the vee of her thighs gently, right where her clit ought to be. She gasped, this time much, much louder, and in the mirror, Piper’s eyes bulged as she watched Vaughan’s thumb and pointer form a pincer, rubbing Remi’s well-covered slit gently.



“Holy shit,” she muttered up front.



“Oh Piper, I like him,” Remi gasped as she reflexively rolled her hips, trying both to grind against his erect cock and the fingers massaging her pussy through the fabric.



Returning her attention to the road, Piper squeaked, “Yeah, he ain’t bad.”



Vaughan kissed Remi’s neck again, taking his time as he stroked her up and down, letting his fingers talk for him.



“Just… a little… higher,” Remi moaned. He obliged, and she reciprocated with a hard grind against his crotch. “Oh it’s good, it’s so good.”



“Faster? Harder?”



“Little slower, but… deeper. Yeah. Like that. Pip, oh Pip, is he always this good?”



“He’s, um… never done that to me.”



“You should, you should, you shoooouuuld…”



Two hands at her pussy were unnecessary, so he lifted his hand and slipped as much of her shirt as he could off one of her shoulders, kissing the freckles there. “I love those,” he whispered. “Your freckles. They’re sexy.”



“No one’s… ever… said that.”



“They are. I want to kiss every one of them before this trip is over.”



“Mm hm.” She ground against him, and this time she didn’t stop, slowly rolling her hips again and again until Vaughan realized she was basically humping him. Christ, they were dry-fucking. He was dry-fucking the sexiest woman he’d ever seen.



Holy.
 Shit.



The hand he’d used to bare her shoulder slipped around to her chin. He meant to stroke her cheek or something, he wasn’t quite sure, but she grabbed it and sucked one of his fingers into her mouth, going mute as she rode him harder and harder.



“Mm hm!” she moaned against his digit. “Mmm. Mmmm. Mmmmm.”



Helpless to stop himself, Vaughan starting meeting her rolling hips with his own thrusts, his cock sliding across her linen-clad ass every time. Her lips clamped down on his finger, sucking him greedily. If it was his cock getting that kind of treatment, he knew he’d blow in seconds.



The van slowed, and both of them glanced up at the mirror as Piper flicked on her blinker. Remi sucked even harder now, feeling at her own tits, rubbing at her stiff nipples through the cloth as she sucked and humped him, bouncing up and down now with the force of it. His hand stroked her pussy hard as the van rolled to a stop alongside the highway. Piper turned in her seat, cheeks flushed, and Remi abandoned her breast to reach out for her best friend.



Piper clasped her hand. “Are you close, Remi?”



“Mm!”



“Are you going to come for him? Are you going to come so hard?”



Remi bucked against Vaughan. “Mmmmm!”



Vaughan pressed his lips to her shoulder again, his tongue flicking against her bare skin. Slowly he traced kisses up to her neck, and Remi released his finger, “Oh God, Piper, I’m going to cooooome!”



“Do it, honey, do it, come for him, come for me, let it go, Remi, let it out-”



“Ohhh f-fuuuuuck!”



Remi ground down one last time, trapping his cock against her ass as his fingers rubbed and rubbed. She gasped – “uuuuuhhhhhhuuuuuhhhhhh!” – and she shook to a hard, writhing orgasm, nearly whapping his face with the back of her head.



For a long minute afterward, no one said anything as Remi gasped for air and tried to stop shuddering. She turned her head as best she could and kissed Vaughan, her tongue trying to spear his own as thanks for the orgasm.



“How about you, V? You close?”



He broke his kiss just long enough to say, “Getting there.”



Remi freed herself from the belt buckle. So freed, she could go wild grinding him, her hands balancing on the seat beside him as her hips worked up and down. The whole van jostled with every thrust and there was no doubt anyone going or coming knew what was happening, even if they couldn’t see it very well. The busty beauty rode him regardless, uncaring, seeking only his pleasure now, and Vaughan reached around her with both hands, cinching his hands around her waist. She grabbed them and brought them higher, pressing his hands against her hardened nipples and leaving them there.



“Fuck, Remi, you’re so goddamn sexy,” he moaned.



“What do you like about her?” Piper encouraged him.



“You’re sweet and intelligent-”



“Her body!” Piper said. One of her hands gripped the steering wheel, but the other had disappeared. Was she… was she getting herself off?



A soft wet rhythmic squish. Oh fuck. She was. Piper was loving this. Hooooly shiiiit.



“It’s all of you, Remi,” he moaned. “That ass, I love your ass. And your legs. And the way your hair kind of frames… fuck, Piper, that’s hot… your face, Remi. And every step, you just sort of bounce. It’s primal, it’s so fucking primal.” He thrust up harder and harder, and stared up at the mirror. “And where she’s sexy, you’re beautiful, Pipes.”



“Not… about… me,” Piper whispered, but she blushed and didn’t stop staring at him.



“Yeah it is. Because it’s about all of us. I don’t just want her, Piper. I want you too. You know I’ve always wanted you. Those legs. That tight little ass. You’ve been killing me, Pipes. Teasing me. Making me hard all the time.”



“S-sorry,” Piper gasped, bouncing a little now herself, meeting Remi’s slowly increasing thrusts. It seemed Piper’s bestie had found her second wind, because now she slid across Vaughan’s leg, grasping for the hem of his shorts. He unzipped them in a hurry, and his cock thrust against his boxers. She helped him free it and started jerking him off in earnest, and Vaughan licked his lips, finally returning his attention to Piper.



“You kn-know what I’ve wanted to do… oh shit, oh shit, Remi… to you, Piper?”



“What?” she asked.



“I wanted to f-fuck you in every r-room at home. Sit you up on the washer and pound you. Bend you over the k-kitchen table. The counters. The shower. Y-your bed most of all. I want to see you come on my cock again, Piper. Come for m-me, roomie.”



“Come for him, Piper,” Remi said, her voice hoarse. She gripped Vaughan’s prick, and released him to slide forward as far as she could. Without warning, without preamble, she kissed her best friend. Just for a moment, but it was lip-to-lip, their eyes wide.



“Fuuuuuuck!” Piper wailed, and there could be no doubt she was coming from the force of her shakes.



Remi returned her attention to Vaughan, but there was almost no need. The sight of the two of them kissing had him right on the edge, and he had just enough time to gasp, “Tissue.”



Remi snatched at a box of them peeking from an organizer behind the driver’s seat, and clamped the wad of paper to the tip of his cock just a moment before he released, spurting hard. Usually he was a four or five spurt guy, but this seemed to drag on forever, his balls dumping hours of pent-up come into the tissue.



“Jesus, that’s a lot,” Remi gasped, and Piper moaned her agreement wordlessly, still coming down off her own orgasm.



After they cleaned up and tossed the soiled tissues into a plastic bag, Piper finally kicked the van back down the highway. Remi sank back against Vaughan, and they held hands all the way until their hotel for the night.



* * *



The expectation that something more might happen that night was dashed when Remi and Piper talked privately while he grabbed their luggage out of the van. It was Remi that approached him, her hands playing at the hem of her shirt.



“Vaughan. I know we both want, um, to be together and maybe have a little more fun. But I need to work something out with Piper tonight. Please, don’t be mad.”



“Mad?” he asked. “Not a bit.”



“Really?”



“Sure. Not gonna like I’m disappointed as because holy shit, that was hot as hell. But… like I said, Remi, anything you two want. Or don’t want. I was serious about that.”



Remi reached out, grasped his shoulders, and gave him a long, gentle kiss that left him feeling higher than the moon. When she pulled away, she cupped his cheek with one hand. “You’re… a really good guy.”



“You sound surprised.”



“No. I… well, yeah, maybe. I don’t know…. Piper went to get the key cards. Wanna, um…?”



He leaned in for another kiss, pressing her gently backwards until her ass hit the side of the van. One of his hands roamed up and down her side until it settled just beneath her ass, and he lifted that hip, loving the feel of her ankle as she wrapped it behind his. Their kisses were soft, needy, and heartfelt. When he thought back on that trip, and specifically his time with Remi, it was those kisses he most often thought about the fondest, the quiet moments underneath the parking lot lights, whispering soft nothings in between presses of their lips. Even before they’d really had sex, their bodies seemed meant to be intertwined.



Finally, she broke away and whispered, “Piper’s coming.”



He nodded and let her go. Pipes jogged across the parking lot, grinning from ear to ear. “You know, you two really don’t have to split up tonight.”



“Piper, it’s fine, really,” he said. “I told her I wasn’t a bit upset and I meant it.”



Piper handed him his keycard, smiled tentatively, and leaned up to kiss him. It was not a quick kiss, nor a particularly needy one. It was comfortable, sweet in its strange familiarity. The kiss of a married couple a few years down the road, who still loved and cherished each other.



He was very fond and pleasantly surprised by that kiss. “What’s that for?” he asked.



“Oh, just… you being you.”



He walked them to their room, toting their luggage behind him as they talked about supper. None of them had much energy to go out on the town, so they decided on dinner at a diner just a half a block away. The meal was subdued, the women mostly quiet.



The group dynamic had changed, and Vaughan feared maybe it wouldn’t recover.



* * *



His sleep that night was full of fantasies and nightmares. Dreams about soft flesh and mewling cries of passion turned into full-blown scream fests from Piper, accusing him of ruining everything. Vaughan woke as pink just started to tinge the night sky, and though the hotel bed was plenty comfortable, he just couldn’t fall back asleep again.



Instead, he got up. After his usual morning business, he stumbled around the hotel room, cleaning up the remains of six dead aluminum soldiers from the night before. It wasn’t like him to drink more than a couple of beers a night, but things had been left awkward between him and the women. Remi had given him a goodnight kiss, a slow, passionate one that spoke volumes about where she’d like to be spending the night, and Piper, strangely enough, had followed that up with one of her own, leaving him wildly confused. The entire evening she’d barely spoken a dozen words to him. Or Remi too, for that matter.



Whatever. Nothing he could do about it.



The hotel had a gym, so he tossed on a pair of basketball shorts and a tank top, and headed down to get in a jog on a treadmill, sweating off some of the tension and sexual frustration from the long night’s dreams.



The gym was encased by glass, but the angle of the room compared to the outer hallway was awkward, and he’d picked a far corner. To anyone walking by, he’d be completely visible as they came towards the rooms, but not in the reverse direction. He kept a hard pace, but slowed it when he saw Piper dart down the hallway in a hurry, dressed in last night’s clothes.



He brought the treadmill to a stop and hopped off. It wasn’t like Piper was a particularly late riser, but this was an unusual hour for her to be up and going, especially on vacation. He slipped out of the gym and followed. Maybe she was going to get gas. In that case, he should ride with her and finally nab those condoms like he’d meant to do the night before.



Piper was already darting out the front doors when Vaughan trotted into the lobby. She was headed straight for the van, sure enough, but instead of hopping into the driver’s side, she opened the rear door on her side, bracing her arm up against the sudden slope of boxes.



“Hey, Piper!” he called.



She jumped a foot and yelped before she spun around. “Jesus, Vaughan, you scared the shit out of me.”



“Sorry, sorry. I didn’t sleep worth a crap so I thought I’d get in a run in the gym. What’s your excuse?”



“Oh, same. Just couldn’t get comfortable, so I thought I’d come out here and… uh… try to rearrange and make it a bit more comfortable for you two.”



He rested a hand on her shoulder. “Hey, if this is about her riding on my lap yesterday…”



“No, it’s not. Honest, I thought that was… well, pretty fantastic. Definitely top ten sexiest things I’ve seen.”



“All right. Well, can I help you move those boxes around?”



“No, really, two of us would just be in the way.”



“I could-”



“Vaughan. Go.”



Hurt and baffled, he scratched the back of his neck. “All right, Piper. Whatever you want.”



* * *



Disappointing him immensely, Piper announced at breakfast Vaughan could drive, since he knew Denver pretty well, having lived there a couple of years as a teen. He agreed without much emotion in his voice. Remi sensed something was brewing between the two of them, and tried to cheer him up with a light little rub of his inner thigh under the table, but he wasn’t much in the mood.



On the road, Piper and Remi checked up on their respective lives back home. Piper answered a few work emails while Remi tried, unsuccessfully, to get her new roommate on the phone again.



“It’s been a couple of days,” she said, frowning. “I’m starting to get worried. Olivia‘s new to town and I recommended a park to her. Oh no, what if she’s… I don’t even want to say it.”



“Is there a friend you could call to check on her?” Piper asked. “Maybe a neighbor?”



“Good thinking.” Remi dialed a number and a few minutes later spoke rapidly into the phone. “Sam, hey, it’s Remi from the top floor. I’m good, yeah, road trip’s been fun. Hey, listen, have you seen Olivia around the last couple of days? I can’t get in touch with her.” She paused and finally breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, good. Okay. Would you mind? Oh, you’re the best, Sam.”



She held the phone away from her ear and whispered to Piper, “She’s been around. My super saw her last night with a crutch, though. Something happened.”



“Oh no,” Piper said sympathetically. Up front, Vaughan nodded his agreement with the sentiment.



Another few minutes later, and Remi sat upright. “Hey, Olivia! God, I’m so glad to hear your voice. I was getting scared. The park’s not usually dangerous during the day, but…” She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh hon, I’m so sorry. Where did you fall? Oh jeez, no.” A lengthy pause. “Oh, you did? That’s great! You have to tell me everything. Have him text me so I know how to get in touch with you until you get a new phone. Uh huh. What’s his name? Oh, hon, that’s awesome. And such a cute way to meet someone. What does he do? Oh, that’s cool. Well, you’ll have to tell me all about him another time. I don’t want to keep Sam off the phone too long. I’m so happy for you, babe. Smooches and love.”



Remi hung up and grinned ear to ear. “She took a nasty fall in the park and fractured her ankle, I guess. But the guy who helped her out, apparently they’re a thing now. An investment guy. Sounds like they’re twitter-patted.”



“Aw, that’s awesome,” Piper said. “Shame about the ankle, but hey, twue love, right?”



“Right,” Remi said, beaming.



* * *



“Sooo…” Piper said. They were on the outskirts of Denver’s suburbs, and coming into more familiar territory for Vaughan. It helped lift his foul mood a bit, and he found himself enjoying the quiet day, despite his desire to be doing all sorts of fun and inventive things to Remi’s body.



“Hm?” he asked.



“We were thinking…” Remi said, grinning knowingly at Piper.



“That maybe…”



“We should get some new outfits for the show tonight.”



“Something special,” Piper said, tapping her lip with one finger.



“Something maybe a little… naughty,” Remi added, blushing when he glanced up at the mirror, surprised.



“We looked up a couple of shops, and we found one we’d like to go to.”



“If you want,” Remi said, capping off the cute, scripted bit.



“Uh. Yeah. Sure. I could drop you off and…”



“Vaughan,” Piper chided him. “You should go with us.”



“You should definitely go with us,” Remi agreed.



“All right. Uh. Guess I’m going clothes shopping. Yay?”



* * *



Except it wasn’t clothes they were shopping for. Not really.



The boutique clothing store specialized in chic faux-rock outfits, all for a price that surprised Vaughan in its affordability. Remi headed straight for the dresses, while Piper aimed more for the casual looks in the shorts and tee shirts. Much to the cute young clerk’s amusement, Vaughan was their designated shopping cart, and on his arms, they piled on a selection of tantalizingly short shorts, long flowing dresses, and more than a few tees off a discount rack.



He saw Piper run her fingers over a pair of long-legged yellow bellbottoms that would have looked great with her silky blonde hair. But when she checked the price tag, she hustled away from the pants in a hurry. He filed that away for later. Piper was as financially responsible as him, but he knew this trip would put a pretty heavy ding on her bank account. As she went to look at a dress with Remi, Vaughan grabbed the pants and added them to a maybe pile on the counter near the clerk.



“Keep those hidden. I want to treat my friend.”



The clerk nodded, smiling broadly. He liked the blue streaks in her hair. It wasn’t the sort of look he saw often these days. “She’s a lucky woman.”



“Have you seen Remi – the other one – have you seen anything she might want?”



“Oooh, I could point out the most expensive thing in the store.”



“Thanks,” he said drolly.



“…but I’m too sweet for that. She was looking at the black dress with the dots, that one there.”



“Yeah?”



The clerk nodded and he checked the dresses. No way was Vaughan going to guess Remi’s size, so he called her over when Piper headed to the back to try on some of her chosen outfits. “I wanted to get you and Piper something nice.”



“Vaughan-”



“Hey,” he said quietly. “Just having fun this week, right?” He leaned in and kissed her briefly. She closed her eyes and smiled when he backed away. “Then let me have my fun and do something nice. I don’t earn millions, Remi, but I’m careful and comfortable.”



She finally nodded. “All right. I love it. I take it you needed to know my sizes?”



“That obvious?” He grinned. “Sorry, but better than guessing, right?”



Remi laughed and plucked up one of the dresses. “I’ll go try it on to make sure.”



When Piper came out, he repeated the song and dance, but with the bellbottoms. She put up more of a fight, but in the end, he convinced her with a soft kiss too.



After he’d bought the outfits and they’d made their own purchases, they headed for their next stop – a lingerie store three blocks away. Piper and Remi led him up the walkway to the door, each of them holding one of his hands. Heaven. This was heaven and he didn’t care that he’d died.



A middle-aged clerk in a turtleneck and jeans that did little to conceal her delectable MILF-y ass greeted them as they came in like they were old friends. Only one other customer was in the store, and she was headed for the dressing room, leaving the main shop for themselves. Vaughan was pulled away to a corner by his gorgeous companions.



“Okay,” Piper said. “I’m going to be honest here and I don’t want to talk about it until we’re back on the road tomorrow. I have a particular… fantasy. It involves, um, a guy telling me how he wants me to dress sexy for him. I want you in control of this, Vaughan. Anything you want to see me in, I’m yours.”



Remi rubbed his arm. “And while you two are doing that, I’m going to go pick out a few things for myself. You crazy kids have fun.”



She darted off in the direction of the corsets, and Vaughan’s cock gave an appreciative lurch. Take control. Right. “All right, Piper. First up, I want to see you in something satiny. Let’s go look at panties. Boy shorts, maybe. Something that shows off your spectacular ass.”



“You like my butt?” Piper seemed genuinely surprised by the comment. “It’s not as juicy as Remi’s, I know, but-”



Vaughan wrapped her in his arms and blatantly fondled her ass right there in front of the clerk. The woman cleared her throat, and he glanced over at her, grinning.  Back to Piper, he said quietly, “Pipes, I love your ass. I love everything about your body. Remi’s sexy. You’re beautiful. I told you that. Trust me, there’s a difference, and I absolutely love both.”



At the racks, Vaughan slid behind her, idly wrapping his arms around Piper’s waist much the same as he’d done with Remi. There was some jealousy there, whether she really meant it or not, and confusion on her part. Take control. It struck him then maybe Piper hadn’t just meant that in terms of Remi. Consciously or subconsciously, he wasn’t sure.



As he stroked her taut stomach and rocked gently with her, Piper held up several styles of boy shorts and panties. The first few she held up were relatively demure, looking more like men’s boxer briefs than what he had in mind. But when she held up a pair of black lace crotchless boy shorts, he pulled her hard against him and murmured into Piper’s ear, “Those. I want to see you in those.”



“You’ll see everything.”



“Yes.”



She shivered in his arms and nodded. His roommate, his once unobtainable dream, agreed to model in crotchless black panties for him.



Best. Road trip. Ever.



“There’s a shelf bra that goes with that,” the clerk said, shockingly close. They both jumped, and the woman – Amber, her nametag read – tittered. “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare.”



“Shelf… bra?” Piper asked uncertainly.



“Same concept, but it shows off your breasts,” Amber said. Without warning, she held up the bra and pressed it to Piper’s chest. Still with his arms wrapped around her, Vaughan could feel her tense against him, but he held her in place. “See?”



“V? Do you want to see me in that?”



“Yes.”



Piper nodded hesitantly. “Oh-okay.”



If the boob brush had been a surprise, then what came next was a shock. As she retraced the bra, Amber stopped to tweak Piper’s nipple. That was definitely no accident. “Good.” She winked at Vaughan. “You two have fun. When our other customer leaves, I’ll lock things up. There are no cameras in the dressing room.”



“Oh… um… we-” Piper started.



“Appreciate that,” Vaughan said.



“You’re very welcome,” Amber said.



From the same racks, Vaughan picked Piper out a wispy pair of G-string panties, in pastel blue and purple, and a couple of similarly colored bikini briefs. From there, they moved on to chemises and babydolls. By now, his cock was hard as concrete, and he began letting his hands roam in earnest as they examined each in turn. When she held up something he liked, he brushed her nipples or stroked along her inner thigh.



“Is this turning you on?” he whispered into her ear, finally brushing her delicate center as she held up a pink t-backed chemise.



“Y-yes.”



“Are you wet for me, Piper?”



She nodded eagerly, and he rewarded her with another long stroke of her folds. She thrust her ass against his cock. “This one?”



“In white,”



When he pointed out an open-fronted babydoll set that would clasp between her breasts with only the barest stretch of fabric, she smiled and leaned back. If she meant to ask him a question or say something, Vaughan never knew. His hunger grew too passionate, and he kissed her, clutching her body to him as both his hands cupped her breasts. She arched her back against him, moaning into his mouth.



When Vaughan finally broke the kiss, he whispered into her ear, “Go try these on. Now.”



Piper turned, her eyes gleaming with desire and her cheeks apple-red. “Thank you,” she whispered.



“We’re not done yet.”



* * *



Amber locked the door behind the store’s other customer and nodded at Vaughan. He wanted Piper, and he wanted her now.



The shop’s two dressing rooms were a fair bit larger than a standard department store, and came loaded with a big mirror ringed in lights. Piper’s door stood slightly ajar. No need to knock. He just walked in.



There she stood, his roommate, his best friend, his sometime-fling. Though surrounded in black lace, her breasts themselves were bare, her nipples hard as she examined herself in the mirror. She reached a hand down instinctively to cover her pussy lips, revealed by the matching crotchless panties.



“Don’t cover up in front of me,” he said. Ordered, really. Her hand stopped and slid back up.



“Do… do you like it?” Piper asked.



She turned to face him, and Vaughan instinctively sucked in a sharp breath. Did he like it? Holy shit, he loved it.



“You belong on a runway.”



“Stop.”



“Piper. You want me to order you around a bit?”



Her chin dipped, and she whispered, “Yes.”



“Then I’m telling… no, I’m ordering you to turn around and look in the mirror. You are a sexual goddess.”



Piper did turn again, and examined herself in the mirror. The color in her cheeks couldn’t have possibly gone any brighter red, and yet somehow it did.



Vaughan stepped towards her, his hands working at the button on his shorts. “You are a fuck kitten.”



Piper’s lips parted, and she cooed softly, “Yeah?”



His shorts dropped to the ground, followed quickly by his boxers. “You are beautiful. You are my dream woman. I’d fuck you right now if I had a condom.”



“On the pill,” she whispered. “We both are.”



Close now. A foot away, and his cock surged forth a rallying cry for him to bend her over and take her.



Piper looked down at the counter. “But you and Remi…”



“I want her too. This doesn’t change that. And me wanting her doesn’t change what you and I have,” he said, and he took the last step, nudging her lower back with his prick. Piper’s eyes closed, and he slapped her ass without warning. Crack.



“Do not. Close your eyes. For this.”



He spanked her other ass cheek, and Piper gasped audibly. “Oh, V, V…”



“You are both what I want.”



Smack. Gasp. He bent her over the dressing room’s countertop, staring into her eyes as he reared his hand again.



“There’s room in my life for two, Piper.”



Smack. They were not hard blows, but loud. He loved the way her ass jiggled just a little bit with each slap. Her pussy lips glistened with wetness.



“And I’m going to prove that to you. Right. Now.”



He nudged her feet apart, and his hands rested on her hips. Still staring right at her in the mirror, he took her in one hard stroke. Her pussy clamped at his cock, sucked at it greedily, and she gasped, “Vaughan!”



He reached around and cupped her breasts in his hands, hefting them slightly. “These are mine now. Yours and Remi’s.”



“Yours.”



He pulled back out, and she whimpered at the sudden emptiness between her thighs before he thrust hard again into her, burying himself right to what felt like her very core. “What is this, Piper?” he asked, pointing at the junction of her thighs.



“Y-yours,” Piper moaned.



“That’s right. And I’m going to do with it whatever the hell I damn well please. If I want you from now on, I take you.”



He thrust again. Christ, his balls were tight already.
 Make it last
 , he told himself.



“Yesssss.”



Something thumped in the dressing room next door and he heard Remi’s distinctive moan. Was she getting off on this too? Good.



“And not just your pussy, either. If I want your mouth?”



“Take it. It’s yours,” Piper whimpered.



“If I want your ass?”



“I-I’ve never-”



He spanked her again and she arched her back, thrusting her breasts outwards. “If I want your ass?” he demanded, and now he was sure Remi was gasping with pleasure next door.



“It… it’s yours,” Piper said.



Rocking into her hard, his thrusts coming without check, he decided it was time for all the marbles. “And if I told you to get on your knees and eat Remi out while I fucked you?”



“I… I… I’ve never been with-”



He slapped her ass. “Piper! Would you lick her little clitty? Would you lick her pussy?”



“Yeeesssss!” Piper howled, and her pussy clamped down hard around his cock. “Again! Spank me again!”



He obliged, this time with a harder slap than before, and her eyes bulged with the pleasure and the pain. “You’re mine, Piper.”



“Anything!” she hissed, squeezing her eyes shut as his balls slapped her thighs rhythmically. “Anything you want!”



The door crashed open behind them. Remi had on a lacy red top with strategically placed cuts that just barely revealed hints of her thick dark nipples, and below…



Sweet Jesus Christ, she wore no panties, no anything down there. A little tease of her brunette landing strip led right to her pussy lips and her damp thighs. She stared at the mirror, transfixed, her hand slapping down at her pussy as she watched Vaughan hammer into her best friend. He grinned at the mirror and returned his attention to Piper.



“Remi’s watching, baby.”



She opened one eye. Just a slit. “Reemiii,” she moaned, unable to howl again. Her pussy was quivering against his cock. Maybe she’d had a small orgasm, but it still felt like she was barreling towards something. He redoubled his efforts not to come now that he had an audience.



“I like her seeing us together,” Vaughan said. He grabbed a handful of Piper’s hair and tugged – not hard, but just enough to arch her spine backwards, her breasts thrusting towards the mirror with every hard ram from his prick.



“Reemi…supposed to be… with you.”



Remi shook her head as she thrust her middle finger up inside her sweet sex. “No honey, he’s enough for both of us.”



“Wanted… you two… to be…” She gasped wordlessly as Vaughan tweaked one of her nipples. “Together. S-sorry.”



The hand at her nipple pinched it hard, and Vaughan snapped, “No sorries. Not when it comes to all of us, Piper.”



“H-he’s right,” Remi said, adding a second finger as she fucked herself hard, her breasts jiggling with every thrust of her fingers. “All of us ha-have fun. I love you, Pip. I want you to b-be h-happy too.”



“Oh God, I am, I am, I…” Piper closed her eyes again and slumped forward, her breath hitching. “I’m cooommmmiiiing!”



Piper’s pussy clamped at his prick, and his hand fell to play with her clit while she shuddered long and hard. Liquid warmth splashed his dick as he stayed deep within her, letting Piper ride out her orgasm as her mouth worked silently.



When she’d finally come down, she grabbed his hand on her clit. “Too… sensitive. I can’t take anymore…”



Vaughan pulled out of her with some regret, his hand a poor substitute for his roommate’s tight, wet hole. But Remi stepped forward and fell to her knees behind him, and he turned. Her lips spread, her tongue flicking out, and he slid his cock into her hungry, eager mouth. She slurped his first few inches noisily and popped off long enough to moan, “Fuck, Piper, you taste so good,” before she started sucking his cock greedily. Remi grabbed his hand and placed it at the back of her head, encouraging him to go deeper, to use her as he wanted to, just like Piper, and he groaned as he jammed his prick as far down her throat as he could manage. He kept it there for a moment, enjoying the deepthroat before he pulled back, letting Remi gasp for air before he plunged right back in.



“Gurk, gurk, gurk!” Remi said around his prick, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes staring up at him adoringly.



“You’re mine too, Remi.”



“Ors!” she gasped around his thickness.



“If I want you, I take you. No more playing.”



“Essss.”



His balls tightened as he stared down at the awesome sight of the busty brunette sucking him off, her flimsy lingerie barely doing a thing to keep her bouncing breasts in check. She took more and more of him with every thrust down her throat until he eventually had no more to give her. Tears streaked slowly out of the corners of her eyes, smudging her makeup. It wasn’t like a porn star’s runny mess, but still so goddamn dirty it nearly drove him over the edge.



A hand rested on his shoulder, and light kisses trailed across his clothed back. Piper. She said nothing as she watched over Vaughan’s shoulder as her best friend sucked the dick that had just been in her pussy. Then again, what did you say to something like that? That gave Vaughan an idea.



“Tell Remi how she looks, Piper,” he said.



“Sexy,” she whispered.



Remi glanced up at her friend as best she could and winked.  One of her hands snuck again down to her pussy, and when her fingers slid home, she moaned around Vaughan’s cock.



“Are you jealous, Piper?” he asked, not out of spite, but out of real curiosity.



“No.”



“Why?”



“B-because I want to believe.”



His cock hit the back of Remi’s throat, drove deeper. “Believe what?”



“That you can care about both of us.”



He turned his head. “Kiss me, Piper. Kiss me when I come in her pretty little mouth.”



“Mmmm!” Remi moaned around his prick, her fingers going crazy now.



Piper obliged him, her lips pasting to his gently. As he closed his eyes, stiffening, Piper reached down and Remi took her hand. Never did he come so hard before. Spurt after spurt blasted from him, filling Remi’s mouth until she had to pull away, coughing out his cream, and still he was coming, spraying down the bustier she wore, the garment no doubt ruined.



Without a word, Piper managed to slide around him – not easy, given the narrow confines of the room – and lifted her best friend to her feet. Their lips locked together, their kiss sloppy and loud for his benefit. Their tongues danced together, lips pulling away just long enough for a string of come to dribble down both their chins. Piper wiped Remi’s chin clean with her thumb, then her own, and sucked Vaughan’s love all down. Remi opened her mouth wide to show him there was still a lot left in there, closed it, swallowed hard, and opened back up again. Not a bit was left.



They still hadn’t given Remi her orgasm yet. Vaughan pushed her towards the counter. His cock was still flagging, unfortunately, or he would have fucked her right there too. Instead, he sat her on the counter, and took control of the fingering she’d been doing to herself, substituting his own fingers until he remembered what Piper had said about her best friend.



“Pipes, we can’t be so greedy,” he said to her over his shoulder.



She nodded, smiling, and strode forward, her previous hesitation gone. Her potential lingerie purchases were scattered all over the floor, and the whole dressing area reeked of sex. At his side, she murmured, “Are you okay with this, Remi?”



“Y-yes. I’ve had, um, dreams about you before.”



“Dreams?” Vaughan asked.



Remi nodded shyly, despite the come drying on her lingerie and the freshly-fucked evidence of her makeup. “Uh huh.” Piper added a finger to his, and together they started seesawing their fingers inside Remi. She gasped, “Oh Piper, Piper…”



“It’s okay, Remi, it’s okay. What kind of dreams? What am I doing to you?”



“Like… you come visit, and… oh my bud, my little clit, right there, Vaughan… we cuddle on the couch to watch a m-movie. And you sort of start… playing with y-yourself.”



“Mm hm,” Piper said, her finger sliding out of Remi’s slickness and rubbing all along her pussy lips before she started in again, finger-fucking her friend slowly while Vaughan’s fingers worked like a fuck machine.



“And you… ask me… if I want to join in, and I’m nervous, but then… y-you kiss me and I… wind up… on my knees, yes, like that, oh God, I’m close… and I lick you like ice c-cream and it’s good, Piper, it makes me so wet when I wake up, oh I’m sorry, I’m so bad…”



“I want you too,” Piper whispered, and her finger worked faster. “I… I didn’t know it… but I do. So beautiful, Remi, you’re so beautiful when you’re like this, I want to taste you, I want to love you while he’s fucking one of us…”



Remi clamped her thighs around their hands, locking them in place, and yowled, “Yeeessss!”



Her ass humped straight up, coming up off the counter and slamming down with a little squish on her own juices, and Remi bit her lip as she came, hard enough to draw blood, and Vaughan leaned forward, kissing her, sucking a little droplet of blood into his mouth, his tongue playing with hers as she wept her joy and pleasure until she finally relaxed her thighs and they could all recover.



* * *



They conga-lined out of the dressing room after another five minutes, Vaughan at the lead, Piper with her hands on his waist, Remi sort of leaning into Piper’s back. The two women were utterly spent, and Vaughan was beat too. Without a word, they brought their purchases to the counter, ruined items and all. Amber herself was flushed, her hair out of place, and the counter smelled suspiciously of womanly sex. None of them said a peep, and Vaughan tipped her fifty bucks.



Worth every penny.



With no energy for much more sightseeing, they headed to their hotel early for a nap before the concert that night. In the parking lot, as they gathered up their luggage, Piper stopped Vaughan for a kiss, then hesitantly pulled Remi in for one too.



“I hope this doesn’t change anything,” she said meekly. “I got carried away.”



“I hope it does,” Remi said cheerfully.



“Huh?” Piper asked.



“Remi’s right,” Vaughan said. “We don’t come back from something like that unchanged. And that’s good. Piper, it’s okay. The whole point of the trip was to let go, right?”



Piper’s throat jerked and she looked away. “Right. To let go.” She grabbed her luggage, still not looking at either one of them. “I booked us two separate rooms tonight. Tomorrow we’ll talk about sharing one, but it’s too late to change things tonight and…” She shrugged and darted for the hotel entrance.



Vaughan shook his head. “Crap. Shouldn’t have brought up John. Even in a roundabout way.”



“It’s not that,” Remi said, then slapped a hand over her mouth. “Shit.”



“What are you talking about?” he asked.



“I’m sorry. I… that slipped. I can’t tell you.”



“What? Why?”



But Remi was chasing after Piper, calling her name, leaving Vaughan by himself. He’d been hoping for a little cuddle time with the women. Now it felt like he was more alone than ever.



* * *



His sleep was dreamless, but much needed. The lingerie shop had worn Vaughan down far more than he realized, and he woke with an energy he hadn’t anticipated. He dressed in his last pair of clean khakis, making a mental note to try to find a hotel with a washing service the next day. On top of that, he added his favorite club-type button down, black with a pair of subtle pin stripes near the buttons. He wore it open over a white tee, and slipped on his sneakers. His one vanity was his hair, and he spent a stupid amount of time in the bathroom getting it just the way he wanted it – up in a naturally-mussed looking way, spiking here and there and shining with a little bit of product.



When he’d finished in the bathroom, Piper hammered on his door. “V, hurry your sexy ass up!” she shouted. “You’re worse than a woman, I swear.”



He glanced at his watch and swore. Okay, maybe he hadn’t needed to spend quite so much time combing. The time, however, slipped from his mind entirely when he opened the door on Piper.



The bellbottoms he’d bought for her slung low on her hips, allowing him just a peep of the black thong she’d bought hours before at the lingerie shop. An ivory off-the-shoulder top with no hint of a bra completed her ensemble, and she turned a leg as he stared.



“Like it?” she asked, grinning.



“Love it. Best money I’ve ever spent on clothes, that’s for sure.”



She leaned up and kissed the corner of his mouth. “Thanks for that. And for putting up with me.”



“If you want to talk…”



“Not yet.” She held out her arm. “Ready, or did you need another half hour to touch up your nose hair too?”



“It wasn’t half an hour!” He took her arm and they started walking. Lower, he muttered, “More like twenty minutes, tops.”



Piper looked great in a casual hippie-chic sort of way, but Remi took classy and mashed it well with sexy. The dotted dress opened just below the panty line in front, revealing a long expanse of her thigh and leg. Up top, it was surprisingly demure, hardly showing any cleaveage but leaving another long vee of her back exposed. For once, it seemed their roles had been reversed – Piper’s garb left her drop-dead sexy, and Remi looked classy as hell in a summer-party sort of way.



“I am the luckiest man alive,” he said. “You both look absolutely perfect tonight. Stunning.”



They rewarded him for that with a pair of kisses on the cheek. He wrapped his arm around their waists and they leaned against him, taking a moment before they hit the road to the concert, stopping only for a quick bite at a place specializing in wraps. Back on the road, munching on a turkey avocado wrap, little wisps of their tryst kept creeping up in Vaughan’s mind as he drove.



We’re both on the pill.



He took another bite, swallowed, and refocused on the road. Five minutes later, it hit him.



The condoms. He knew he’d packed them.



“Piper?”



“Mm?” she asked, finishing off a bite of her Asian chicken wrap.



“About what happened…”



She glanced up at the mirror and into his eyes. “I’m still processing everything. Can we just have some fun tonight and we’ll talk about the serious stuff tomorrow?”



“Sure, but I had one question.”



“It can’t wait?”



“No. The condoms.”



Surprising him, she glanced aside at Remi, who groaned quietly. “Busted,” Piper said.



“Wait, Remi, that was you?”



“Yeah, I meant to bring it up when we first started fooling around. Don’t be mad at Piper, it was my thing. I’m actually allergic to something in condoms. Piper and I, we’ve been talking about you a lot, and I figured we’d probably end up doing something sooner or later. I didn’t want to get in the moment and have to make an ER run because my hoo-ha is swelling like a little pink blimp.”



He laughed despite himself. “Okay, I get that. But why not tell me before the trip?”



Remi snickered. “How would that conversation go? ‘I plan on using you as my sexual scratching post?’ I’ve been with two guys, Vaughan, and both of them, they left me kind of weird about sex stuff. I didn’t want to just tell you right up front I wanted to hook up with you but I couldn’t let you wear a condom. It was embarrassing.” She slapped her head. “Oh, I got tested just a couple weeks before I flew out. I’m totally clean. Piper said you’re always very careful about using condoms and you get checkups after every hookup, so I figured you’d be safe.”



“I got tested,” Piper said through a mouthful of food. “I thought this would be a you-and-Remi thing, but she insisted I get checked out too. My vagina is radiation-free.”



“Good to know,” he said. “Well, um…”



“Still have half, mm, a wrap,” Piper said. “And chips. Shaddup and lemme eat and quit thinking so hard. Us women folk have your penis on lockdown.”



* * *



The seats among the Red Rocks weren’t the best, but the view was spectacular. The dying evening light made for a great backdrop to the hard blues rock, and the whole place was just naturally stunning. But Vaughan noticed none of that, not even the wail of the guitar of one of rock’s greatest young musicians. His attention was solely on the mystery of the two beautiful women beside him, their arms raised to the sky as they swayed and danced to the music.



So fucking sexy. So fucking stunning it made his heart thump.



And tomorrow marked the first day of the last half of their trip. It would all have to end soon, and it broke him to think about parting from these two.



As if she could sense his mood, Remi half-turned to him, grinning. She wrapped an arm around his waist and said loudly into his ear, “Let it go! Just tonight! Let it all go!”



Wise words. He listened to them, and wrapped his own arm around her waist, kissing the side of her head and drawing the eye of the guy on her other side. The dude gave him a thumbs-up, and Vaughan’s smile widened into a grin. For good measure, he turned the other way, snaked an arm around Piper’s waist, and kissed her head too. She glanced at him quizzically, but soon her grin matched his own, and together, the three of them shouted varying degrees of the wrong lyrics into the night, young and alive and beautiful together.



* * *



Hours later, their voices hoarse from singing, Piper led her two drunk friends into the hotel, guiding them forward like a lion tamer trying to get the best of a beast.



“Nope, that’s… that’s the wall, Remi. Door says pull, V. Pull! You’re… oh God, you’re both hopeless. I swear.”



Before the concert, she’d declared herself the designated driver. Vaughan protested, but Piper told him to stop being so noble and enjoy the band he and Remi liked so much. It was weak logic at best, but one of them really did have to be the DD, and so Remi and Vaughan agreed.



Now, the two listed like ships, plodding into walls, concrete barriers, the front desk, the furniture inside. The clerk just sighed and glanced back again at his phone while Piper’s apologies fell on his deaf ears.



She managed to get them to Vaughan’s room first. He flopped on the bed, kicking off his sneakers before he rolled over and Remi pounced on him.



“I want my turn!” she cackled gleefully, tearing at his shirt.



“Mmkay, but give me a minute. Room’s swaying,” Vaughan said.



“Tomorrow, you two,” Piper said. “You can fool around all you want to when you’re sober. I don’t want your first night together to end with one of you puking on the other one.”



Remi grasped at the hem of her dress, and started sliding it up on her hips, rocking back and forth on Vaughan’s thighs. “Just ten minutes. Ten minutes and then I’ll go to bed, Pip.” She leaned in and gave him a sloppy, slurping kiss.



Piper guided her back gently, and took Remi’s arm. “Come on, let’s get you to our room.”



Huffing like a petulant child, Remi finally slid off the bed and grabbed Vaughan’s crotch through his pants. “Keep this safe for me.” She darted forward out of Piper’s grasp one last time, and kissed him again, this time on the forehead. Well, more or less. Into his ear, she whispered quietly, “She loves you.”



But Vaughan was already slipping into sleep.



* * *



 Vaughan woke early again. His head banged a raucous chorus from the night before – four overly expensive beers from a vendor hadn’t been enough to get him drunk, but the flasks of whiskey and tequila Remi snuck in under her dress sure helped. He groaned as he sat up. “It’s too early for this,” he grumbled, but his bladder roared at him that it was definitely not.



Try as he might after he relieved himself, Vaughan couldn’t fall back asleep. Something someone had said to him last night had haunted his dreams. Not in an unpleasant way, but he felt the wispy vapors left in his mind even if he couldn’t recall the specifics. Something Remi said, he thought.



The hotel’s gym would be closed this early, but there was an all-night diner just beyond the parking lot. He decided to step over there and get caught up on work emails, breaking his promise to himself he’d forget work throughout the whole two weeks off he’d taken.



The place served a bitter, almost undrinkable cup of coffee, but the cheese Danish he ordered with it was, surprisingly, actually made by a real baker, and he was just polishing it off when Piper stepped out into the parking lot, heading for the van.



He instinctively slouched in his chair when she glanced around the parking lot, her keys in hand. Piper didn’t spot him, and he sat back up as she opened the rear sliding door on the side loaded with the boxes. One more glance around the parking lot, and she pulled loose one of the boxes, jerking it out as though it weighed nothing. Another came out too, this one tall and narrow. She tossed it uncaringly into the first box.



Right into the first box. Deep into it. Like it was empty.



She shifted a few things around inside the van. Some of it looked like she actually was struggling with the weight of a few boxes, but by and large, it looked like Piper was manhandling most everything inside with ease.



Finally satisfied, she shut the door again and locked the van. The two boxes on the ground were separated, and she stomped them flat. Completely flat. Nothing had been in them.



Piper snatched them up and hurried back inside.



The Danish and the last dregs of his coffee forgotten, Vaughan stood up, dropped a ten on the table, and grabbed his phone. A spare key for the van was taped up behind the rear bumper on a steel strip. He jogged out to the van, grabbed the magnetic key holder from its cozy spot, and unlocked the van again.



Of eight slim, short, tall, and fat boxes balanced on that side of the van, only five were filled. Those were the ones closest to the middle seat. He closed the door again, and leaned against it, thinking.



The whole trip, the whole thing, had been some crazy show.



* * *



When it came time to hit the road, Vaughan offered to drive. That seemed to surprise and sadden Remi, but he told them lamely, “You two have some stuff from yesterday you probably need to work out. I don’t want to be selfish.”



It was a lie, but he was too confused to be very attentive to either one of them. The point of the whole trip had been to help Piper get rid of the last vestiges of the memory of John. Had she decided to keep all his stuff instead? Was she still pining for the asshole?



He’d been an idiot thinking there was anything between him and Piper. This whole time, he’d been falling and falling for her and Remi. Maybe things really were what they seemed with the brunette, but with his roommate, Vaughan now figured he knew the score.



Piper didn’t want him. She wanted the guy she couldn’t have. And why shouldn’t she? John was mysterious, moody, and downright handsome. Way more handsome than Vaughan. John played guitar. Vaughan had no musical talent at all, and his voice sounded like a bullfrog’s when he sang. John was handy around the house, fixing just about anything from the plumbing to the drywall. Vaughan was the guy that kept electricians, plumbers, and handymen in business. Something as simple as hammering a nail usually ended in disaster for him. John got into a couple of fights, and won them handily – and that had always put Piper in a fuck-me mood for a week afterward. Vaughan had never fought anybody, and now he was coming to realize Piper’s fuck-me mood all week had probably been because of his old roommate and Remi’s presence, not him.



At a gas station on the eight hour drive to Kansas City, Remi pulled him aside. “What’s going on? You haven’t hardly said a peep all morning.”



“It’s nothing, Remi.” He leaned in and kissed her. Funny how that would have seemed strange and awkward just yesterday, and now it felt… well, still strange, but he knew it would feel natural if they had enough time together. “Just… work stuff.”



“Hey! No work crap more serious than emails!” Remi said, echoing one of Piper’s early rules to the both of them.



He grinned and wrapped an arm around her waist. “All right, all right. Hey. Just wanted to say… I’m glad I met you, Remi. Even without all the fun stuff, you’re an amazing woman.”



She leaned her head against his shoulder, the wind blowing her hair back. “You’re a good guy too, Vaughan. I don’t want this trip to ever end.”



“Mm,” he said, trying to sound like he agreed with her. But as Piper stepped out, bottles of iced tea in hand for all of them, he wondered.



* * *



His moodiness abated, but Vaughan still insisted on driving most of the way that day, leaving Piper and Remi to talk in the back.



“Should we rip the Band-Aid right off and talk about it?” Piper finally asked about three hours east of Denver.



Remi sighed and nodded. “You’re the first woman I’ve ever, mm, been with in any way,” she said, blushing. “I’ve thought about a few. But just… as an idle thing. Never seriously.”



“Same here. I liked what we did, though.”



“Me too,” Remi said. “Is that… okay? You know, with the other thing?”



Vaughan glanced up at the mirror. The other thing?



Piper elbowed Remi and shook her head slightly. “It’s fine. Great, in fact. I feel even closer to you. I didn’t really think that was possible.”



Remi squirmed in her seat. “I think the same thing. I didn’t want things to be weird today. I’m really glad we’re talking.” She giggled. “And I can’t believe you two fucked. That was so hot.”



“You thought that was hot?” Piper asked. “What about you, deep-throating him in like… two goes?”



“I’m not even all that great at blowjobs!” Remi exclaimed.



“Beg to differ,” Vaughan said up front.



“I mean… I’ve never tried to, um, go down on a guy that much,” Remi said. “It was just kind of… instinct with you. My old boyfriend, I’d play with his tip a little bit with my tongue, and he’d stroke himself. About two minutes later, we’d be done. I’ve only ever swallowed accidentally before.”



“Well, chica,” Piper said. “Whatever you did yesterday, that was seriously hotter than anything I’ve ever seen.”



“I don’t know, you two fingering me, that was really hot too.”



At the words “fingering me,” Vaughan’s eyes trailed up to the mirror. The van veered gently to the right and he sharply looked back at the road, correcting course.



“Did us talking about blowjobs and fingering each other make you lose your attention?” Piper asked.



“Poor guy,” Remi said. “Gee, we’d better not do anything else back here that might distract him.”



Piper turned her head and Remi met her for a delicate, exploratory kiss, their hands tentatively touching as they stared into each other’s eyes. When Piper broke away, she whispered, “This complicates things so much. You two were supposed to be together.”



Gripping the steering wheel tighter, Vaughan said, “What does that even mean, Piper? You’ve been angling for us to be together, but you keep giving me mixed signals about it.”



Remi settled her hand on Piper’s leg. “Tell him, babe.”



For a moment, it looked like Piper might, but finally she shook her head. “Not yet. I don’t want to ruin everything yet.”



Because you’re still in love with John
 , Vaughan thought.
 We’re going to get home and you’ll kick me out, or move to be closer to him, or something. Whatever this trip is, it’s the end of us, isn’t it?



“I think… I think we should have some ground rules,” Remi said, breaking the silence finally. “I love having fun with you two, but, like, I don’t want to bring anyone else in.”



“Agreed,” Piper said heartily. “No randos. I think that clerk yesterday at the lingerie store would have banged V’s brains out.”



He scratched the back of his head. “I think she might have been more into you, Piper. Remember she groped you?”



“Oh my gosh,” Piper said, blushing. “You think so?”



“Pretty damn sure, yeah. In any case, you two are way more than enough for me. I’m happy with that.”



“And whatever happens between the three of us, squash the jealousy. I know that’s easy to say,” Remi said, “but we’re all adults here. It’s never just about sex, is it?”



“No,” Piper said.



Vaughan steeled his heart. Adults. He could be an adult about this. Sure.
 Goodbye
 , Piper, he whispered to her future self.
 I can’t blame you, but I wish it had been me.
 “Agreed. No jealousy. If you two want something different, I won’t hold it against either of you.”



“Trust me, we want you plenty,” Piper said, and unbuckled to lean up and kiss his cheek. He accepted it, but didn’t trust himself to look back at her in the mirror.



When she fell back against the seat again, Remi reached out and squeezed Piper’s thigh. “You know, Pip, that Vaughan learned how to give massages? Don’t you think that’s just what we need tonight?”



Piper groaned pleasantly, and settled her own hand on Remi’s hip. “I know we’re trying to be all sexy-sexy, but holy crap, yes, that does sound like just what I need.”



“Great!” Vaughan said, forcing a little cheerfulness into his voice. “I only charge a thousand bucks a session.”



Remi’s fingers flexed against Piper’s leg and trailed upward towards the vee of her jeans. Her voice became a sexy little pout. “Aw, I can’t spend that much. Maybe we could offer up a little show instead?”



Piper leaned over and kissed the side of Remi’s neck before she turned her head and beamed at Vaughan. “Please, V? We need you to touch us.”



“Stroke us,” Remi begged, her fingers joined by Piper’s as they undid the button on the jeans.



“Spread your hot oil all over our aching bodies,” Piper said as Remi’s fingers disappeared down the front of her bikini-cut panties.



“Just imagine us almost naked, laying right in front of you. Why, we’d be practically helpless.”



Piper sucked in a breath at something Remi was doing to her, and Vaughan glanced up sharply at the mirror, still saying nothing. He could only catch occasional glimpses, but in a way, that was even hotter than watching the full thing. His cock demanded to be released from its confines, but there was no way he could tend to his own needs and keep them safe.



“Our bodies, there for you to do whatever you want,” Piper moaned. Her own fingers slipped up to the base of Remi’s skirt before she slid the front of it up, revealing a flash of yellow panties.



“Mm hm,” Remi agreed, her hand now buried fully in Piper’s panties.



“Just… imagine Remi facedown on the bed, V,” Piper said, squeezing her thighs in and out, flexing them against Remi’s fingers. “These amazing boobs kind of squashed out a little bit. You hovering over her slicked-up ass. Don’t you want that?”



Her fingers yanked aside Remi’s panties hard enough to tear them, and Remi gasped, “Oh fuck,” as Piper rubbed her glistening lips. “And sexy Piper, her long legs… oh baby that feels good… and that long hair just running down her back.”



Piper turned and kissed Remi’s shoulder, her fingers sliding faster up and down her pussy, taking her time reaching Remi’s clit. “You’re t-turning me on so much, bestie. Maybe I won’t let V have you. Maybe I’ll get you all to myself and l-lick every inch of you.”



“Oh God,” Remi moaned. “Yesss…”



“Your fingers… feel so good…”



“Yours… too, baby.”



“Rub my clit, Remi. Right there. Wh… mmm… why didn’t we do this… sooner?”



“Right?” Remi gasped breathlessly. “Would’ve never let you m-move.”



“Mmmmmm! Yes! Like that!” With her free hand, Piper grabbed her own breast, squeezed, and trailed her hand up to the back of her own neck, gripping it tight as she thrust her hips up at Remi’s fingers. “Oh God, V, fuck, she’s fucking me with her finger, it’s so good.”



“She’s rubbing my pussy so good, Vaughan,” Remi added.



Piper turned her head and they kissed, their lips all over each other as Piper bounced against Remi’s hand. “I love the t-taste of your l-lips,” Piper moaned into Remi’s mouth.



“When you come, I want to taste y-you again,” Remi said. “So sweet, baby.”



“Oh, Remi, I’m c-close,” Piper gasped. “You’ve got me on fire. Want to g-get you off too but I’m so close, oh God.”



“Come for me baby, don’t worry about me,” Remi said. “You can watch me play.”



“Yessss,” Piper hissed, and she slid her finger out of Remi. Her digit was wet and glistening and she sucked it into her mouth, moaning around it, her eyes squeezed shut as she veered towards her release.



Vaughan caught flickers of her orgasm in the mirror. Her arched back, her ass rising up off the seat, Remi’s hand flexing inside her panties. Piper was such a firecracker when it came to coming. Releasing her own finger, she wailed her pleasure as she held Remi’s hand in place. Long after she’d finally settled back against the seat again, Remi pulled her fingers out, unbuckled, and leaned forward for Vaughan to suck one of them. Piper tasted warm, sort of salty and a little lemony of all things. He liked it, but then again, he’d never really minded the taste of pussy in any of his partners.



Remi settled back, tasted a finger for herself, and thought about it for a moment. “Hmm. Pip, you taste pretty good, but I think I need to try it from the source.”



“We are… definitely doing that… later,” Piper said, catching her breath in between words. “I keep… coming… before you, though.”



Remi laughed softly and leaned over to kiss her friend’s cheek. “It’s not like I didn’t have fun too, sweetie. You have nothing to be sorry about.”



“Give me, mm, five minutes and… I can help you out?” Piper asked.



“Oh, I promised you a show. I’m wayyy too close to last that long,” Remi said. “Just relax, Pip. It’ll be fun to have you two watch.”



She leaned against the boxes – the sturdier, filled ones, Vaughan noted sourly – and propped one leg up on Piper’s lap, bent at the knee thanks to the space constraints.



“Sure seems like we’ve got a lot more room,” Vaughan said nonchalantly.



Piper glanced up at the mirror, then back away again quickly. “Been rearranging again.”



“Oh.”



Remi lifted her hips in the air and slid her panties down her thighs. If someone in a similarly tall vehicle was driving in the opposite direction, they might have caught sight of her naked lips for just a moment before her butt settled against the seat again. Vaughan struggled not to stare, his throat going tighter and tighter with every lewd act the duo performed.



Remi watched Piper’s face as she strummed her pussy gently. The dance of her fingers along her lips made her moan impulsively, and soon she glistened from her own desire. Her thumb settled on her clit, rubbing gently, and she sank her middle finger into her core. A wet little squelch made her and Piper giggle as she added a second finger and started to build up a little rhythm. Her thumb worked independently of her fingers, sometimes rubbing fast and hard, other times gently caressing her hard clit under its fleshy hood. Vaughan wanted to suck that clit into his mouth, lick it, nibble it.



Slowly, more for their benefit than anything else, Remi starting humping at her fingers with each thrust, her rising and falling ass dangerously hypnotic. Her other hand played along her stomach, slipping down under the hem of her shirt before sliding up it, revealing the expanse of her belly and a hint of her bra. That she tugged down for easier access to her breast, and starting tweaking her nipples gently, each in turn.



“I love your boobs,” Piper said wistfully.



“Want to touch?”



“Mm hm.”



Piper took over the breast stroking duties, stroking first the aureoles before paying attention to the hard nubs of her nipples. “That’s nice, Pip,” Remi moaned. “Nice and gentle like that.”



“Don’t know if I have the energy for much more,” her friend admitted.



“It’s perfect.”



“God, I want to lick them. I’ve never wanted to do that to a woman before.”



Remi patted the hand on her boob. “You’ll get your chance.”



“What do you want to do to Piper, Remi?” Vaughan asked up front. His eyes stayed locked on the road. Traffic was picking up again and he couldn’t afford even glimpses up at the mirror.



Remi’s fingers dipped harder and harder into her pussy, and she closed her eyes, lost to imagination. “Mmm. I want her to wear those little shorts again, like last night. You were so sexy, Piper. And somewhere public, somewhere dangerous, I want to come up behind you… oh fuck… and I want to slide them down your legs. While Vaughan watches, I want to kneel down and just… bury my head in your little pussy.”



“Remi…” Piper moaned.



“Pinch them a little harder, Piper. Yesss. I want to lick you, taste you. And when I make you come, I-I want Vaughan to s-sit down, and I’d ride his thick cock… facing you, honey. So you could get o-on your knees and lick him and me and… ohhh fuck…”



“Do you like this, Remi?” Piper asked. Her free hand stroked her own panty-covered pussy idly, watching her best friend.



“Mm hm. I want to cuddle with you, Piper. Side-by-s-side. And he’d take one of us, and he’d be so gentle, and we’d just be together, all of us. I’d s-stroke you so good, and he’d slip into me, and we’d be so w-warm and h-happy and… f-fuuuuck!”



Remi’s fingers plunged in one last time, her thumb jamming her clit for all it was worth, and she came. “Oh Goood Pipeeerrrrr!”



“So hot,” Piper moaned. “Oh, you are so hot.”



* * *



At the next rest stop, Vaughan pulled in. He had to. If he didn’t get some kind of relief, he was going to be suffering from the most painful blue balls of his life. Piper and Remi had helped clean each other up as best they could with the box of tissues, but they both were still sticky and needed a real bathroom. But before they headed for the bathrooms, Piper grabbed a small throw and Remi tugged him towards a walking trail. It led around a copse of willows – not much cover, but it would do.



“This’ll work,” Piper said, and Remi nodded.



“Anybody could see us from the road,” Vaughan said.



“So?” Remi asked, grinning.



Piper laid the blanket down, and holding hands, the two of them fell to their knees in front of him in what was one of the sexiest sights of his whole life. His beautiful roommate, her sexy best friend, and they were his, all his. At least for the moment.



Their fingers fumbled at his zipper and his buttons, but they eventually managed to free his cock. Still thick from their earlier playing, it didn’t take long after their hands ran over his head and shaft to get him hard again.



Without warning, without preamble, Piper tossed back her blonde hair and sucked him into her mouth. She tried to reenact Remi’s amazing deep-throat skills from the previous day, but it was too much for her and she came off him, choking and gasping.



“It’s okay, Piper, I’m so close anyways,” he moaned. “Don’t force it if…”



She attacked his cock again, slathering him with her tongue this time, licking him up and down the left side of his shaft. Remi took the hint and ran her tongue down the other side, the brunette and the blonde both so fucking sexy it nearly made him come right there. And if that was hot, then the two of them kissing as they met the head of his prick was nothing short of divine. The sloppy, drooling kiss left them with plenty of lubrication to work with, and Remi sucked him into her mouth now, bobbing halfway down his shaft, staring straight up at him as her hand roamed over her roommate’s bottom.



She gave up his prick to his roommate, focusing instead on looping her thumb and pointer around his shaft, jerking him off while Piper swirled the head of his cock with her mouth and tongue. Someone was slowing for the turnoff, and he shifted his attention away from the women.



“Car,” he warned, but this seemed to have the opposite effect. Piper bobbed harder, her tongue lashing him as best she could manage with a mouthful of his dick. “Jesus, Piper, they’re going to see…”



“Mm hm,” she moaned against him.



“Shit, oh shit,” he groaned.



“Come for her, baby,” Remi moaned. “Come for your sweet roommate, she wants it so much, don’t you, Piper?”



A car door slammed, followed by another one. “What the hell?” a man asked, and a woman shushed him. Vaughan might have laughed if his focus wasn’t entirely on Piper now as she stared up at him, her eyes sweet and pleading as she licked him like a treat.



“So close, Piper. Going to come soon.”



She grinned around his cock and finally relented, giving him a big slurp for show. “On our faces,” she murmured, and Remi nodded quickly.



“But the people-”



Piper sucked him into her mouth for a few last bobs, and when his balls tightened, he tapped the top of her head. She slid off him again and his hand joined Remi’s, flying up and down as the duo pushed their heads together in front of his cock, mouths wide. “Oh fuck,” he whispered, and then he was over the edge. He tried to aim for their mouths, and one wet, creamy wad did hit Piper’s tongue, but most of it wound up on their cheeks, their chins, their noses, their foreheads. With each jerk, he aimed between the two of them until their faces were glazed in little spurts of his come.



When he finally gasped to a finish, they turned to each other. Piper licked up everything on Remi’s face, swallowing it down with a deeply satisfied hum deep in her throat. Remi returned the favor, but instead of swallowing, she kissed Piper one last time, transferring more of his seed to her best friend’s mouth. Piper didn’t complain and ate all that up too.



On shaky legs, they stood up and wiped each other off with the blanket as best they could manage. As they stumbled back to the restrooms, the couple who’d pulled in were just walking back to their car. The husband stared at the beautiful women on Vaughan’s arms until his wife hissed at him to get back in the car. Before he slid in, though, the guy gave Vaughan a discreet thumbs-up.



Any time someone brought up that thumbs-up over the next few days, they all broke into fits of laughter.



* * *



In fear that the Highway Patrol was now probably aware of their antics thanks to the onlookers, they kept the afternoon play-free, though more than a few errant hands stroked a few fun bits. The plan had been to stop outside Kansas City that night, but they were making great time and Vaughan wasn’t tired, so they decided to try and push for St. Louis, thinking maybe they’d stop to see the Arch and the zoo in the morning.



Just outside Independence after they’d stopped for dinner at a great rib place, Vaughan took the wheel again, and the talk turned semi-serious.



“I don’t want to sound crass,” Remi said, “but we kinda skipped right to the physical fun stuff and never really got into the important getting-to-know-you business.”



“That’s true,” Piper said, tapping her lip. “I mean, I know pretty much everything about you two, but you don’t really know the ins and outs of each other.”



“I’m an open book,” Vaughan said. “What do you want to know?”



There came a talk about a great variety of things mostly religious and political in nature. Vaughan thought of himself as vaguely Christian, while Piper was staunchly an atheist and Remi was a lapsed Catholic. Politically, Piper was fiercely liberal, Remi somewhere to the soft left, and Vaughan largely centrist.



“I think by and large people should be allowed to love each other however they want to,” he said, explaining himself. “There are a few exceptions. You know, no kids and that sort of thing. But I think we’re too soft on people trying to make a living. I’m not saying we need to cut back on programs for the poor, just that we need to be stricter and tighter with our belts when it comes to who receives aid and what type.”



“And I suppose you want to be the judge of that,” Piper said.



“I… look, I didn’t mean to start anything. I was just trying to explain where I’m coming from.” He and Piper had this argument seemingly monthly with the mid-term elections coming up.



“It’s a valid opinion to have,” Remi said, shrugging. “I just like to believe the best in people and I think we should give to those who are less fortunate.”



“So do I, but the government doesn’t need to be responsible for that.”



They debated back and forth like that until Piper swapped the talk to future plans and careers, still in a bit of a huff over Vaughan’s opinions. From earlier conversations throughout the week, Vaughan knew Remi worked for a credit card company, but he didn’t really know the specifics.



“…so when your card is flagged by our system, I’m one of the people who gets in contact with you and finds out if there’s been any fraud.” Remi shrugged. “It’s not glamorous, but it’s a job, and there’s room to move up. There’s a leadership conference I’m applying to go to. It’s right in the city so it’s not like it’d be super problematic, and I think in few years, I’ve got a shot at middle management. The problem is these babies.” She pointed at her boobs. “Our company’s making an active push to hire more women in management positions and I dress really modestly, but I still get a lot of whispers I’m sleeping with some of the guys in charge, which… ugh.”



“Ah, sorry to hear that.”



“I mean, hey, I’m young. I’ve only been working there two years so I can’t expect to rush right there, but still, people just suck. It gets depressing sometimes. I have a few work friends, but they’re all chasing the management dream too, and they can be kind of catty.”



“Do you like the city?” Vaughan asked. Piper nuzzled her head against Remi’s shoulder and closed her eyes. He knew that look of contentment on her face. Pretty soon she’d be snoring the evening away.



“It’s got its charm. Lots of nightlife, which is fun. My poor roommate, I’ve dragged her out dancing so often the last few weeks. She thinks I’m trying to introduce her to the city, but if I’m being honest, I’m kinda just lonely there and I’m happy to have someone to go with.”



Vaughan reached a hand back and squeezed her knee. “I’m sorry to hear that. We should go dancing one night before you go, if you don’t mind someone whose one move is the white guy shuffle.”



That perked Remi up. “I’d love that. And my go-to move is ‘crazy girl flailing her arms and whipping people in the face with her hair,’ so we’re about even on that one.”



He laughed. “So do you see yourself there long-term then?”



Remi stared out her window, and Vaughan missed the way her throat jumped. “I don’t know.” She returned her attention to him. “How about you?”



“Oh, I like Seattle well enough,” he said, wondering how much his roommate was listening to. “If Piper ever wanted to move, I might pick up my stakes and see what else is out there. My company’s got buildings all over and I don’t really see myself sticking in Seattle if, uh, I didn’t have the right roommate.”



He glanced up at the mirror as he spoke that last sentence. Piper’s eyes flitted open and closed again. Damn it, he was on the right track.



Fuck you, John. Love her like I do.



The thought strayed out of nowhere and the force of it hit him harder than he expected. Love her like he did. Did he love Piper?



Better question, had he ever not?



* * *



Remi said something, and Vaughan missed it entirely. Blinking, he turned. “Sorry, what?”



“I said, you’re awfully down for someone about to spend the night in the same room with two women.”



Vaughan smiled, hoping it didn’t show the cracks of his physical and mental exhaustion. “Just… thinking about what’s coming, that’s all.”



“Talk to me,” she murmured as the elevator lurched upwards.



He dropped his duffel bag and clasped her shoulders, kissing her softly. When he pulled away, he whispered, “If I told you, I’d ruin the evening.”



“Hey. I’m here.”



Vaughan thought about his next words carefully. “We’re well past the halfway point. If we wanted, we could finish the trip tomorrow. I… I don’t want to lose either of you.”



Remi stared into his eyes and licked her lips. “I…”



The elevator lurched to a halt, and the doors opened. Piper bounded down the hallway, waving their keycards in her hand. “Remi. There are hot tubs downstairs. We’re on a recon mission and need to go check them out, pronto.”



“Vaughan was-” Remi started to say, but he shook his head, smiling softly. She shrugged, and rolled her suitcase out into the hallway. “Mind hauling that in for me, V?”



“Sure.” He brushed her cheek with a kiss, and murmured, “Please don’t say anything.”



“I’m getting tired of secrets,” she murmured back, but she stepped away and nodded.



He dragged the suitcases and his duffel bag down to their room. Inside was a huge king bed that should have made every inch of him gleeful, but instead, he sat down on the edge of the bed, sank his head into his hands, and tried to think about how not to fall further in love with the two most amazing women he’d ever known.



* * *



As sexy as they looked in their lingerie, there was something new and delightful about seeing Piper and Remi in swimsuits. Piper’s tall figure looked amazing in a faded yellow two-piece, while Remi wore a red one-piece with slits cut out of the side, revealing long triangles of flesh. They dropped their towels together, and slipped into the hot tub on either side of Vaughan.



A look passed between them as they settled in on either side. Their hands almost immediately found Vaughan’s thighs, and he turned first towards Piper to kiss her hungrily, his lips needing contact they hadn’t had much of that day. She returned it with gusto, her hand already finding his dick and squeezing it gently. Remi started kissing his earlobe, then the line of his chin, finally working to his neck. When he moaned into Piper’s mouth, she finally let him go and he turned to Remi, locking lips with her now instead.



They took turns like that for a while, letting the heated waters ease out the kinks of the road. His hands slipped between their thighs, but he knew from experience the water wouldn’t do much to help get them off. He settled for a little over-the-bikini playing, teasing their folds and trailing his fingers up as far as their stomachs.



Remi was the first to cross the bridge between them, standing up and walking slowly across the hot tub to Piper. Her best friend stared up at her, licking her lips, and Remi straddled her waist, pushing her head back before the two began to make out, their kisses hot and hard. Vaughan sat back and enjoyed the show, idly stroking his cock in the water. Soon Piper’s top floated to the surface, which he grabbed and set it aside.



The tops of her breasts gleamed from the water, and Remi backed off far enough that she could kiss the soft curves. Piper moaned her pleasure, and Remi ducked down to take each nipple in her mouth in turn, stopping only to wink at Vaughan. He gestured for her to go on, and said quietly, “Pretend I’m not here.” He’d liked the earlier show and wanted a repeat performance – for now.



“Sit on your feet,” Remi told Piper. Her friend obliged, folding her knees underneath her and leaving her nipples above the water. Remi wrapped her arms around Piper’s back and started on her nipples.



“Shit, Remi,” Piper moaned. She stroked her best friend’s hair and shivered in the water. But it seemed like she was tired of always being the first to get off, as she eventually pushed her friend back and swapped places with her, lowering the straps on Remi’s top until her magnificent breasts were revealed too.



Piper kissed each side of Remi’s neck before she dragged her tongue down across her collar and to her breasts, taking her time, stopping occasionally to suck on a bit of flesh. One hand rose to gently cup one of Remi’s breasts while she leaned in to nibble at the other nipple. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled with her teeth, not hard enough to really hurt, but enough to cause a little yelp from Remi. It had the desired effect, though.



“I like that,” Remi panted. “Just a little rough.”



“Thought you would, slut,” Piper said around a mouthful of nipple.



“Your slut,” Remi whispered.



In response, Piper guided her up so she was sitting on the edge of the concrete. Only her calves and feet remained in the water. The rest of Remi’s bathing suit slipped down, and Piper cast it aside.



“If someone comes…” Remi whispered.



“Someone’s about to,” Piper replied.



The line was terrible and set Remi off laughing, but what came next quieted her to a long, drawn-out moan. Piper went straight for the clit, her head bobbing down so fast Vaughan didn’t realize what he was seeing until his cock roared in response.



Piper. Was. Eating. Out. Remi.



The sexy brunette rested back on her hands, her breasts jiggling with every shudder from Piper’s slurping tongue. Vaughan could take no more watching and drew closer, transfixed by the sight. His beautiful blonde roommate’s head bobbed up and down in time with her tongue, flicking Remi’s engorged clit with a passion. Remi glanced sideways at him and lifted one hand, curling a finger. Come here. He did, and he leaned over the two of them to suck one of her big nipples into his mouth for himself.



“Yes, Vaughan, yes,” she whispered. His hands were free, so he ran one along the back of Piper’s head, letting her know how much he appreciated the work she was doing. She reached out and tugged down his shorts, and he stepped out of them, his cock springing up, rock hard.



Remi was gasping rapidly now, her breasts bouncing up and down as she thrust at Piper’s tongue. Vaughan had to give up trying to tease her nipples with his tongue and mouth, so instead he massaged the vee of flesh above her clit, working the muscles there with his hand. Remi’s attention was solely focused on her bestie, and soon her eyes closed.



“So… close… Piper,” she whispered.



Piper buried her nose against Remi’s clit and slid her tongue along her length, sucking her dew into her mouth. Her bikini-clad ass bounced with her efforts, and Vaughan slapped it, driving her tongue deep into Remi’s pussy as a reflex. That did it, and Remi hit the orgasm at a dead sprint, thrusting her pelvis up into Piper’s face and biting back a wail that would have no doubt ended with them getting kicked out of the place for indecent behavior. Piper tried to suck up as much of the sudden moisture as she could, and turned to Vaughan to kiss him, the taste of Remi still on her lips.



As Remi collapsed back into the hot tub, panting for breath, Vaughan kept Piper mostly right where she was, halfway up out of the water, her breasts in Remi’s face, her hot ass sticking out. He jerked down her bikini bottoms, not bothering to help her take them off completely, and stuck his face right into her pussy, his nose brushing just below her asshole as he started returning the favor of what she’d done to Remi.



Piper grabbed a nearby towel and jammed a corner of it in her mouth, howling her sudden, intense pleasure into it. Vaughan was merciless. He jerked her thighs wide, then used his thumbs to spread her pussy lips. Her folds didn’t just dampen – they dripped little beads of moisture, and he did his damnedest not to let a single one escape his tongue.



After a few minutes, Remi finally had her wind back and leaned up to suck one of Piper’s nipples, her hand coming around to squeeze Piper’s backside. Blonde hair falling down right in Remi’s face, Piper couldn’t control herself for long, and started humping back at Vaughan’s tongue, crossing over with a bang as her back suddenly arched, the towel fell out of her mouth, and she formed a perfect “o” with her lips. Before she could scream her pleasure, Remi was there, lifting up out of the water, meeting Piper’s lips with her own, and Piper wailed her pleasure into Remi, their eyes closed as Vaughan grinned into Piper’s quivering essence.



They dressed in a hurry after that, Vaughan’s eager prick slow to dip down. He didn’t want them in the hot tub, he’d decided. He wanted to give them that massage. And after that, he wanted to take Remi in bed, finally.



* * *



Vaughan took the first shower, trying not to hurry through his necessary rituals – though he did regretfully ignore his hair styling products, figuring they probably weren’t necessary for the evening. Piper and Remi, both surprisingly shy about their nakedness despite the events that had just happened, snuck in for the next one together. He offered to help them out, but they shooed him out of the bathroom.



He stalked around the room, dressed in a pair of basketball shorts and a loose tank top. They’d stopped that evening for a bottle of vanilla and coconut massage oil. The stuff was edible, just in case any mouths became involved in the application, and with any luck, they certainly would. It was missing, though, and he realized he must have put it in the bathroom with the rest of his toiletries. Figuring he’d just duck in real quick to grab it – and maybe catch a quick peek at some deliciousness – he put his hand on the doorknob just in time to hear the tail end of a whispered conversation.



“For the love of crap, just tell him, Pip!”



“It would change things too much. I don’t want that.”



“We’re already changing things!”



“That’s exactly the point. He’s falling for you. I know it. That’s what we wanted, remember?”



“He’s falling for you too. I see the way he looks at you.”



“Goddamn it, Remi! This wasn’t the way it was supposed to happen! I wasn’t ever supposed to fool around with him. It was always supposed to be you.”



“You know what? I am falling for him. Hard. And if you don’t tell him soon, I will. He deserves to know.”



The shower shut off and he slipped away, the lotion a distant memory now. He grabbed his bag, and hefted it on the bed as the pair opened the bathroom door. Remi stepped out first, clad only in a towel too small for her frame. She had to hold it closed with one hand, and she grinned at him. “Mind wet hair? We figured we’d probably have to…” Her gaze fell on the bag. “What are you doing?”



“It was a mistake grabbing a room with you two.”



The words hit Remi like a slap, and Piper’s head popped out of the bathroom. “Hey, what?”



“I… I don’t understand,” Remi said, her smile falling away.



He jerked out his wallet from the day’s outfit, and zipped back up the bag. “I know, Piper. All right? I saw you this morning. With the boxes.”



Piper stared down at the ground. “Oh. Shit.”



“I wasn’t going to say anything. I want you to be happy,” he said, slinging the bag over one shoulder.



Remi squinted at him, an eyebrow raised. “What are you talking about?”



“The empty boxes. The last of yours and John’s stuff. I figured you couldn’t go through with it and all of it is back home.”



“That’s not-” Piper said quietly.



“I’m not mad, Piper. I swear to God, I’m not. I get it. He was a fascinating guy, and if you can’t let go of him, I understand.”



“Dude,” Remi said. “We took his shit to Goodwill the night I flew into town.”



Piper nodded, and Vaughan stopped moving. Confusion spread through him. “Wait… but I heard what you were saying. About not telling me-”



“I’m in love with you,” Piper said, her voice barely above a whisper.



The bag dropped on the ground, and Vaughan asked, “What?”



Piper nodded, not looking at him. “I’ve been in love with you for a while now. A year. Maybe more. I don’t know. But the two of us… when we hooked up after John left, we agreed it was a mistake. That we were better off friends and… I didn’t want to ruin that.”



Remi wrapped an arm around Piper’s waist and guided her to the bed where she started crying into her hands softly. “Is it okay if I tell him the rest, Pip?” Her friend nodded and Remi looked up at him, smiling sadly. “She knew you and I would get along. Piper’s had this big elaborate scenario in her head where we were forced to get close in the van, you would fall in love with me, and you end up moving out to live with me, or me with you, and she just… goes off into the sunset.”



“Piper,” he whispered.



“When you said you needed the vacation days, she dreamed up this big elaborate road trip. She didn’t know if you’d go unless she needed you there.”



“I shouldn’t have been so… emotionally manipulative,” Piper said.



“I… I didn’t… I would have…” Vaughan stammered.



“I think she knows that now,” Remi said, squeezing Piper’s shoulder. “But she’s been… well, she’s been a mess for a while, thinking you didn’t feel the same way. This trip’s kind of thrown a wrench into everything.”



“Now you tell him,” Piper said, glancing up at Remi.



“Oh hell.” Remi drew a deep breath and blew it out softly. “All right, cards on the table. Vaughan, the truth is, Piper’s right. You’re amazing. You’re everything I want in a man. I was expecting to have a fun time, but I didn’t think Piper was so right about us.”



“I…”



“It’s all right,” Remi said quietly. “It’s confusing to me too. And now, I’m falling for Piper, too.”



Piper glanced at her friend. “Wait, what?”



Remi nodded. “Trust me, I’m just as much a mess as you are right now, hon. I’m just not showing it all that well.”



Piper kissed her gently. “Oh Remi.”



“I know your feelings for Vaughan are… special,” Remi said quietly, looking down at her folded hands. “I don’t want to come between you two. Like you didn’t want to come between us.”



Vaughan crossed the room on feet that felt like they belonged to someone else. He felt drunk, elated, and wildly, horribly confused all at once. He fell on his knees in front of them, and reached out to touch their hands. “I…I thought… Piper, I thought I was losing you.”



“I’m sorry.”



“No. Don’t be. I’m sorry I ever gave you the impression I don’t want you. I… you’ve been my best friend. My rock. I love you, Piper. I have since I first met you. That sounds cliché and whatever, but… since the day John introduced us, it’s always been you.”



“I can give you guys a few,” Remi said quietly, starting to stand up. But Vaughan’s hand stopped her, and he pushed her gently back down.



“And you, Remi. I wasn’t sure until today. When we talked, really talked. But I’m head over heels in love with you too. I told you I was afraid of this ending. That’s why. I thought I was losing you and then Piper. I thought…” He shook his head. “But how does this all even work? I mean…”



“Maybe we don’t think about that right now,” Remi said quietly. “Maybe we just… love each other. For whatever time we have together.”



Piper nodded. “Vaughan… I… I’m sorry.”



He rose, and turned up her chin with two fingers. That kiss felt like a first kiss- tentative, hesitant, a little shy. But it became something more when he put his heart into it, all the meaning of what he felt for her, and soft, slow tears rolled down her cheeks when he pulled away. He did the same to Remi as she smiled gently up at him, turning her chin up to meet his lips with hers. When they broke contact, she was crying too, but Piper was there, turning her chin so they could kiss, their hands locked together.



The massage was forgotten about. Piper slid further up on the bed, followed slowly by Remi. Their towels slid off them and they dropped them on the floor, their hands exploring each other. Vaughan’s shirt fell next to the towels, followed soon by his shorts. He knelt on the bed before them, lithe, young, his cock not quite hard yet, and they looked at each other, their thoughts unreadable.



Take control.



Vaughan slid up the bed and nestled his head between his roommate’s thighs. Slowly, carefully, he made love to her with his tongue, not the rough lashing he’d given her in the hot tub, but a gentle few laps, meant only to get her started. He kissed her clit, and switched to Remi. The curvaceous woman spread her thighs wide, grasping for her best friend’s hand.



“Make love to her, Vaughan,” Piper whispered. “Please?”



He nodded, and leaned in to slide his tongue along Remi’s sex too. God, how good she tasted, fresh and tart and little like sweat. “You taste amazing,” he murmured.



Remi dipped a hand down to spread herself wide open for him, and turned her head to kiss her best friend. “I love you, Piper.”



“I love you, Remi.”



Remi’s free hand slid down Piper’s body to play gently at her pussy while Vaughan licked her clit luxuriously slow. She was quick to dampen, and she gripped his hair. “Vaughan. Please,” she whispered.



He sat on his knees, stroking his cock to full hardness as he watched Remi finger her best friend. To keep Remi wet and ready, Piper’s own hand slid down to her bestie’s waiting hole, and he thought he’d never see another sight so jaw-dropping as this one. It was roughly the billionth time he’d had that specific thought during the trip.



His prick ready, he slid forward and kissed first Piper, then Remi before he settled at her entrance. Her feet rose and twined around his backside as he rubbed his cock along her pink length. “Ready?” Vaughan murmured, and Remi nodded, smiling up at him.



His cockhead pushed forward, and just like that, he was finally making love to Remi, his amazing roommate watching, biting her thumbnail, her fingers falling away to stroke Remi’s mons.



Vaughan inched his way forward slowly, and Remi closed her eyes, arching her back slightly. “Vaughan, yes,” she hissed, and he leaned down to kiss her chin, her neck, her breast. Piper was tighter, but Remi was so much more lubricated. Her cunt clutched at him with its wet walls, and his eyes nearly rolled up in his head from the pleasure.



When he finally was fully sheathed in her, he slid back out slowly, nearly to the entrance. He rocked his hips forward again, and Remi rolled her hips to meet his gentle thrust, her breasts jiggling.



“This is how I wanted our first time,” he said.



Remi nodded. “Me too.”



“Piper, I’m sorry we never got a chance to make love like this.”



“We will,” Piper said. She blushed. “If you’re not mad.”



“No, sweetheart, not at all.” And that was true, he supposed. Bewildered, overjoyed, more than a little bemused by the insanity of it all, but in the end, her intentions had been pure, her need for his happiness outweighing her own, and he loved her for that. And for so much more.



He put that love into Remi’s body now, his ass flexing as he pushed gently in and out, building up a slow, gentle rhythm. There was no fucking that night, only lovemaking, and though it wasn’t as fun or immediately gratifying, it was, nonetheless, one of the best nights of Vaughan’s life.



“Take your time and finish in her,” Piper said. “That’s what I want.”



He nodded, and concentrated fully on Remi. “Is that what you want?”



“Yesss,” she murmured, opening her eyes and smiling up at him. He met that smile with another kiss, and started rolling his hips a little faster. Piper’s fingers shifted from Remi’s mons to her clit, and she slowly teased the little bud as Vaughan stared into Remi’s eyes.



“He’s good, isn’t he?” Piper asked.



Remi nodded. “I’m so full.”



Piper stroked Remi’s clit. “I’m glad you came, Remi.”



“Me-me too.”



Piper fell silent again, flopping on her side and stroking her best friend’s face as they fell into a long series of kisses, tasting each other, needing each other. Their hands never settled on one place, but their fingers met and entwined often as Vaughan slid back and forth, not so much thrusting as just flexing his cock within Remi.



Finally Remi broke away from Piper, her chest shaking with every breath, and she murmured, “I’m close, Piper, I’m really close.”



“Be with him now, love,” Piper whispered back, and smiled up at Vaughan. “Be good to us, V.”



“Always.”



Piper leaned up on one elbow, and placed her hand at his back. Gently she pushed him down towards Remi, and he slid his arms under her back pulling her up into him as he kept up the soft, easy rhythm. She clutched at his back, her head twisting sideways into his chest as she sobbed her pleasure, writhed in it, danced with her body against his, and she closed her eyes and he laid her back down, nearly there himself.



It wasn’t long before he brushed her hair out of her searching eyes and whispered, “Remi.”



She nodded, smiling, and he came, not hard, but sweetly pouring his love into her, his warmth blooming as deep as he could make it.



Piper scooted sideways and patted the bed between her and Remi. Like a stone, he toppled between them, exhausted, delighted, wonderfully, madly in love, and for a while, none of them thought about the future or the next two days. Instead, they slept with all the innocence of a perfect union.



* * *



There was no need for subterfuge anymore, so Remi and Vaughan flattened the extra boxes and they walked them together to the garbage can.



“Is she okay, do you think?” Vaughan asked Remi.



“I don’t know. She had this planned just so for so long,” Remi said. She hadn’t really stopped smiling that whole morning, and more often than not, her hands searched for his or Piper’s. Her digits found his now, and they walked back to the van. “Whatever she thought was going to happen, she didn’t expect you to love her back. Or for the two of us to... well...”



“And what about you?”



She took a quiet, slow breath, and exhaled softly. “That’s a very good question. You two have your own life. Every part of my heart hurts that I won’t get to be a part of that. But I have my own life to live. My job, my lease…” She glanced at him, and he looked away, nodding even if he didn’t want to, even if Vaughan wanted to tell her to come back with them, to forget the realities and live out their happily ever after. “It’ll be okay, Vaughan. I didn’t think I actually believed in real, true love. I wanted it, but I never thought I’d actually get it. I’ve had that this week, and I’ll always get to hold that in my heart. That’s enough. It has to be enough.”



He nodded again. Saving him from probably breaking Remi’s heart by begging her to stay, Piper slipped out the side door of the hotel, sliding her sunglasses up onto her nose. “Hey, you two!” she called. “All set?”



Vaughan and Remi glanced at each other. He smiled, and she smiled tentatively back. “Yeah,” Vaughan said. “All set.”



* * *



The photos they took at the Arch and the zoo showed a trio of blindingly happy people, grinning at the camera. More than a few of them were of the three kissing in some combination of the group, be it two or all three. To anyone who saw those photos, they wouldn’t guess how miserable Vaughan was that whole morning, or the trepidation in his heart when he got behind the wheel of the van again, Piper to his right, Remi sacked out in the back, working on compiling some of the trip’s photos.



Without the boxes, no one was forced into close proximity. Piper stroked Vaughan’s cock a few times up front, but the stretch between the seats was pretty far and the traffic was too heavy to work him up into a sexual frenzy. After her third frustrated attempt, he took her hand and kissed it. “It’s okay,” he said.



And he thought it was.



* * *



They made good time again, stopping for the last night somewhere between Atlanta and Jacksonville late at night.



Their hotel wasn’t nearly as nice as the rest they stayed in, so they camped out in their hotel room, eating delivery Chinese and talking around the end of their trip. It was Piper, sweet Piper, who finally pushed the containers of Mongolian beef, sweet and sour chicken, and pork fried rice, and said, “Screw it.”



She pounced on Remi, tearing at her best friend’s button-down blouse. Remi’s surprised giggling turned into full blown laughter when a button flew off like a rocket, pinging off the bedside table. Piper stopped her laughs with a kiss, and pushed her best friend back on the bed.



Vaughan went to join them, but Piper stared up at him, grinning. “Uh uh. Enjoy the show first, and then you can play.”



He grinned, and slipped off his pants and his shirt. The room had a pair of armchairs, and he pushed one right next to the bed, grabbing Remi’s good digital camera on the way. “Mind?” he asked them both.



Remi blushed, but shook her head, and Piper still had that devil-may-care grin on her face. “That would be… amazing,” she said.



He snapped picture after picture of them undressing each other. When Piper dropped her string panties on the floor, revealing her already damp pussy, Remi tumbled with her onto the bed again, winding up on top. Piper tried to push her onto her back, but Remi swiveled until she was sitting on Piper’s chest, facing her friend’s sex. His hand on his stiffening prick, Vaughan caught an amazing picture of Remi licking her lips just moments before she scooted back just a little further, her own sex grinding across Piper’s chin before she dove at her friend’s hungry little pussy.



Click click click went the camera as Remi sank her tongue down the length of Piper’s slit. Piper’s knees split wide, giving her better access, and Remi lifted her head, brushing the hair out of her eyes. She stared right at Vaughan and grinned. “Yummy,” she said, and dove back in.



He rose to his feet and circled the pair as they licked, giggled, moaned, feasted. He took some terrific photos of Piper lustily staring up into Remi’s slick folds when the latter rose up at his command. Another one of his favorites was a shot of Remi sitting vertically, hands behind her head as she rode Piper’s face. Yet another focused mostly on Piper’s sprawled knees, with Remi’s face buried in between and covered by her long mane of brunette hair.



When Piper pinched Remi’s bottom twice, the latter pushed herself up off her friend. “Air,” Piper gasped, and sucked in a deep lungful. “Okay. Good. Pussy!” she commanded, and Remi jammed back down, laughing. Piper smacked her bottom, a hard crack, and Remi’s head flung up as she gasped her pleasure. Vaughan abandoned the camera and took up the other side of Remi, smacking her other cheek, and she gave him a sly grin before she started sucking again at Piper’s center.



He started touching in earnest then, since neither of them raised a complaint. His fingers rolled up Remi’s spine, causing her to shiver deliciously, and he massaged her shoulders, whispering into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you now, Remi, and she’s going to keep slurping your pussy.”



“Mmm!” Remi moaned into Piper’s pussy.



“Pipes, did you hear that?”



Underneath Remi, Piper lifted a hand ang gave a thumbs-up in midair. He grinned and slid back onto the bed behind Remi, staring at the delightfully curvy ass in front of him. God, it was perfect. She was perfect. Piper was perfect.



He ran his dick along the crack of her ass, teasing her for a good long while as he brought himself to hardness. Occasionally Piper caught a lick of his balls, and that helped enormously, but it was a treat just watching his thick meat slide up and down the valley of Remi’s ass. Finally he aimed lower, his head slapping against her entrance. Remi got the hint and lifted up enough that Piper had enough room to work with both of them as he plunged into Remi.



“Oh fuck!” Remi wailed, her head coming up again. Underneath them both, Piper’s tongue slathered against the base of his shaft before returning to work on Remi. She kept that up – whenever he’d slam home, she’d lick the base of his shaft, and whenever he started to slide back out, Piper would go to town on Remi’s wet folds.



His hands fell to Remi’s side and he gripped her waist to better steady each thrust. She was going wild, writhing on top of Piper, gasping and licking and hardly aware of which way was up as she rolled to a quick, back-popping orgasm. But Vaughan loved the position too much to quit, loved the sight of these two beauties going at it, loved Piper’s tongue on his dick, loved Remi’s slippery depths.



He couldn’t let her go.



He had to let her go.



She came again, or maybe it was still part of her first orgasm. He was never quite sure, but she came up, pleading, “So sensitive, please, I can’t…”



Vaughan pulled out with a wet plop, eliciting a giggle from Piper who tried to lick him clean. Remi rolled off Piper and fell onto her back, her hips still gyrating from the muscle memory of his cock and her friend’s tongue.



“On your back,” Piper said. “Let me do the work, V.”



“No complaints here,” he said, grinning. He grabbed a couple of the bed’s pillows, propped them behind him, and laid back, an arm behind his head as he watched the gorgeous blonde straddle his cock and slam down. No messing around for Piper. She rode him hard, she rode him fast, her ass rolling each time she came back up, almost coming off him until she fell back down again.



“Fuuuuck!” she whined. “I want this in me all the time.”



“It’s yours whenever you want it,” Vaughan told her.



“Don’t… ah… tell me that, because you’ll be broken in… like… a day.”



He laughed and sat up to kiss her bobbing breasts. She let him kiss each one before shoving him back again and riding him even harder. “Flip around,” he said. “I want to see your ass.”



She obliged quickly, pulling off him just far enough that she could spin around. Her ass facing his starving eyes, she reached down and guided him back up into her. “So… good!” she shouted. “So… deep!”



Remi finally worked up enough energy to sit upright, “Better now,” she gasped, and knee-walked up the bed towards Vaughan’s face. “Think your tongue can do what your dick did?”



“It can try,” he said, grinning.



Piper glanced over her shoulder as her bestie knelt over Vaughans face, lowering herself down onto his eager mouth. Remi leaned forward and whispered into her friend’s ear, “Hi.”



For a response, Piper reached back over her shoulder, grabbed Piper’s head, and pulled her in for an awkward but sweet kiss before returning her attention to the serious fucking she was doing. Remi stayed like that, leaning forward to run her hands over Piper’s body, down her back, slapping her ass, reaching around to grasp her friend’s breasts. Vaughan for his part delighted in the taste of Remi. Her sensitive bud responded immediately to his tongue, and still weak from her one-maybe-two orgasms earlier, Remi writhed on his tongue, both trying to get him to make her come yet again and playing dodgeball with her most delicate spots.



Piper came next, gasping, “Oh V, oh V, I needed this, needed you…”



He groaned something similar into Remi’s pussy as Piper clamped around his cock, a little liquid warmth arriving with her quaking orgasm. Still she hung on, rocking her hips gently, trying to ignore her firecracker pussy and its delicate nature after her own orgasms.



“Come for us, Vaughan,” she pleaded.



Remi gasped, “Come for us, you’ve been so good, so nice…”



He thrust up into Piper, holding onto Remi, determined to not let his prick explode until he’d made her come again, and soon enough she did, crying out his name and Piper’s. “Vaaauggghpiiiipppppp…!” A little warmth splashed his tongue, and he grinned up into her, happy he’d done this to her again.



But his own orgasm was impending, and he wanted to look at them both when he came, so he pinched Remi’s delicious ass and she fell away from him, her knees curling up instincitively. Piper fell off too, gasping, “Where?”



“I don’t know, I don’t know,” he grunted, jacking his cock as slowly as he could manage so close to the precipice.



“On our asses,” Remi muttered. “Can’t move.”



“Agreed,” Piper gasped, and she helped roll Remi over before she flopped down too.



Just in time. Vaughan gave his cock a few more pumps and then he was coming, coming, coming, spraying down their delicious butts, his come spurting as far up as their lower backs. And in a final act of sweet debauchery for the night, when he fell back gasping, the two women leaned their heads together and shared one final kiss for the night, their cream-coated butts wiggling just for him.



* * *



He woke to a pair of mouths bathing his cock. They took turns under the covers, and he just lay back, his arms behind his head, thinking, wishing.



When Remi mounted him, her breasts bobbing up and down in a slow bounce that fulfiflled every dream he knew of, he sat up, wrapped his arms around her, and kissed her deep. He did the same to Piper when it was her turn, but this time his end came too sudden for any spectacular finish, and instead he wound up buried deep in Piper’s sweet pussy.



Maybe that was for the best, if this was to be the last time they’d see Remi for a while.



They left the last hotel a quiet, satisfied bunch, but when Vaughan slid behind the wheel, it was too much, and he had to bury his head in his hands and cry. What was he supposed to do? How could he stop this?



The truth was, he couldn’t. And so Piper gently helped him out, back into the back seat again, where he cuddled with Remi, whispering to her how much he loved her, how they’d stay in contact, how they’d see each other again maybe for the holidays or in the spring. And they made promises, and they laughed, and they cried, but soon Tampa was in their sights, and the trip was over.



* * *



Piper’s dad Jonas rolled a cigarette between his fingers. “I don’t really get why you had to drive a big gas guzzler like that all the way across the country just to bring us a few boxes of blankets and stuffed animals,” he grunted.



Her mom, Clara, caught a whiff of the scent of the van and jerked her head out, surprised and blushing furiously. She glanced at her daughter, her mouth making an “o,” and Piper grinned sheepishly.



“Well?” Jonas asked again. Then he shook his head and muttered, “Women in this family are crazy.”



Vaughan couldn’t agree more, but he also couldn’t be happier about it.



* * *



They dropped the van off at a matching rental place as to the one in Seattle, and took an Uber together to the airport. Vaughan sat up front, but reached back to hold hands with both the most wonderful women he’d ever know. Remi cried silently the whole trip, and Piper was the only one who maintained any sort of conversation with the driver. But even she broke down in shuddering tears when the airport loomed.



Remi was the first to fly out. It was good that way. If it had been him and Piper, Vaughan might have dragged his roommate back through security to grab Remi up and drag her back to Seattle with them. But he didn’t, and when she cast them one long last look past security, he waved goodbye for what he was sure would be the last time, Piper clinging to his side.



In another four hours, mildly drunk off far-too-expensive airport beer, they made their own way through a different security checkpoint and waited another forty-five minutes to board their plane. After a pair of layovers, the lights of Seattle finally sprawled beneath them.



“What happens now?” Piper asked him, tucked against his shoulder.



“Now,” he said, hoping his voice didn’t sound as weak as it felt, “we go home. And I love you. Now and always.”



“And I love you.”



* * *



Vaughan had worried some of the magic would wear off the moment they came through their front door, but when their bags hit the ground, they turned for each other and clung together, their lips meeting not frantically, not slowly, but naturally. She hopped up, her legs clamping around his ass, and he duck-walked her to the couch, where he fell down and she quickly ditched her pants and panties. He shucked off his slacks, and she slid down onto him, gasping her need as he nuzzled her breasts beneath her light cardigan.



Neither of them had to be back to work for another few days, so they spent all that evening and the next establishing a new norm between their bodies. The weariness of the road led to a lot of nap times, and the cuddling quickly became one of Vaughan’s favorite things. He loved to spoon, to wake up and feel her bare bottom against his stiff prick, and she loved when his hand would come around and play with her clit gently as he slid into her.



The last time they made love on their vacation, it was simple, sweet missionary style, and when he finished, he fell beside Piper and stroked her hair. She was crying, and he kissed away the tears. “I’m happy, Vaughan, but it feels like…”



“Like part of us is missing.”



* * *



Back at work, he was all smiles, tossing out souvenirs to his coworkers and his boss from Tampa. But underneath the surface, he was still a mess, still lost. Half of him was ecstatic to be with Piper, and the other half felt adrift, incomplete.



His boss caught his absentee stare while he sipped on a coffee oin the breakroom. “What’s her name?”



“Piper,” he said, smiling.



“Oh, your roommate, right? Good for you two.”



“Yeah, she’s pretty amazing. And Remi.”



“And… Remi?”



Vaughan nodded, then realized what he was blurting out. “Sorry, I… I know it’s not typical. But she was the best friend and… shit, I shouldn’t be telling you this.”



“It’s all right, Vaughan. I’m happy you found some, uh, ones in your life.”



“I did. And I lost one of them. She went back home. Has a lease, a good job.”



“I’m sorry. That must be… rough.”



Vaughan stared at her blankly. “It is. I… I…”



Take. Control.



“I need another few days off,” he blurted.



“What?”



“I’m sorry. I know I’m leaving you high and dry with the contract proofreading. But-”



His boss smiled gently and interrupted him. “It looks to me like you’ve got a nasty case of the stomach bug. Probably from the flight. Happens a lot, you know? You’ve still got a lot of paid time off, and sick days. I’d say… don’t come back for at least three days. Take a whole five if you have to.”



Vaughan laughed and started rinsing his coffee mug in the sink. “Thank you, ma’am.”



“Vaughan?”



“Yeah?”



“Good luck. With whatever you want.”



* * *



Remi slipped the door open, hoping she wasn’t interrupting Olivia and Barrett like when she’d come home a couple days ago. The big man had been leaning over her roommate on the couch, his thick, muscled body pounding into Olivia as she lay sprawled out, her cast resting on the coffee table. Remi had yelped so loud that the big guy jerked up and backwards all at once, toppling back over the table and crashing on his ass with a grunted curse.



Maybe she didn’t recognize the name over the phone, but Remi sure knew the face from magazines and newspaper articles that circled the bullpen at work. “Wait…” she said as the man picked himself up. “Your boyfriend is…”



Olivia nodded sheepishly. “Barrett, Remi. Remi, Barrett.”



Now in the present, all was quiet in the apartment. Olivia left a note on the table – Staying at B’s – and Remi realized she finally had the place to herself for the first time since she got home.



The first order of business was a good cry. The second was a bag of chips in the cupboard and an old favorite movie, something mind-numbing and absent of any love scenes. Her heart couldn’t take that right now. Somewhere, about forty-five minutes in, she fell asleep, bag of chips at her feet, a throw around her shoulders, and tears drying on her cheeks.



The knock on the door woke her up sometime after the sun set. Lost in a memory of Vaughan and Piper, she fumbled to her feet, her back cracking in places it probably shouldn’t. “Coming,” she mumbled, and flung open the door, trying to stifle a yawn.



Barrett stood there, hands jammed in his pockets sheepishly. “Hey, sorry. Olivia forgot her pain meds so we stopped back by. Can I just duck in and grab them, or…?”



“Oh hey, Barrett. Yeah. Sure. Come in.” She stepped out of the way, and the big man stepped past her gingerly.



“Thanks,” he said, and rummaged around in his girlfriend’s room for a moment, coming back with a bottle of pills. “I thought maybe I’d come across like a junkie. Olivia’s just downstairs though.”



“You don’t seem like the type who really needs to steal pills, Barrett.”



He laughed. “Good point.”



“You know, I’m so happy for the two of you,” Remi said. “Olivia’s a great person, and the way you treat her… I know we don’t know each other, but… I think you’re a good guy.”



“Aw, thanks.” He shuffled his feet and blushed. It always amused her how awkward he was. It was sweet. “You all right, Remi? I don’t mean to pry, so tell me to run off if I’m being too imposing.”



She laughed softly and swiped at her eyes. “What gave it away, the mussed-up makeup or the chip crumbs all over?”



“Column a, column b,” he said, grinning.



“I’m okay. I just… think I blew something spectacular because I didn’t… I don’t…” She sobbed out nothing at all, and fell backwards into a chair, her body shaking from the force of her tears.



Rapidly, Barrett dug in his pocket and called a number. “Hey, Olivia, down in a second. Your roommate’s having a bad go of it, I think. Yeah, I think she could use us tonight. I’ll come down and walk you… yes, darling, I know you’re capable of walking up stairs. I’m just trying to be a gentleman.” He hung up and groaned. “I think I’m sleeping on your couch tonight.”



Remi laughed despite herself. “Just woke up from a nap there myself.”



Tentatively, hands on his knees, he knelt so he was eye level with her feet away. “Remi. Hey. I don’t know what’s going on, but if it helps, I’ll listen. I’m good at listening.”



“So Olivia says.” She sniffed, and smiled. “No, really, I’m fine. I just… my two friends and I… we sorta hit it off way better than I expected. I’ve known Piper a long time, but this was… something else. She and I fell in love. Vaughan and I fell in love. Hell, she and Vaughan finally realized they loved each other. It’s this big ball of crazy and I… came back because I thought it was the right thing to do. I thought this was my life, you know? But this place, my job, they just feel alien to me now.”



“That’s the way anywhere feels when I don’t have Olivia around, and I’ve only known her about a week. Like you and Vaughan, right? Olivia told me a little bit about your trip.”



“Right.” Remi sniffed and wiped at her face again. Barrett rose and fetched a box of tissues from the bathroom and handed them over. She took one gratefully and blew her nose. “Sorry, gross, I know.”



“Hey, we’re all human. We pee, we fart, we occasionally have to tell each other there’s still a hanger coming off your nostril.”



Remi groaned and wiped at her nose again. “Better?”



“Much.”



“I’m sorry, Barrett. I didn’t mean to drag your night down.”



“Olivia’s friends are my friends. And my friends are… well, honestly, most of them are kind of hanger-ons, but the few genuine ones are her friends too. What do you need? What can I do for you?”



“Can you go back a few days and tell me to say yes, yes, a thousand times yes?”



“It’s never too late,” Barrett said softly. “I didn’t think I’d ever find someone who loved me for me, but Olivia… she’s my soul mate. That’s cliché, but there it is. I knew that in a day. We all make mistakes. If you want, I’d be happy to fly you out there for a weekend.”



“That’s sweet,” Remi said, sniffing again. “But honestly, no, if I do wind up going back to Seattle, I think I’ll wait until my lease-”



Someone knocked on the door. “Olivia probably forgot her keys too,” Barrett said, grinning. “Hold that thought.” He stood up and crossed to the door. Remi reached forward for another tissue and honked her nose into it, almost missing what Barrett said.



“Ah, sorry, friend, but can I help you?” Barrett asked pleasantly.



A deeply, intimately familiar guy’s voice asked, “I… sorry, I think I’ve got the wrong apartment. Um, do you know where Remi and-”



“Vaughan!” Remi cried, and jumped to her feet.



* * *



She kissed his face like an overeager puppy, hitting every inch with her lips, splashing his cheeks with her tears. “Oh God, Vaughan, I was an idiot, I’m sorry.”



“I should have fought for you to come with us,” he said. “I know your life is here, but I had to hear you say you’ll come to live with us when you can. Or Piper says she’s willing to come here, and so am I. We can figure it out, however long it takes.”



“I’m sorry to interrupt,” Barrett said. Olivia had followed Vaughan upstairs, and was now seated on her boyfriend’s lap, her cast resting on a cast-aside couch pillow. “But is it really the lease you’re worried about? Because I’d be happy to buy out your half, especially if it means less, ah, interruptions like the other day.”



Olivia punched his chest, and he grimaced. But Olivia also nodded. “Or I will. The clinic gave me a signing bonus when I came on and I can’t think of anything better than using it so someone can be happy.”



“I can’t ask you two to-”



Barrett bounced Olivia on his lap comfortably and wrapped his hands around her. “Yes,” he said quietly. “You can. I spend my days looking for ways to bring people together like you three. Don’t waste a second if you don’t have to. I’m giving you that chance. No strings attached. No hinky shit. Go. Be with your friends. Be happy, Remi.”



“But my job…”



Barrett grinned. “Now that I don’t need my money to help you out with. I’ve got contacts all over Seattle in banks and savings and loan offices. Let me make a few calls and I guarantee you I’ll net you some interviews within a week or two. I can’t put you in a job as a certainty and I wouldn’t want to, but I can at least help you get your foot in the door.”



Olivia nestled back against him and kissed his cheek. “I love you, my sweet, sweet goofy man.”



Barrett kissed her back, and glanced at Remi. “If your pride won’t let you take me up on it, I understand.”



Vaughan gripped Remi’s hand, and she looked aside at him adoringly. “You’re sure Piper’s okay with me moving in?”



“She’s already scouting out larger rentals in the area. She is more than okay, especially if we can land a place big enough for a king-sized bed. You’ll do it?”



“I want to give my two weeks,” Remi said finally. “I owe my work that much. And that’ll give me time to pack some things and ship them.” She glanced around, and finally settled on Olivia. “If I left you the furniture, would you mind?”



“Oh no, not at all. I plan on kind of transitioning to Barrett’s place, but, um…”



“I like the idea of having a place closer to town in case we, ah, feel the, ah, need to crash here quicker,” Barrett said, smiling sheepishly.



Remi flew to her feet and crossed the room. Careful not to jostle Olivia too much, she hugged her roommate, then Barrett. And crying, she turned to Vaughan, who was already rising, and she ran to him, kissing him, holding him close, their hearts beating nervous excitement over whatever the future had to hold.



* * *



Vaughan slipped his key into the lock, grumbling internally about the day’s dozen useless meetings. All of it could have been taken care of in an email chain within half an hour, but middle managers had to middle manage, he supposed.



At least Remi would be there that weekend. That definitely perked up his day.



Something thumped inside. Hard. He jammed the key into the lock and twisted, calling out Piper’s name, worried, scared.



“In here!” she called from the bedroom. Was she… giggling?



He closed and locked the door behind him, hurrying to the bedroom, wondering what the hell was going on. When he saw the two loves of his life on the bed, hands locked as their mouths played, waiting for him, he nearly fainted.



Instead, he leaned against the doorframe, loosening his shirt. To Remi, to the woman who completed both of them, Vaughan said quietly, “Welcome home.”











Epilogue



 



Contains: A happy ending. Not that kind, you delightful pervert, you.



 



Barrett and Declan sat on white wooden folding chairs on the edge of the beach “wedding.” Although not recognized by the government, the union between the three felt just as sacred as any wedding they’d been to, aside from their own to Olivia and Sophie respectively.



“This is good, don’t you think?” Barrett said, waving to Olivia in her beautiful, soft blue bridesmaid’s dress. Her swollen belly made her look all the more incredible. A son. He would soon have a son.



“It is,” Declan agreed. Sophie was home with the little ones. She’d wanted to come but she had a deadline to meet. He volunteered to stay home too, but his loving wife had insisted on him taking a much-needed vacation, even if it was just for a few days. “I’m happy about the work you’re doing.”



“This one wasn’t one of mine, Declan. I’m just here as a friend.”



Declan shook his head, smiling. “The groom told me a different story. You helping talk Remi into making the right choice, that’s the work I’m talking about. You continue to impress me, my friend.”



“In case I haven’t told you lately, thank you for trusting me.”



“Barrett, I can say this with complete honesty. It’s me that should be thanking you. I wasn’t sure that what I was doing was the right thing until I met you. Sophie too, but in different ways.”



“That means a lot.”



The officiant said a few words, and Declan leaned forward. “My favorite part.”



Remi and Piper held out their hands, and Vaughan slipped a pair of simple gold bands onto their ring fingers. Piper produced a matching one, and Remi spoke a few words for both of them before Piper slid it onto Vaughan’s finger. The officiant spoke a few more words, and Piper and Remi kissed, followed by Piper and Vaughan, then finally Remi and the groom. The ukulele player started on a simple happy take on the wedding processional, and the three happy people turned to their guests, laughing, crying, hugging each other, hugging everyone. There would be a reception further up the beach at a restaurant on the pier, but Declan was taking off to head back home.



Olivia joined them, and Barrett made a great show of bending her over and planting a kiss on her for all the ages. She laughed and swatted his chest as he pulled her upright.



“You looked absolutely lovely up there, Olivia,” Declan told her.



“The most gorgeous woman here,” Barrett said, kissing her neck and giving her hip a pinch.



“Thank you,” she said. “You two are sweet. Declan, are you sure you have to fly out?”



“Weddings without my wife just aren’t the same,” he said, smiling. “I take a look around and I’m happy, but these things make me lonely, too. I want to see my Sophie. I want to see my kids.”



“I understand.” She gave him a huge hug, and didn’t let him escape without a kiss to the cheek. “Love to Sophie. Tell her I’m coming out for a work conference in a few weeks. I’d love to meet up again.”



“She’d love that too.”



Declan reached out a hand, and Barrett ignored it, hugging his closest friend. “It’s good for you to see what you do for the world, Declan,” he said.



“You too, my friend. And tell Samuel he’s doing great with that school.”



“Ugh, if I have to. Like his head isn’t big enough as it is.”



Declan laughed, and gave them each one more hug. “Oh, almost forgot. A gift from me and Sophie to the bride and groom. Just tell them it’s from you two. And tell the blonde one congratulations when the time is right.” He dug out an envelope from his back pocket and handed it over. “All right, now I really am gone.”



As Declan walked back up the beach, Olivia wrapped her arm around Barrett. “What did he mean, congratulations to Piper when the time is right?”



Barrett thought he knew what his old friend was saying, and grinned. “Something tells me Piper’s got more good news waiting to announce itself.”



“Wait, you don’t mean…”



“He can control minds, hon. I think he can feel stuff like that.”



“And speaking of,” Olivia said loudly, enough to cut him off from saying anything else. Piper, Remi and Vaughan joined them at the fringe of the wedding. Remi grabbed her old roommate in a hug while Vaughan pumped Barrett’s hand.



“Who was your friend?” Remi asked. “He was welcome to stick around. We’ll have plenty to eat at the reception.”



“So much food,” Vaughan groaned. “I think these two made a mistake putting me in charge of that thing.”



“He’s an old business partner. I told him about the ceremony and invited him by, but he had to catch a plane. Wanted me to give you this.” He handed over the envelope. “Told us to say it was from Olivia and me, but that’s just a lie. You guys are getting dishtowels from us.”



“And we’d love them, if that was true,” Remi said, smiling. “But thank you again for paying for the lovely hotel room.”



“Ah it was Olivia’s idea,” Barrett said, squeezing her side and kissing her cheek. “Like I said, kitchen rags was mine.” Olivia smacked his shoulder.



When Vaughan opened it up, he pulled out a gift card and a note. He read it over rapidly, and glanced up at Barrett, his eyes wide. “This is too much.”



“Trust me, from him, whatever it is, it’s heartfelt and he can afford it.”



Piper snaked her arm through Vaughan’s. “What is it, baby?”



He turned to her, then Remi, looking utterly perplexed. “Well… how do you two feel about another road trip? Say… in Europe?”



 



* * * * *



 



 
 Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.



 




Delectable Fancies




 




A general collection of erotic short stories and romances, Delectable Fancies includes stories about a wife’s discovery of her cheating husband, consensual mind control, a playful take on the rich billionaire genre, and a road trip ménage novella.




 




Neighbors




 



Featuring two hot and sweet novellas, Neighbors focuses on stories about the women next door. The first novella follows a blossoming romance between a young college student and a slightly older neighbor. The other novel, a personal favorite, follows a failed actor as he returns home and falls in love with the hard-on-her-luck neighbor next door.



 




The Wives




 



These two novellas and a playful short story feature a married couple falling in love with a female houseguest, a wife’s secret desire to have sex on a train, and a sweet romance about a male barista falling for a woman who will only agree to date him for two weeks after a failed marriage has left her bitter and broken.



 




Bites




 



A smaller collection of short stories, Bites features a hot and heavy couple discovering their lust for each other minutes before cops are about to break down their door and arrest them for a robbery. Another story follows a married couple as they fall in lust with their new neighbors, a pair of sexy webcam girls. And a third long and sweet novella follows the proprietor of a new bakery falling for a junior executive, leading to a hot and sticky food play scene.



 




Wisps





Four women are vacationing on Rahu Island for wildly different reasons. Some for love, some to get away from it all, and some to have the wildest time of their lives. Four intertwined stories of love and lust await!



 




Bodies of Knowledge




 



Seven short stories and novellas about hookups between the sexiest teachers and students (all over nineteen!) at Hudwell Academy await readers in this lengthy collection. Featuring super-hot gangbangs, wild orgies, and sweet romantic one-on-one scenarios, this one has a little bit of everything for those who enjoy college or teacher fantasies.



 




Ginger Bred




 



On a quiet Christmas Eve in New Bainbridge, twelve men and women are about to be given gifts of love and lust in this steamy holiday collection. Featuring everything from ultra-sweet one-on-one romances to raw, frenetic orgies, there’s sure to be a present under this particular tree to satisfy your Christmas cravings.



 




Casual Games




 



A crazy hot collection of novellas and short stories focused around games of all kinds – (fictional) video games, pen-and-paper games, massively online games, and even a simple game of basketball with a scorching conclusion that will leave you breathless and ready for more.



 




Strings




 



What worlds would open up to you if you could control someone’s mind? For one man, that means becoming a billionaire playboy with nothing better to do than scores of gorgeous women… right up until the point when he falls in love with an alluring guest at his sex club. Combining a full-length erotic novel about mind control and coming to terms with the costs of the ultimate power with a sweeter short story about opening up to saying yes, Strings commands you to check it out. Yes, I hate myself for that joke.



 




Trio Trysts and Twists




 



When two just isn’t enough! Contains five steamy stories and novellas about threesomes, if that wasn’t readily apparent. Two beautiful women stumble across a cabin in the midst of a snowstorm and find that the stranger inside may be just what they’re looking for. A pop star looks for some after-show entertainment from her two newest bodyguards. Hard on his luck, a man calls upon the one who got away and her lovably silly sapphic partner for a place to stay. At the end of her rope, a woman cheats on her husband to free herself of the loveless marriage. And in the collection’s centerpiece, a beautiful young nanny comes to live with a couple looking for more than just care for their infant.



(Note – no crossing of the swords here or in any of my stories)



 




Trio Tales




 



Because my readers loved Trios Trysts and Twists, Trio Tales brings more of that threesome loving! A model fresh off a hard divorce and a long year of shoots and movie roles decides a vacation is in order, and falls head-over-heels for the friendly couple celebrating a much-belated anniversary. A wildly sexual woman celebrates her new implants by inviting a pair of smoking hot guys to spend an unforgettable night with her. A husband helps his wife fulfill a favorite fantasy by inviting his best friend to join them on her birthday. Two lovers take on a third roommate as they face down eviction. And in a unique take on the mobster story, a former criminal makes a cross-country trip with a woman he just met when the ex-wife of his cellmate asks him to come to his funeral.



 




Power




 



In the titular novel-length story, one man’s rise from rags to riches is detailed in all its debaucherous and sometimes tragic glory. A story about love, money, and regrets, it’s the bittersweet focus to this collection, and is joined by two more playful shorter stories about bosses and their sexy and handsome employees.



 




Summer Swells




 



For two best friends, one sweltering summer brings some big changes – and new opportunities for love and lust. Two intertwined novellas blend the heat and the sweet. Highly recommended if you liked Neighbors or The Wives!



 



* * * * *



 



Find me on Facebook!




https://www.facebook.com/writeriansnow/
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