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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Contains: MF, FF, MFM+, orgy, anal, older women and younger men. Everyone involved in sexual situations is over eighteen. 
 
      
 
    With only fifteen minutes to spare until she had to meet with all the young men and women interested in track and field that year, Ophelia Harper was more than a little annoyed one of her students still wasn’t finished in the men’s locker room. She needed to lock up and that wasn’t going to happen until Jason Jennings was done jerking off. 
 
    This wasn’t the first time with him. The senior was hopeless, drifting off into space every time Ophelia wore athletic shorts or the tight tees she preferred for her PE classes. Twice now she walked into the men’s locker room to lock up the side door, thinking everyone was gone, but nope. The first time, the eighteen-year-old was jacking it in the shower, his thick six inches in his fist as he stared sightlessly upwards, right on the verge. The second time he was in one of the toilet stalls, and she almost missed him until she shut off the lights and heard a squawk. The dressing-down Ophelia gave Jason both times didn’t seem to have affected him any. 
 
    It was time to change that. 
 
    She locked up the girls’ locker room and the entrances to the gym, leaving just the men’s. Without bothering to mask her approach, she stormed into the locker room. Sure enough, there was Jason, sitting on a towel on a bench in the middle of the room, gripping his cock while he held up his phone. The damnedest thing was, Jason was kinda handsome. A little pudgy but not fat yet, and he desperately needed to ditch the patchy mutton chops he was trying to grow, but there was something magnetically charming about his round face and dopey himbo demeanor. 
 
    “Jesus, Jason, again?” 
 
    He fumbled the phone and shot upright. “Ms. Harper! I’m sorry! I just… I just…” 
 
    “You were jerking off. Again. In my locker room!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “No, you aren’t,” Ophelia snapped, coming closer. “If you were sorry, you’d actually change your behavior. You like to get caught. You like to be watched. Don’t you?” 
 
    “I… I…” He bent over to snatch up his phone and she plucked it out of his hands. On the screen was a picture the English teacher Lucy Fox shared on Bottlegenie. It was pretty chaste, just Ophelia, Lucy, and several of their friends cheek to cheek over a birthday cake lit up with candles for Ophelia’s last birthday. 
 
    “Christ, men can jack it to anything,” Ophelia muttered. “You, stay right there.” Jason obeyed, and she headed for the side door to lock it up. When she returned to him, he was almost flaccid. “Get yourself hard again.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “I said, get yourself hard again.” 
 
    Still holding his phone, Ophelia watched as Jason tentatively spit into his hand and started stroking himself again. She snapped two pictures of him jerking it, then set the phone aside on the bench and kicked off her shoes. 
 
    “Ms. Harper?” Jason squeaked. 
 
    “Keep jerking off.” 
 
    Ophelia gripped her athletic shorts and tugged them down. Her thong-clad well-tanned ass was right next to her student’s face. 
 
    “What… the… fuck?” Jason asked. 
 
    “Here’s how this is going to work, Jason,” Ophelia said, pushing aside her thong and settling onto his lap, ass to him. “I’ll fuck you today and at the very end of the semester, but only if you never, ever jerk off in this locker room or the school again. Do you understand me? No woman wants to walk in here and see this shit.” 
 
    “Wait… really?” 
 
    She grabbed the phone. “Yes, you little asshole. Really. Do we have a deal?” 
 
    “Um, y-yeah, sure.” 
 
    “Good.” With one hand, Ophelia turned on the phone’s video mode and started recording. With the other, she gripped Jason’s thick cock and pointed it upwards. As she filmed herself from the neck down, she eased down onto his dick, sighing with pleasure as his tip spread her wide. 
 
    “Holy shit…” Jason moaned. “I’m fucking a teacher!” 
 
    “Uh. Huh,” Ophelia agreed. 
 
    Not much time. She rocked hard on him, hitting her spot, loving the view reflected on the screen. Being recorded was her biggest kink, aside from the fantasies about fucking students that had invaded her dreams ever since a pair of teacher friends started doing it last year with theirs. That she was finally doing it now herself more out of sheer annoyance than any real sexual need was completely on brand for Ophelia. 
 
    That didn’t mean she didn’t enjoy it, though. 
 
    Jason’s hands tentatively came to the hem of her shirt and snuck up it like a thief. She bounced harder on his dick, moaning, “Uh huh. Cup my tits…” 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Jason said, and his hands shot upward to her sports bra. He yanked the cups up and mauled her breasts, grabbing her hard and squeezing. Ophelia didn’t care. She liked it rough and hard, as hard as she could get it. 
 
    “Fuuuck!” she cried out, slamming down hard enough on his hips that their skin slapped together. 
 
    His breathing intensified and he started thrusting back. “Oh, oh God, Ms. Harper, you’re so fucking hot…” 
 
    “Tell me,” she panted, her pussy taking every inch of him, her walls gripping him tight. Not the longest but oh shit he was thick, “tell me what you like…”  
 
    “These big tits… that ass…it’s so tight…” 
 
    “Uh huh… k-keep going, keep going…” she said as her thighs widened on every downthrust, taking just that last little bit of her student to her depths. Oh fuck. Her student. She was finally fucking a student. 
 
    “Every guy in class… wants you…” he said, “and I actually get to fuck you! I’m fucking Ms. Harper!” 
 
    “I’m fucking a student, I’m fucking a student,” she chanted, slamming her ass up and down. Her free hand shot for her clit and her mouth fell open. “Oh, oh fuck, Jason, I’m going to come, I’m going to come…” 
 
    “Holy shit!” he gasped. 
 
    Ophelia clutched the phone hard as her mouth fell open and her words trailed off. She bounced up and down, Jason clutching her big tits tight. Intense pleasure blasted through her fast. Her best orgasms were hard, powerful things, over in seconds but leaving her feeling like she just ran a mile. This was a good one, and she rode it out, flexing her hips wide, rocking back and forth. 
 
    “Ms. Harper, ungh, I’m close… t-too…” 
 
    No time to clean up. She twisted her head and moaned, “In me, come in me…” 
 
    One of his hands fell to her waist and he clutched her tight. His other hand squeezed her tit. If they had more time, she’d slow this down, maybe hop off him and take it into the shower for an easier cleanup, but she was on the clock now, and had to move. She clutched at him over her shoulder, grabbing onto Jason’s messy hair. He groaned and pumped up into her a few more times, then gasped, “Ms. Harper!” 
 
    His come filled her. His student come. Oh fuck, this was amazing and terrible all at once. Ophelia rocked even harder, loving the warmth inside her as she always had. She loved come anywhere she could take it, unabashedly so. Her roaring sexuality scared off a lot of boyfriends. Her needs meant she walked away from even more. 
 
    With Jason gasping like he just finished running an obstacle course, Ophelia ended the video and pulled off him. Come dripped out of her, a surprising amount. She turned and said, “Off your towel. Now.” Jason hurried off the bench and she snatched up the towel. Not a lot of time, so she wiped herself up quickly. 
 
    “Um. My phone?” 
 
    She tossed the towel at him. “Get dressed and go put that in the laundry bin in the storage room. When you come back, I’ll give it to you.” 
 
     While he did that, Ophelia sent herself the video. As it uploaded, she dressed in a hurry, and tied her shoelaces. She was deleting the video off his phone when he hustled back in. 
 
    “Do I get to keep the video?” Jason asked hopefully. 
 
    “Not a chance. It’s deleting now.” 
 
    “Aw man.” 
 
    Ophelia hesitated, grimaced, and jabbed a finger into his soft gut. “I won’t catch you in here again jerking off?” 
 
    “Not if we get to do that again!” 
 
    “That’s not the answer I was hoping for.” She sighed, then lifted up her shirt and sports bra over her breasts. She held the phone out, snapped a picture of her bare breasts, and gave the phone back. “You can keep that. Get out of here now. And if you tell a soul, you’ll never get a chance at this again, Jason.” 
 
    “Thanks, Ms. Harper!” he said, and raced out of there like she was chasing him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jabrail Pullman clutched the note in his hand, his guts twisting this way and that. This was the dumbest stunt he’d ever tried to pull and he knew it. Dumber than stealing beer from Mr. Chauncy, and his mom and dad put the fear of God into him after that one. Dumber than the time he tried to grab Jessie and Jamie’s asses, the twins in his class. Dumber than… 
 
    He spotted big Tommy Mokry slowly lumbering towards the group of teenagers and realized he was wrong. It was the second dumbest thing Jabrail had ever done. Tommy saw Jabrail and flinched. Jabrail hated that. He wanted to go over and talk to the guy, but he had no idea what to say. 
 
    Tommy kept walking towards the group, his head down, his steps slow and unsure. He stayed at the fringe, hands in his pockets. Jabrail understood it probably wasn’t Tommy’s decision to join the track and field team, but his parents’. It had been the same way that year with football, until Jabrail fucked that up for him. 
 
    Tommy never really tried at football practices, despite Coach Bullard Jackson’s best efforts. He dogged it, there only to appease his parents who wanted to see him get out of the house and hopefully shed a few pounds. Regardless of that, Coach Jackson saw something in the young man, or maybe wanted to try to encourage him, so their first game, he put Tommy in as the center. It was a disaster. Jabrail, a team captain and Honeypot High’s best receiver in its long history, watched with growing anger as Tommy flubbed two hikes. The third play of the game, Tommy sort of just stood there and waved his arms like a baby T-rex while the defensive line made a joke out of him and crushed their quarterback. 
 
    Everyone on the team was pissed, but Jabrail lost it. Football was life to him, his way forward, his potential career. When they walked off the field, Jabrail grabbed Tommy and yelled at him for three minutes straight, belittling him in front of the team, the cheerleaders, and a crowd full of onlookers. Did Tommy deserve a kick in the ass? Sure. Did he deserve that kind of teardown right in front of the world? No. Absolutely not. Tommy tugged off his helmet and walked off the field, quitting right there and then, great big trails of tears spilling down his cheeks. 
 
    Coach Jackson grabbed Jabrail and told him, “You used to be a leader. A leader doesn’t tear people down like that.” Jabrail, still angry, huffed about that. Coach benched him for the next game, and Jabrail rode it out, gritting his teeth. Even his teammates thought he went too far, and Jabrail knew it. He should have talked to Tommy off the field. His parents too told them how disappointed they were, and that hurt the most. Jabrail might have shrugged off everything else but seeing the look in his father’s eyes made him feel an inch tall, even if he towered over his dad. 
 
    Then came karma. Jabrail wasn’t sure he believed in it until he came off the bench. It could have been his best game ever. He and their quarterback were on fire, every pass to Jabrail leading to huge plays. Four touchdowns and he was just barely getting started. But as he was sprinting down the field for yet another touchdown, something happened. Jabrail felt a twist, and he had just enough time to think, “Oh, shit!” before he collapsed and the pain hit him with searing intensity. 
 
    A hamstring tear. His season was shot, but he would recover, the doctors told him. Jabrail fought that. He tried to speed things up, to get back into running shape for divisionals, but he only reaggravated the injury and had to watch as his teammates lost what should have been an easy road to state championships.  
 
    Would anything have really changed if he had been kinder to Tommy? No. Probably not. But it still felt like the start of the quicksand he now found himself in, struggling to get out in time to impress the last of the college recruiters. 
 
    It was why Jabrail stood there in the cool spring breeze with a fake doctor’s note in hand, hoping against hope no one actually called the hospital.  
 
    In another minute he might have walked over to try to talk to Tommy, but Ms. Harper showed up right then, walking towards the field with cheeks as red as cherries. Immediately Jabrail stood straighter. Honeypot High was full of hot teachers, but in his opinion, none was hotter than the athletic, busty blonde gym teacher. 
 
    Some of the guys preferred the bubbly English teacher Ms. Fox, the redhead Consumer and Family Science teacher and MILF Ms. Sparks, or Ms. Marie, the smoking hot Latina history and civics teacher. There were even rumors around school that Ms. Fox and Ms. Sparks slept with students on occasion. In the case of Ms. Sparks, Jabrail heard you really, really, really wanted to be in her senior class because most every Friday she would do some of the wickedest shit ever. Ms. Fox was rumored to be more selective, but no less willing. And the whole school whispered that Ms. Fox and Ms. Sparks were sleeping together, like a couple. Jabrail didn’t know if they were official, but the rumors were wild. 
 
    Ms. Harper walked towards them with a bounce to her step. Her expression was always kind of grumpy, matching her no-bullshit personality. She was a tough teacher, but fair, and as a coach, her volleyball teams had gone on to the quarterfinals three years in a row. Track and field was a different story but Jabrail thought they had a pretty good chance that year of sending at least a few students to state. He wanted to be one of them. Hell, he needed it. 
 
    One unusual aspect of track and field at their school was separation of the various classes. Warmups always saw all the classes together, and then they would split up, freshmen, sophomores, juniors, or seniors, each with a different coach, each working a different part of the field. Ms. Harper – Coach Harper during practice – would teach the seniors. No doubt that was why the team was always packed with eighteen-year-old guys. This year was no different. 
 
    The other three coaches called for attention, and Mr. Barnes, the head coach, congratulated all the students on trying out that year, and told them the Honeypot Badgers would chew up the competition. That got a halfhearted cheer from everyone until Mr. Barnes told them he couldn’t hear what they said. They shouted and clapped and Jabrail joined in. 
 
    The coaches were introduced, and Coach Harper held Jabrail’s eyes for a moment as she scanned her seniors. She looked puzzled, as he expected she probably would. His injuries that year should have kept him off the team. Silently, he prayed this worked. 
 
    Had to get a scholarship to State. Had to redeem himself. 
 
    After all the introductions wrapped up and the students were dismissed, Jabrail came to Coach Harper. Maybe it was his imagination, but she smelled kinda like sex. Definitely projecting there, he thought, and his smile was genuine. 
 
    “Hey Coach Harper. I saw you looking. Just wanted to let you know I went to the clinic a couple weeks ago and got checked out.” 
 
    He handed over the forged doctor’s note. The stationery looked real enough. In January he had a bad cough that turned out to be strep, and the doctor wrote him a note for school. Jabrail scanned the letterhead and carefully practiced the doctor’s short scrawl for a month before getting the look just right. The note would hold up, he hoped, but if Coach Harper took a look at the school’s files or decided to call in to the clinic to check, he was sunk. 
 
    She read the note so slowly that Jabrail thought she knew it was a fake. But then finally she folded it and stuffed it into a pocket of her athletic shorts. “Okay. But I want you to take it easy through the first couple track meets. Light practices, half-speed running, no heavy weights. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Coach,” he said, his heart soaring. This could work. If he could kill it with sprints or the mile, the college recruiters would see he still had it. They dried up after his injury but now… now they’d see he still had something left to offer them. And then the long hours his dad and mom put in could ease up,  
 
    But as he headed for the parking lot, his leg twinged. Watching Tommy shuffle away, Jabrail ignored it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Rain again. Anna Marie didn’t mind, though. She liked the rain. It soothed her. On lazy days at home when it rained, she would sit by an open window on the combination daybed and library she had made specially for that nook. The tapping against the house, the smell of the earth swallowing it up, the wonderful blend of the cool air outside and warm blankets, they always made her sleepy. 
 
    Now she listened to it while Bullard Jackson set up the canopy tent where two of her students at a time would be selling raffle tickets for the Errant Page Program’s truck giveaway. The Errant Pages was a seniors-only civics club that performed community service and fundraisers so they could travel to Washington, D.C. for a week. It was always a good time for the students, but for Anna Marie and her revolving door of helpers, it usually was a fair bit more stressful. 
 
    This year, most the teens were fine. There were no scholarships for the program, and no free rides. You put in the hundred hours of community service with Anna Marie’s preapproved organizations and you raised a thousand dollars, or you didn’t go. The school took care of the rest of the expenses, but the students had to be responsible for that much. 
 
    Most her seniors either already met their necessary earned amount, or were close. Jason Jennings and Ken Crane were two exceptions, to Anna’s complete lack of surprise. They were best friends and quite possibly the laziest human beings she had ever known. A C for the pair in class was demanding a lot from them. Getting them to actually make a sale at one of these fundraisers was a losing battle. 
 
    Thankfully, her helpers this year were the best Anna Marie ever had. Lucy Fox was a joy to be around. The English teacher brought a cheerful spark of life to the group of friends collectively known as the Boob Crew. The year before, she helped Candace finally ditch her no-good husband, and in a jaw-dropping move, slept with two of her students to help them realize their love for each other. Of course, she also did it because it was really frigging hot. Candace wasn’t far behind, getting involved in weekly gangbangs and orgies with her favorite class of students. Of course, everyone involved was always eighteen at a minimum. 
 
    Usually Anna had to cajole or beg one of her friends to help out with the Errant Pages. The trip was always fun but the year’s worth of projects leading up to it was both time-consuming and a drain. No one really wanted to spend four hours around old men talking about how disrespectful young people had become while trying to grab their asses every chance they got. But sweet Lucy agreed without a second thought, and now here they were, four months on and she hadn’t complained once. 
 
    Bullard… Bull was different. Not that he wasn’t great help. He was, always showing up with only a bit of requisite groaning. With him around, setting up for events now took a fraction of the time it used to when it was just basically Anna. But that help came with weight. She knew the reason why he wasn’t coaching track that year, and the reason was her. Until last May, they dated, a secret relationship full of stolen moments and Uber rides so no one knew they were staying over at each other’s houses. 
 
    It wasn’t Bull that wanted to keep the relationship private, and it wasn’t him that broke it off. Anna wasn’t sure how to tell Bullard about her other urges. She and Ophelia were the only ones who hadn’t slept with a student, though she thought maybe that had changed, given some hints Ophelia had been dropping all week. Anna was envious. Despite the taboo of it, she wanted to. Oh Lord, did she want it. Eighteen-year-old cock, ready to please her, ready to learn from her, ready to go again in just minutes. Anna nearly drooled every time Lucy or Candace shared a story about one of their lucky students. She didn’t know how Bull would take it, knowing she badly wanted to fuck a student or ten. Surely it would have led to the end of her job, their relationship, and their closeness.  
 
    Then there was her past life, the one only a very select few people knew about. The life that set her up in relative opulence for a teacher, in a four-bedroom house too big for one person, with a BMW in the garage and enough money from a discreet fund to keep her comfortable the rest of her life. That secret she couldn’t tell anybody, not even the Boob Crew. 
 
    She broke it off with Bull one teary night, him just standing there listening, hands in his pockets, as she told him it wasn’t him. He walked out, but not before he stopped at the doorway and said quietly, “Whatever you need, Anna. I’ll go. But I’m always here.” 
 
    Anna missed Bull so much it hurt. She loved him, in her own quiet way, and she was scared of losing him, even if she knew that not telling him everything would be the worst decision of her life. In the near-year since, she had no idea what to do, so for the moment, she concentrated on this, the Errant Pages. 
 
    All the members were at least eighteen, as the senior classes all were. That was deliberate on the part of administration, now firmly run behind the scenes by the Boob Crew’s only nonteacher member, Charity. On paper she was Principal Pedro Small’s secretary, but in reality, she was the de facto person in charge after establishing Pedro was her man-bitch the year before. She also had a ton of dirt on the school board and kept them in check too. 
 
    The Boob Crew were free and clear to sleep with any senior then, and all that was holding Anna back was Bull. She should tell him there could be no future between them and put him out of his misery, but she couldn’t. Memories clung tight to her. Memories of the great sex, the cuddling afterwards, his sweet words, his darker ones in bed. Memories of his smile, of the way he made her smile back. Memories of pressing against him, his presence so large and overwhelmingly safe. 
 
    A familiar car pulled into the lot. The students were selling the tickets in the same parking lot as the car dealership offering the truck they would be raffling. It was a good symbiotic deal. The raffle usually drew a lot of traffic through the lot, and the truck was a tax write-off for the dealership. The raffle also gave the Errant Pages a lot of visibility and credibility, and was usually one of the biggest fundraisers of the year. 
 
    Lucy gave a cheery honk and pulled in beside Anna’s BMW behind the pavilion tent. She stepped out, looking as amazing as always in a plunging black top and tight tan slacks that showed off the flare to her hips. Of all the Boob Crew, Lucy probably carried the most weight, but it was generally agreed upon in private by the other members that despite Lucy’s complaints about her scale, all the weight must have gone to her boobs and butt, and that she might actually have the biggest bust of the bunch. 
 
    “Oh my God, look at you,” Anna said, coming to her friend and kissing her cheek. She wasn’t shy about smacking Lucy’s butt to the other woman’s playful yelp. “You are hot hot hot.” 
 
    “You’re looking very yummy too,” Lucy said, and made Anna twirl in her black dress and cardigan. “Mmm mm mm. I’m stealing you away later for lunch. My lunch.” 
 
    “Sweet Jesus,” Bull said. He was big in just about every sense, tall with shoulders as broad and thick as mountains. He had a big gut and some flab, but it was like a soft outer layer to a rock-hard core. His cock too was big and fat, and with Anna’s guidance the year before, he kept it clean-shaven. When she first knew him, his hair was longer and usually done in braids, with a long, well-trimmed beard, but now he was clean-shaven and his hair was much, much shorter in a tight shape-up that emphasized the rough character of his face. 
 
    They were each other’s firsts in one way – he was her first Black man, Anna was his first Latina. They moved well together in the bedroom, Bull game for hard or slow, but always taking her with a sort of assured dominance that drove her wild. Outside of the bedroom he was more reserved, and that was partly her fault. Okay, mostly her fault. Maybe all her fault. She never really gave him a real reason for keeping their relationship secret. He thought maybe it was because he was Black, but that wasn’t it at all. She wanted to keep it secret because when she made it public, there would be no coming back, no exploration of her other fantasies and her past. It was a shitty reason and she didn’t like herself because of it, but she couldn’t deny herself that aspect of her life.  
 
    “We’re almost good to go,” Anna said. “We’ll be here mostly to supervise and watch the money.” 
 
    “Sun’s supposed to come out soon,” Bull said. “But if it doesn’t and the wind starts coming from the east, give me a call or talk to Ted inside. He can help you drop the tent down so it won’t get blown away. Otherwise I’ll be back tonight to help take it down, unless you two need me for anything else today.” 
 
    Lucy clasped her hands together next to her cheek and thrust her breasts out. “Well, you could help me test out the backseat so I can tell the customers how comfy it is.” 
 
    “I get to watch, I get to watch,” Anna said. 
 
    Bull grinned. “Ah, if only. You two have fun.” He looked around, squinting. “But aren’t you missing some help?” 
 
    “Given that it’s Jason and Ken…” 
 
    “Ahhhh,” he said. “Glad I volunteered for the Sunday shift then. Good luck with those two.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Anna said glumly. 
 
    He left, and they both watched him go. Lucy said, “If only we could actually convince him to get in a threesome with us.” 
 
    “He’s teetering,” Anna said. “Any day now.” 
 
    She felt guilty too about not telling the Boob Crew she was the one fucking Bull that previous year. She loved her friends and knew they could keep secrets, but it would lead to questions about why she snuck around this whole time and she wasn’t ready to tell them everything about herself. Not really. 
 
    It wasn’t so much that she thought they wouldn’t accept her for it. Some secrets were hard to let go of, even if you knew they were poisoning you. What Anna did with the senator, it still felt raw to her in a weird way, even if it had been eight years ago. Sometimes she looked up the video online. It was still out there and probably always would be, though there was nothing that could identify her or the senator, unless someone was intimately familiar with her backside or the lovebird tattoos on her thigh, the ones he saw her get, the ones he loved to come across. Sometimes she watched the video and it still turned her on so much she could come in a minute. Other times she watched it and wondered who that stupid, naïve twenty-year-old had been.  
 
    In the present, Anna and Lucy set up their camp chairs and talked. A couple of the dealership’s salesmen wandered down to them, the scent of desperation wafting off them as they offered the two teachers coffee or donuts. Anna and Lucy declined politely, then more firmly, and the guys finally took the hint. 
 
    “They’ll do that all day,” Anna grumbled. 
 
    “The one was kind of cute.” 
 
    “The one with the ring?” 
 
    Lucy sighed. “Yeah, I saw it too. Where are Jason and Ken?” 
 
    “I’m going to guess hitting the snooze on their alarms for about the fifth time,” Anna said. She grabbed her phone and looked up the contact sheet she had on there for the students. Two quick calls later and she was promised by a pair of frustrated mothers that they would be there soon. Jason’s mom sounded like a time bomb waiting to go off, while Ken’s had a weary resignation to hers, as though she expected this too. 
 
    “What happens if they don’t make the money they need?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Then they don’t go. Sometimes if the kids aren’t so financially well off or if they work their butts off and don’t quite make it, an ‘anonymous’ donor will buy up some of their chocolate or help them over the edge. But Jason and Ken? Oh no.” 
 
    Lucy settled back in her camp chair and said, “Well, I hope they make enough.” 
 
    Anna looked at her friend. “This is going to sound like sarcasm, but your never-ending enthusiasm really makes this job much easier.” 
 
    “Aw. Come here.” Anna leaned over and they kissed gently. In the distance, a salesman gaped at them, then turned tail and ran inside. Lucy noticed and said as she pulled away, “I think we just gave someone a show.” 
 
    “Won’t be the last of the day.” 
 
    A car pulled into the lot and aimed towards the brightly festooned tent. Anna and Lucy both stood to greet the young couple inside. 
 
    “Isn’t this supposed to be a student thing?” the young man asked. “My kids were telling me about it.” 
 
    “Some miscommunication,” Anna said. “They’re on their way.” 
 
    The couple bought two tickets – twenty dollars’ worth – and drove on. Anna dropped the bills into the cash bag and the tickets into a bucket. 
 
    “If Jason and Ken didn’t make the sale…” Lucy pondered. 
 
    “Yup. So when this happens, and it does from time to time, I divide it among the group except for the kids who were supposed to work. And if someone missed the last sale, they don’t get to share in it either. Incentive to show up. It’s not a perfect system, but remember Anna’s Rule Number One of Teaching.” 
 
    On cue, Lucy said, “You’re always going to upset a parent.” 
 
    Anna grinned. “Exactly.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Jason’s mom Melinda thundered up the stairs like a T-rex building up speed to catch its prey.  
 
    “Jay-SON!” she shouted. 
 
    He snapped awake and immediately realized his mistake. Oh shit. Right. Today was the truck raffle. She hammered on his door hard enough to make it rattle and he shuddered. His mom was two hundred pounds of bottled rage which she loved to take out on her youngest child. His two older sisters fled the house as soon as they graduated. Sometimes he had dreams that they drove back and plucked him up like a suitcase to rescue him. Not that his mom was really evil or anything, but piss her off and you were dead meat. 
 
    “I’m awake, I’m awake, I’m awake,” he said and threw the covers off. 
 
    “You’d damn well better be. I don’t LIKE teachers calling me at eight thirty in the morning. I don’t LIKE my son being half an hour late to the things he promises to do. So get up. Now!” 
 
    He flipped onto his stomach and dropped towards the floor, his feet balanced on the bed so he could snag his jeans. His balance was terrific. That and his relatively decent-sized cock were about all he had going for him in this world. 
 
    Jason grabbed his pants and the cleanest shirt out of a mountain of them and pushed back up into bed to dress. His mom came in and snapped, “You’re not jerking it again, are you?” 
 
    “No, Mom,” Jason said with exasperation. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Could you get me something to eat before I go?” She stared at him, her eyes going as narrow as pins. “Never mind, I’ll get something with Ken.” 
 
    “You. Will. Pick. Up. Your. Friend. And. Go. To. The. Dealership,” she said, each word like a verbal right hook. “I will call your teacher in ten minutes to see if you’re there. If you’re not, you can give me the keys to your car because you’re not driving it the rest of the semester.” 
 
    “Mom!” he yelped. 
 
    “Go!” she roared. 
 
    He went. Glumly. Slightly faster than a sloth. 
 
    Ken lived a block away, and was still showering when Jason came into his house. His mom, Alana Crane, was seated on the couch, one leg under her big sexy bubble butt while she watched a TV show. She wasn’t fat, just thick in all the best possible ways, and Jason not-so-privately thought she was the sexiest woman in the world, with long black hair, sharp facial features, and dark eyes that either seemed as warm as an electric blanket or steely. Right now, they were steely. 
 
    That butt was god-tier but his eyes, as always were drawn to her incredible tits. Tits he badly wanted to suck on. Tits he just as badly wanted wrapped around his cock while she bounced up and down on that ass. He stared, and she said, “You really just can’t help yourself, can you?” 
 
    “Um. Um. Nope. But that tank top looks really good on you, Mrs. Crane.” 
 
    Her hard expression softened and she said, “Thanks.” 
 
    “Need a foot rub or anything while I’m here?” 
 
    Alana laughed and it made those wonderful tits bob just the tiniest bit. Jason thanked the good Lord there was no bra on earth that could fully squash those big treasures, and she wasn’t wearing one now, her nipples visible through the fabric. It might have been his imagination but he thought she kinda made them do that by pressing her arms against them. Sometimes he got the craziest idea in his head that ever since his eighteenth birthday, Alana liked flaunting it around him. Or maybe that was just his imagination. 
 
    Then again, Ms. Harper and what went on in the locker room last week definitely wasn’t his imagination. His cock jumped just thinking about it. 
 
    “Ken!” Alana shouted. 
 
    “I’m coming, I’m coming,” Ken called. He stumbled down the hallway, pulling a tee shirt down over his head. 
 
    Like Jason, Ken wasn’t quite handsome, but leaned so close to it that a number of girls their age found him curiously attractive. Both guys did all right in the girlfriend department, mostly because of their reputation for having two pretty okay dicks, not big enough to really hurt, but definitely enough to satisfy. Jason had been on a dry streak the last couple months, right up until Ophelia Harper rode him like a cowgirl. That was fucking insane. 
 
    Ken didn’t believe him, of course. Neither did anyone else. There were no details in the picture of Ms. Harper’s boobs that gave her or the locker room away, so everyone assumed it was some random picture Jason downloaded. Sometimes he didn’t quite believe it himself, especially in class, where Ms. Harper completely ignored him. 
 
    But now his attention was on two other teacher hotties, Ms. Fox and Ms. Marie. There were lots of rumors that Ms. Fox slept with some students on occasion. Jason wouldn’t have believed it before that week but she was pretty close friends with Ms. Harper and that had convinced him anything was possible. But no one said Ms. Marie ever slept with a student. That was too bad. She had a nice tight butt he’d love to fuck someday, and the kind of stern face that would look so good sucking a cock. Neither of them held his attention quite like Alana, but that was because he was either in love with her or just really, really, really wanted to fuck her. 
 
    Ken grabbed his wallet. His mom stood and said, “You boys need to make an effort if you want to go on this trip. And you want to go on this trip, Kenneth. If you deprive me of the pleasure of a week of wine and the house to myself, I will not be pleased.” 
 
    Jason said hopefully, “Maybe I need a spanking from you to help me stay on track.” 
 
    Ken groaned. “Jesus, dude.” 
 
    “Maybe you do,” Alana said, eyes gleaming. 
 
    “Jesus, Mom!” 
 
    “Get out of here,” Alana said, with more amusement than harshness. 
 
    Outside, Jason said to Ken, “I’m totally going to sleep with your mom.” 
 
    “I can still hear you, Jason!” Alana called from the house. 
 
    Jason turned and called, “Good, because I’m totally going to sleep with you, Mrs. Crane!” 
 
    She gave a short, swift, “Hah!” before they were off. 
 
    The dealership was only a few minutes, but by then, Jason’s mom was already inundating his phone with irate text messages about him being late and how she was going to take his car away. She probably wouldn’t. Most likely. God, he hoped she didn’t. 
 
    As they pulled into the lot, Ken said, “You going to sleep with Ms. Fox or Ms. Marie today? Or maybe you’ll fuck both of them.” 
 
    “Ooooh, yeah,” Jason said, already fantasizing about it even if Ken was being sarcastic. Ms. Fox and Ms. Marie, breast to breast on a bed together while he fucked Ms. Marie from behind. Oooh. No. Ms. Fox. Those big tits swinging… but Ms. Marie had the better ass. Maybe. He wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Which one do you think has the better ass?” he asked Ken as they pulled up in front of the tent.  
 
    “Uh, I think you gotta park around back or something,” Ken said, looking at Ms. Marie as she pointed at the tent. 
 
    “Oh right.” 
 
    “And the answer is Ms. Marie. Definitely. But I think Ms. Harper might have the best ass of them all. You’d know, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “I’m telling you-” 
 
    “Sure, sure.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    If Anna Marie smoked, she would have been chaining them one after the other that morning. Jason and Ken were lazy most days, but that Saturday, they were awe-inspiringly useless. 
 
    There was plenty of interest in the raffle. The truck was a nice one, and at ten dollars apiece, the raffle tickets were affordable enough to spur interest. Combine that with a couple weeks’ worth of advertising and signs along the sidewalk to the dealership and they had lots of cars coming through. 
 
    But actually getting Jason and Ken to get up off their asses to go to the cars and take the money was about as painful as a broken toe. They were more content to play on their phones, or complain about there not being any snacks, or stare at their teachers’ boobs.  
 
    It was astonishing how many sales they lost, and soon, Anna started to see red. 
 
    “Guys, listen to me,” she said, standing in front of them with her arms crossed under her breasts. “This sale could potentially make up at least half the money you need to go to Washington, D.C. As it stands right now, all you’ve made for your trip all year is thirty-two dollars.” 
 
    “Apiece?” Ken asked, sounding impressed. 
 
    “Combined!” Anna shouted. “You need to make nearly all your thousand dollars and the year is almost over. If you don’t put forth an effort, I’m kicking you out of the Errant Pages. This is ridiculous. There are plenty of your classmates hungry for this opportunity, who actually care, who…” 
 
    She stomped a foot in frustration. At that moment, another car drove onto the lot. Anna snapped, “Jason. You’re up.” 
 
    Jason groaned and stood with all the enthusiasm of a man being led to the electric chair. With slumped shoulders, he stepped to the front of the tent and waited for the car to pull up. An older woman was driving and came to a stop. 
 
    “Go around to her,” Anna prompted, trying not to grit her teeth. 
 
    Jason did, and said sleepily, “Hey, you want to buy a raffle ticket or something?” 
 
    “Not much of a sales pitch,” the woman said. “What does the organization do?” 
 
    “Um. We go to Washington in May.” 
 
    The woman waited. “…and?”  
 
    “See some buildings and stuff.” 
 
    The woman clicked her tongue. “Ohhh-kay. Um. Well. Thanks?” 
 
    She drove off, and Jason stared after her. Anna tightened her hands into fists, and Lucy jumped in, smiling broadly. “Anna, why don’t you get some coffee? Take a walk, get some air.” 
 
    Anna made a sound that was not quite a laugh and not quite a sob, and stormed towards the dealership, muttering under her breath. Lucy stood up and came to the front of the tent. She looked around, still smiling, then turned towards the guys when Anna was out of earshot and said, “Okay, listen. You don’t want to be here. I get that. Truth is, neither do Anna or I. But she’s right. If you don’t put in some kind of effort, neither of you are going on that trip. Your parents being pissed isn’t enough motivation to stop that from happening, so tell me, with the two hours you have left here today, what is it going to take for the two of you to stop clowning around and get off your asses and hustle?” 
 
    They stared up at her, shocked, and Ken asked, “M-Ms. Fox?” 
 
    “I don’t care if you go or not. I really don’t. But Anna is a great person and you’re putting her under a lot of stress. I don’t expect either of you two to care about that, so I’m making you a deal. What will it take for you to treat this seriously?” 
 
    Ken and Jason looked at each other. Jason slowly looked back at Ms. Fox, and asked with a squeak, “Can we fuck you?” 
 
    “Goodbye, boys. Good luck with your mothers being pissed.” 
 
    “Wait wait wait,” Ken said. “Blowjobs.” 
 
    Ms. Fox pointedly glared at him. 
 
    “Handjobs?” Jason asked. 
 
    “I’ll call them myself,” Ms. Fox said, going for her phone. 
 
    Lightning fast, Jason said, “Show us your boobs.” 
 
    Ms. Fox paused, hand outstretched. She wrinkled her nose. “In a bra.” 
 
    “No way, we gotta see them totally naked,” Jason said. 
 
    Ken gaped at both of them and stuttered, “Y-yeah. For, like… ten seconds.” 
 
    Ms. Fox thought about it. “Ten seconds. And not now. After school on Monday. And you each have to make five hundred dollars’ worth of sales today.” 
 
    “But we only have two hours!” Ken protested. 
 
    “Then you’d better get off your asses and make it happen,” Ms. Fox said. 
 
    Meanwhile, Anna stormed towards the dealership, muttering a mix of curses under her breath. One of the salesmen saw her coming and stepped out to greet her, a lazy smile on his face, but at her glare he backed up and held the door open for her. The school was always offered free coffee by the dealership if they wanted it. She went straight for the coffee pot, still muttering to herself, and poured herself a cup. 
 
    Why didn’t people try? It was the most baffling part of being a teacher, that innate desire of so many who came through her classroom to do the bare minimum. Not that she’d been much better at their age, but that only made the question more pertinent. Why was it in human nature to coast?  
 
    She drank her cup of coffee, stopped in and used the employee restrooms, and chatted with a friendly receptionist for a couple minutes before heading back out onto the lot, resigned to two more hours of the mutant sloths doing nothing. But wonder of wonders, as she walked, an SUV parked at the students’ tent. And like hell itself was undergoing a blizzard, with a great big smile, Jason walked out, shook the driver’s hand, and within a minute, exchanged tickets for cash. 
 
    There was only one reason why that made sense, and Anna understood immediately. “Oh no, Lucy,” she said, trying to fight down a grin. “What did you do now?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Before the last bell of the day finished ringing, Anna rushed for her door, practically pushing kids out in her haste to get them out of her classroom. “Uh huh, good job today, great work, you’re all getting gold stars, goodbye, goodbye, goodbye.” 
 
    Once the last of them was gone she rushed for Lucy’s English classroom. The blonde teacher stood just outside, talking to a pair of students. She saw Anna coming and smiled. God, she really was beautiful, Anna thought. She flashed back to the first time they ever slept together, a wild night during last school year’s fall break. They met up for some shopping and dinner, and back at Anna’s place, they shared a couple bottles of wine. With Anna’s electric fireplace lulling them in, they turned to each other and kissed. Anna led Lucy up to her bedroom, and they made love late into the morning hours, both of them giving and taking with delirious pleasure.  
 
    Not long after that, Anna started to feel some guilt because she knew how close Lucy and Candace were. They sat down to talk about it, and again, wound up in bed together, but not before Lucy laughed off her fears and told her she loved all the members of the Boob Crew. Over the next year and a half, Anna came to realize so did she – and everyone else in the group felt the same way. It wasn’t the kind of love that made her want to go out and buy matching rings, but the women’s bond was just as real and it kept her heart full, even when her relationship with Bull began to crack. 
 
    Lucy finished with her students and guided Anna inside her classroom. “Ready for this?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s my first time doing anything funny with a student,” Anna said. “So… no, not really.” At Lucy’s concerned expression she added, “But I’m going through with it. You got them to actually do something and that’s nearly a miracle. I’m in.” 
 
    “We’re going to short circuit their little minds,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Yeah, we are,” Anna said. 
 
    The guys knocked a few minutes later, on time for a change. Lucy pushed off her desk and let them in. Jason and Ken both had dopey grins on their faces, and Ken was already sprouting a hardon. Lucy shut the door after them and the two guys stared at both women in their skirts and tops. Anna and Lucy’s outfits were fairly conservative that day, both long-sleeved, Lucy’s slightly plunging but not particularly daring. Underneath though, that was a different matter. 
 
    “IDs first,” Anna said, and held out her hand. The guys knew to expect this, and dug out their wallets to show her their driver’s licenses. Both were well over eighteen. 
 
    “Can we take pictures?” Jason asked as they put their wallets away. 
 
    “No,” Anna said at the same time as Lucy’s, “Absolutely not.” 
 
    Jason looked like he might say something but Ken elbowed him, hard. Lucy and Anna looked at each other. Lucy giggled, and Anna grinned. Their eyes drifted back towards the guys, and as one, they lifted their tops up and over their big breasts. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Ken whispered. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Jason said. 
 
    Both teachers were wearing matching red lace teddies that clung to their big tits. Their nipples were clearly visible through the fabric. Anna simply dropped the cups of hers, showing off her breasts immediately, but Lucy twirled away from the young men, looking over her shoulder at them and teasing the cups down before twirling back, hands over her breasts and massaging them gently. 
 
    “Countdown is on in three… two… one…” Lucy said breathily, then dropped her hands. 
 
     “Ohhhhhhhhh, man,” Jason said under his breath. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Ken repeated, his hand sliding into his shorts. 
 
    Anna didn’t mind him stroking his cock so long as it was discreet, but she wasn’t expecting him to drop his shorts and show off his surprisingly fat dick. Jason followed in his friend’s footsteps, dropping his shorts and stroking his own thick cock. Anna and Lucy both watched, transfixed, but then Lucy purred, “Time.” 
 
    “No no no, just a minute more,” Ken pleaded. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m gonna come in… like… no time,” Jason said. 
 
    “Just what every woman wants to hear,” Anna said. “Hands off, boys. Go take care of your problems somewhere else.” 
 
    They groaned as the two women dressed, but soon shuffled out. At the door, though, Jason turned and said, “What do we get if we do good with the car wash next weekend?” 
 
    “Oh no,” Anna said, or started to anyways before Lucy cut her off. 
 
    “If you put in your community hours without slacking off or trying to get around it in any way, and if you wash thirty cars each, I’ll show you my boobs again and you can jack off to them,” Lucy said. 
 
    Anna nearly choked. “Lucy!” 
 
    “Ms. Marie too?” Jason asked. 
 
    “I… I…” Anna said. 
 
    “No. Just me,” Lucy said. 
 
    Anna gaped at her, then Jason. “No, I… I’m in it too. But if you two little shits tell anyone about this, we’ll deny it ever happened and you’ll be expelled. “ 
 
    Jason didn’t seem to care about that. He was thinking, then said cagily, “Okay. But we get to jerk off and finish on your boobs.” 
 
    Anna rubbed her forehead, but finally looked at Lucy and nodded. “Deal,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Ken!” Jason shouted after his best friend, and the door swung shut behind him. Lucy laughed, and Anna shook her head. 
 
    “What did we just sign ourselves up for the rest of the year?” she asked. 
 
    Lucy came to her and cupped her cheek and jaw, stroking them with her delicate fingers. “A bit of fun,” she said. “No one in school would believe those two if they talked about it, and they will. You’ve been so stressed lately, I don’t want to put any pressure on you. I’m serious when I say I’ll take a hit for the-” 
 
    But Anna was already moving in to kiss her friend. It was not a chaste kiss, but a warm one, full of her appreciation for the other woman and the crazy antics Lucy got them all into the last couple years. Because Lucy was right – Anna had been stressed lately, thinking about what ifs and a lot of things she couldn’t change. It was time to let her hair down and be wild. It was time to give someone else the reins for a little while. Lucy was just the right person for that. 
 
    Anna’s fingers slid under the hem of Lucy’s top, and she slipped it upwards as the blonde teacher grinned. Somewhere down the hallway, someone started up some R&B, the song reverberating through the school as some of the band and choir kids sang along. Kids being kids, and something that might have drawn both teachers to call and turn it down, but now it provided the perfect backdrop for what they both wanted in that moment. 
 
    Lucy’s shirt dropped to the floor and she walked backwards to the door, singing along to the lyrics too, so beautiful, so intensely desirable. Anna hurried out of her own top as Lucy locked the door, and by the time she drew down the blinds on the windows, Anna was down to her teddy, singing along too. She sat up on Lucy’s desk as the other woman came to her, working her skirt off. They wrapped their arms around each other’s necks and kissed, warmth shooting through both of them. The air between them seemed to thicken, and Anna felt like they were moving in slow motion, the way both their hands flitted gently and slowly against each other.  
 
    “These last months of school are going to be wild,” Anna said, her voice breathy and dark. 
 
    Lucy smiled wide and pressed a hand to Anna’s shoulder. She pushed the other woman down on the surface of the desk as she knelt, singing another line before pulling the teddy up and over Anna’s slick and ready cunt. 
 
    Some days, Anna didn’t know if Lucy was the devil of the group or its angel, but as the English teacher teased her with her practiced tongue, she knew which Lucy was playing that day. 
 
    Lucy didn’t use her hands at first except to stroke Anna’s thighs and legs. Her tongue did the work for her, slipping just inside Anna’s folds from the stem to her clit. This she didn’t quite lick yet, but came so close that it set off tingles throughout the little bundle of nerves.  
 
    “Lucy…” Anna moaned. Her hands were all over her body, swirling over skin and fabric. Her neck was a particularly delicious pleasure center and she spent a lot of time there, stroking the skin with a long nail, her eyelids wanting to slip shut. Her other hand moved across her stomach, her breasts, then down lower. Lucy caught it and squeezed. 
 
    Her lips right next to Anna’s clit, Lucy whispered, “Imagine what we’re going to do to them, Anna.” Her tongue finally flicked against Anna’s button, sending ripples of pleasure through her. If Lucy kept this up she’d come in minutes. “Imagine those fat cocks of theirs in their hands, looking at us showing off our tits again for them. Mmm. Imagine how they’ll look, staring at us, jerking off. Imagine how wet that’s going to make you.” 
 
    “So wet,” Anna agreed fervently, her eyes closing, her hips rising to meet Lucy’s tongue as it whipped all around her clit. “P-please… no more teasing…” 
 
    “Do you need it?” Lucy asked. Oh yes. Anna was definitely getting the devilish side of Lucy that day. 
 
    “I need it, please let me come…” 
 
    “You want me to suck this clit? Rub your pussy with my fingers? Maybe slide two of them in?” 
 
    “Yesss, please, Lucy, please make me-” 
 
    Lucy chose that exact moment to suck Anna’s clit into her mouth and lash it hard with her tongue. At the same time, two of her fingers slid inside Anna’s greedy pussy, curling immediately to brush Anna’s spot.  
 
    “Oh, r-right, unnnngh, mm, right th-there… oh, oh, Lucy!” 
 
    The pleasure rolled through her, and Anna’s hand went from her neck to her mouth. She couldn’t quite stifle the wail of pleasure, but it was masked by the music down the hall. Lucy licked and sucked and fingered her until the sensations loosened their grip on Anna and she grabbed Lucy’s face. 
 
    Lucy pushed up and Anna sat up to kiss her wet lips. Most people would have had Anna pegged as a taker in bed, but she was more subservient than she let on, and now she sank to her knees to prove that once again. Staring up at Lucy, she licked her lips and drew up the other woman’s teddy.  
 
    “May I lick your pussy, Ms. Fox?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
    “Mmm, you may, Anna.” 
 
    Anna loved how willing Lucy was to roll with any of the others’ deviancies. She fell into the role of the dominant one of the two effortlessly, but Anna knew from times she’d seen Lucy with any of the others she could play up the submissive side too. 
 
    Lucy’s sweet pink folds beckoned, and Anna dove in. It surprised her how easy her mood shifted, but she had to admit to herself, the idea of two students jacking off onto her tits with Lucy right there getting the same was incredibly hot. She thought of them aiming their cocks at Lucy’s big tits, and her tongue whipped through Lucy’s pussy like it was the world’s tastiest dessert and she only had five seconds to finish it off. Then she thought of their come coating her own tits, and she grabbed the other woman’s ass, pulling her tight and making Lucy laugh. 
 
    “Oh you really want this, don’t you, my little Anna slut?” 
 
    “Yessss!” Anna moaned against Lucy’s pussy. 
 
    “Me too, baby… me… oh God, me too…” 
 
    Lucy’s legs began to tremble and Anna twisted with the other woman, pushing her around until Lucy could sit up on her desk. Anna stared up at her as she ate Lucy out, waggling her tongue back and forth again in a gesture she knew the English teacher loved. Then she would immediately dive down onto Lucy’s clit, sucking and flicking it with fast thrusts of her tongue. No teasing from her, no ma’am, not this time. She wanted Lucy to come and she wanted it now. 
 
    “You imagine it too,” she panted. “Two more students with their dicks in hand, coming all over you…” 
 
    “Yessss,” Lucy gasped. “It’s been too long.” She looked down at Anna and stroked her head. “And you, you’ll be there to slurp it off me, to drink it down l-like a good… like a good… oh fuck… 
 
    “Their good teacher sluts,” Anna said. 
 
    Lucy bucked upward at that, coming so hard and so fast Anna was taken by surprise. If she hadn’t grabbed Lucy around the waist again and held her upright, the other woman would have fallen off the desk onto her knees. Lucy clung to her as the waves of lust ran through her, and when the orgasm finally faded, she laughed and buried her face against Anna’s shoulder. 
 
    “Too much?” Lucy asked. She was always so shy after sex. It was adorable. 
 
    Anna kissed her. “Never.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Most the seniors on the track team were old pros and knew what they needed to focus on. They either hit the weight room hard if they were throwers, or hustled their butts off on the track if they were runners. That year, though, something felt off about the team. Some of them would do very well at their first track meet, especially the younger students, but the team lacked a certain sort of energy. 
 
    Ophelia wasn’t too sure where the seniors would land, but there were two students in particular she kept an eye on. Despite his good times on the track, Jabrail wasn’t quite up to his usual speedy self yet. A simple mile left him with a light sheen of sweat, but he did better and better every day.  
 
    Then there was Tommy, the biggest, slowest senior on the team. It surprised her to see him try out for a sport after what Jabrail put him through in football. That had longer-reaching effects than Tommy quitting the team. He had been the center of some ridicule for months afterwards. 
 
    Them together on a team again could be a powder keg. Ophelia thought she might have to separate the two, but the way Jabrail looked at Tommy when he thought no one else was looking was sort of sad and hesitant. She knew that look. In junior high, Ophelia became something of a bully to a young woman she made fun of simply to make her friends laugh. The girl burst into tears one day after a particularly cruel shot, and Ophelia realized after a long, sickening weekend that she didn’t want to be the person to cause anyone else to cry. She apologized but had never been able to quite make things right, much as she wanted to.  
 
    Jabrail had that kind of regret written all over him. 
 
    The same night Lucy and Anna showed off their boobs to Jason and Ken, Ophelia was in the weight room with the seniors. They didn’t need much guidance, but a few of them were rusty, and she offered a tip or two here and there to optimize their workouts. Unsurprisingly, Jabrail and Tommy were the slowest. Jabrail would have liked to have worked out with more speed and intensity, but anytime she saw him straining she told him to dial it back. 
 
    “Low weights, more reps,” she told him. “You know how it’s done.” 
 
    “I’m all right, Coach,” he said, wiping at his forehead. He was an incredibly handsome young man, with soft black skin and the sort of face that would do well for him if he ever decided to be a politician or an actor. Not stern exactly, but wiser and older than his years. His cut, tall figure was imposing on the football field and now, in just a tank and basketball shorts, she got to see a lot of yummy, firm lines. 
 
    Tommy… Tommy was anything but that. He was massive, inches taller than Jabrail, and Jabrail was tall. He was thick-bodied, veering towards obesity but not quite there yet. With hard practice, he could be an intimidating figure, but as it was, he seemed more like a giant teddy bear than a person. 
 
     As Ophelia watched the seniors work out, she did a series of light exercises herself, focusing on her hips and glutes with some simple lunges and squats. With a zippered hoodie on over her tight tank, she didn’t think anything about it. When only Jabrail and Tommy remained, she went to the sound system, brought up a higher intensity workout mix, and pushed a bench into place for some hip thrusts. She went light on the weights, figuring she’d better lead by example, and sat down beside the bench to roll the weights up and onto her hips. 
 
    Only one problem. No padding for her hips. She unzipped her hoodie and laid it across her lap, not thinking about the view she was giving the two seniors. Her breasts strained against her tank top, her nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. Her shorts weren’t much better, cupping her sex and her ass tightly. The hoodie had been long enough it wasn’t a problem until that point, but now, as she started her thrusts, the two guys could see her pussy outlined against the fabric. 
 
    “Holy crap,” Tommy said under his breath. 
 
    “No kidding,” Jabrail said out of the corner of his mouth. 
 
    They watched, enthralled, as their sexy blonde teacher thrust her hips up lewdly, like she was fucking up at them both. She didn’t pay them much mind but did call out, “Reps, guys. No slacking.” 
 
    They got back to work as she finished up and stood to do some step-ups. In profile, her ass thrusting out, it took the guys all of ten seconds to lose their interest in the weights again. 
 
    Quietly, Jabrail said, “She has to know, right?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Tommy said, his eyes bobbing up and down to the rhythm of Ophelia’s movements. 
 
    She finally realized why it was both guys were so distracted, and started to say something. But when she turned her head, she saw it. Tommy was hard. Massively hard. 
 
    That had to be her imagination. Not his erection, that much was real, but the sheer size of him. His shorts rose like his cock was trying to high-five his stomach. The thing was fucking huge. 
 
    He saw her staring, and looked down. “Oh shit,” he groaned.  
 
    Jabrail looked too and said, “Whoa.” 
 
    Tommy, blushing hard, stammered, “I… I…” 
 
    “Tommy, it’s okay, it’s natural,” Ophelia said. “I… I should have kept on the sweater, I…” 
 
    Words were flailing about in her throat, wanting to be let free, but they were tripped up when his cock bobbed. Her eyes widened. Did he stuff a giraffe down there?  
 
    He turned and grabbed his jacket. While he tied it off around his waist backwards so it covered his dick, Jabrail stood up and said, “Dude, it’s okay, no one’s going to-” 
 
    “We’re not friends and you’re still an asshole!” Tommy shouted at him. 
 
    Jabrail flinched at the words, and Tommy fled. Ophelia walked to the door and called out to him as he jogged down the hallway with more energy than he’d ever showed in practice, but it was no use. He was gone. 
 
    She turned towards Jabrail, who was quickly adjusting his own sizable hardon so it was less noticeable. Any other time that might have turned her on but her mind was on Tommy’s words and the hurt in his eyes. 
 
    “If history repeats itself, he’s going to try to quit,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jabrail said. “I’ll try to talk to him, but he might not want to listen to me.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ll see what I can do. Does he not shower with you guys? I would’ve thought something that big…” Ophelia’s eyes widened, and she said fast, “Oh shit, I should not be talking about… aaagh.” 
 
    Jabrail laughed and stood up. His cock bounced merrily in his shorts and she firmly kept her eyes above board – once she noticed and looked for a second. “It’s all right, Coach. Like you said… it’s natural.” He walked by her, but before he left the weight room, he smacked her ass with a quick clap of his hand. 
 
    “You little…” 
 
    “Now we’re even for you looking,” he said. 
 
    “You looked first!” 
 
    “You showed it off. Later, Coach Harper.” 
 
    When he was gone, Ophelia rubbed her forehead and laughed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Days later, Jabrail took his time in the locker room’s shower. Some of the other runners had already finished for the day and left, leaving just him and the throwers, who always took a bit longer because of the lines to practice discus and shot put. 
 
    He was in no rush, letting the hot water soothe his quivering muscles. So far, no pain, but he wasn’t a hundred percent either. He left the other runners in the dust when it came to sprints but he knew he could do even better. Had to go slow, though. He couldn’t risk a third tear that year. 
 
    After finishing his shower and dressing, he headed out to the parking lot. His legs and thighs felt like jelly after the way Coach Harper ran him that day. Her ass had been on his mind ever since he spanked it, and she flooded his dreams. Had to take the edge off sometime, and he thought he saw an opportunity coming out of the school behind him. 
 
    Samantha Rayne was something else. Short, with a big juicy ass and a slim, sexy frame elsewhere. Strawberry blonde hair fell just below her cheeks, framing her tanned face nicely. She was a senior runner too, long distance instead of sprints. Her times weren’t going to be good enough to win meets, but she’d help put some team points on the board.  
 
    She saw him and grinned. Samantha looked the good girl type, a sort of innocent sweetness to her round face, but when she grinned like that, it made her look like she was down for a lot of things. She had a pretty steady boyfriend up until December or so of that year and had been single since. 
 
    “What’s up, Samantha?” he called as she veered towards him instead of her Chevy Bolt. 
 
    “Hey! Did I miss you in the shower? Damn,” she said. 
 
    “I might have missed a spot or two. Want to go back and help me find them?” 
 
    She laughed and came to him. “How’s the leg holding up?” 
 
    “Ah, not bad. Taking a little while to get back up to speed but I knew it would.” 
 
    “You’re killing it out there.” 
 
    “Thanks. You’re looking good out there too.” 
 
    “You mean my times, or my ass?” she asked, turning and resting a hand on her butt. 
 
    “Both. Those shorts don’t fit right. Take ‘em off.” 
 
    She laughed and smacked his gut. “You gonna keep a girl company on that long, lonely bus ride?” 
 
    “You know it.” 
 
    “Good.” She looked back towards the school, the breeze blowing a few strands of her strawberry blonde hair out of place. When she looked back at him, she said, “Gonna be an interesting year. The team’s… not quite there yet.” 
 
    “We’ll get it together. You’re going to pull us all to state,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “Please. You and I both know I’m shooting for third or fourth. It’s going to be you and the jumpers.” 
 
    “Aw, hey…” 
 
    “You know it’s true. Anyway. I gotta run. Save me that seat Saturday, stud.” 
 
    Jabrail watched her jog away, staring at that ass until she got into her car. She honked as she pulled out, and he grinned as he got in his own car. Samantha Rayne. Not a bad pull at all. 
 
    His drive home was mellow. Lately he’d taken to seventies soul music, loving the vibe of it. It pumped through his sound system and he sang along, trying to ignore the faint twitching in his leg. Just muscles coming down from a hard workout, he told himself. Shit he felt a thousand times coming out of practice, a game, or a track meet. 
 
    He almost believed himself. 
 
    His parents weren’t home yet, and that depressed him. Jabrail stood inside the living room, staring all around at a home that felt more and more foreign to him. Not that his parents and siblings didn’t love him or anything, but the clock was ticking on his time here. Had to get away. Had to make something of himself so they didn’t have to worry and work hours like this. 
 
    Jabrail’s mom Lexa Rae – and it was always pronounced like that, both her first and middle names – worked an eight to five tech support job, and over the last four months or so, picked up another two or three hours a day tending bar. Jabrail’s father Coby managed a downtown deli five days a week and delivered food for other restaurants around town as a side gig. The owner of the deli was pissed about that, accusing Coby of working against him. Coby shrugged and told the owner to fire him then, and good luck finding a new manager as competent as him. The owner sputtered some but realized Coby was right. 
 
    Jabrail dropped his gym clothes into a hamper next to the washer and dryer, and wandered through the house, feeling lonely. His sisters Adyline and Caitlyn were no doubt still at their aunt’s just down the street. That was where they hung out most every night until his mom or dad came home, since they were best friends with a cousin their age, and their aunt had better snacks. He thought about walking down the block to drop in too, but his sisters were at that age where they thought their big brother was more of a nuisance than a friend, so he mostly left them be. 
 
    Instead, Jabrail took their big, sleepy ancient Lab to do its business and sat out there with Griz, petting him and throwing around a ball that went mostly ignored after the first few tosses. He wished the landlord would give his parents the okay to rip out the ugly overgrown bushes against the back fence, but if his parents even so much as trimmed them, the dipshit got upset. 
 
    He yawned and leaned back, closing his eyes and thinking about Samantha and Coach Harper, mind drifting between one or the other until he started fantasizing about the two of them together, making out while he took them. He was a handsome guy and had a string of girlfriends dating back to junior high, but he’d never been in a threesome before. Wouldn’t mind trying that out, no sir, especially with his eighteen-or-nineteen-year-old friend and his blazing hot coach. 
 
    Just as he was starting to fantasize about Ms. Harper lubing up her fingers and spreading Samantha’s cheeks for him, he heard an engine. Griz did not, and continued sleeping happily away. 
 
    “You’re a killer, buddy,” Jabrail said. The dog didn’t need to acknowledge that. It knew it was a ferocious beast. His mom came through the house, calling his name. “Out back,” he called, and she headed that way. 
 
    Jabrail’s father was a handsome man and his mom a knockout. She did some teenage modeling once upon a time, and despite now carrying thirty or so extra pounds, still had a face that sparkled. But it wasn’t sparkling that day. She looked exhausted, and for the millionth time since his injury, Jabrail felt a stab of enormous guilt. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” she said, laying a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “You look tired,” he said. 
 
    She wrinkled her nose and eyed him. “You saying I’m ugly?” 
 
    He laughed and stood up to give her a one-armed hug. “Never, Mama.” 
 
    She hugged him back and said, “This asshole came into the bar tonight and ordered a diet soda and rum. So that’s what I give him, diet soda and rum. He tells me, no, that’s regular soda and rum, and I got it wrong. Then my manager comes by, tells him sorry for the trouble, and cusses me out right there. I swear, if the tips weren’t so good…” 
 
    “Shiiiit,” Jabrail said. “Want me to track this guy down and break his toes?” 
 
    “Not all of ‘em. Just two or three.” She laughed and hugged him tighter. “How was school?” 
 
    “Eh, it was school.” 
 
    “And managing the track team?” 
 
    Jabrail didn’t miss a beat, though the lie twisted in him hard. Sure, he lied to his parents before about stealing a beer or smoking weed with his friend Mark, but he never lied like this. Not a big lie. 
 
    “It’s going. I think the runners and the jumpers will do okay. Not so sure about the throwers. The younger kids might do better than the seniors.” 
 
    “Mm. They’ll get it together.” 
 
    “I hope so.” He let her go. “What can I do to help?” 
 
    She eyed him. “You all right?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m good. Just don’t like seeing you and Dad so tired, that’s all.” 
 
    “That’s sweet, but it’s all right. Just a long one today. We’re having burgers, so how about cutting up some lettuce and onion?” 
 
    “You got it,” Jabrail said, and slowly, the twisting in his gut let loose its hold. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That Friday, the Boob Crew met up at a favorite bar, all of them dressed to kill but none of them paying any attention to the guys who tried to get their attention. Well, there was one pretty yummy firefighter at the bar who Lucy hit it off with, but that was the exception. 
 
    “Babe, if that skirt was any shorter, it’d just be a strip of elastic,” Charity said as Candace approached the table. She was the last to arrive, and the one most dressed for sin, with a playful pleated skirt and a white top tied off above her belly, rocking a sort of naughty student look. She’d been working hard on her abs and core and loved showing them off. 
 
    “I wore it for my seniors this afternoon,” she said, twirling and showing off a hint of her divine MILF butt. “They definitely approved.” 
 
    “Who were the lucky ones this week?” Anna asked. 
 
    Candace sat down with her Long Island and gave Lucy’s bare shoulder a kiss. Quieter than her approach, she said, “Lincoln and Dave.” 
 
    Charity closed her eyes and moaned. When she opened them again, they sparkled. “They are yum-my.” 
 
    “Mm, and that’s exactly how I had them, too. No one scored high enough on the tests for sex, so they only got blowjobs.” 
 
    “Only,” Ophelia repeated, and Candace grinned. 
 
    A timer went off, and Charity said pleasantly, “Excuse me.” She dug out her phone from her slim purse and turned off the timer. She tapped away on it while the others talked and rested the phone on the table. It was the second time she’d done that since she arrived, and Lucy looked at her curiously but didn’t ask. 
 
    “Track meet tomorrow,” Anna said to Ophelia. “Are you excited?” 
 
    “Eh. Long bus ride and I don’t know how good the kids will do. The sophomores and juniors look good, but apart from Jabrail Pullman, the seniors don’t have much in the tank.” 
 
    “Is he running this year?” Lucy asked. “I thought that football injury was pretty bad.” 
 
    “The doc says he’s a go,” Ophelia said. “I’m keeping him to light exercises and I won’t let him run a mile for a few meets. I’m not thrilled about him competing in sprints either but he’s doing well at practice so I suppose he can compete.” 
 
    “I’m jealous of you getting to take the new senior bus,” Charity said. “I’ve never had a chance to ride on that.” 
 
    “Me either,” Lucy said. 
 
    “You will, at least for a few minutes,” Anna said. “We’ll take it to the airport when we fly out to D.C.” 
 
    “Even better, thanks to Charity, we’ve got Lindsey Donovan as a driver for every meet,” Ophelia said. “So if I decide, say, I want to drag Jabrail onto the bus and give him some one-on-one coaching, she’ll look the other way.” She raised her glass to Charity and they clinked. 
 
    “She’s the best,” Anna agreed. Lindsey was about as far from the slovenly ex-trucker archetype of a bus driver as you could get, tall and wispy, with a face that made a person think of Shakespearean romances, ethereal in its beauty. She was also a lesbian and as amoral as the Boob Crew. For the price of an occasional picture of their boobs and butts, Lindsey gave them free rein to carry out their antics if they were on the road. 
 
    “Do you really think you’ll hook up with Jabrail at some point?” Lucy asked. 
 
    Ophelia finished off a long swig of beer and thought about that. “Yeah. Probably. He’s definitely my type and I know he’s pretty hung. And the girls all seem to like him and have never said he’s an asshole, so… yeah.” 
 
    “Wait,” Anna said. “How do you know he’s hung?” 
 
    “Oh, funny story. And you’re not going to believe this about Tommy Mokry, but…” 
 
    Ophelia told them about the day in the weight room when she forgot herself and more or less put on a dry-humping exhibition for the pair of eighteen-year-olds. That got a good laugh out of the crew, except for Candace, who looked, as always when one of them shared a sexy story, like she’d just been delivered a juicy ribeye. 
 
    “Big Tommy now means something else,” Charity said. 
 
    “Right?” Ophelia asked. “He’s not a looker, but I had a couple sex dreams about him after that. They were not the worst.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re totally going to do it with him too, aren’t you?” Charity asked. 
 
    “I don’t know yet,” Ophelia admitted. “I’m definitely curious.” 
 
    “Jabrail would be a good one to bust your student cherry,” Candace said, a dreamy expression to her now. “But Tommy would definitely make for a story.” 
 
    “Um. About that,” Ophelia said. “I… uh.” 
 
    Everyone gaped at her. “No,” Charity gasped. “Who?” 
 
    Ophelia dropped her head to the table and said something none of them understood – or maybe they didn’t want to. When she looked back up, she muttered quickly, “asonnnnnigs.” 
 
    “Who?” Candace asked. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Lucy said, and clapped a hand over her mouth as she laughed. 
 
    “Did you say Jason Jennings?” Anna asked. Ophelia nodded, and the whole group looked on, mystified, as Lucy and Anna began to howl. 
 
    “He’s kinda cute,” Charity said. Her tone was baffled and touched with defensiveness for Ophelia’s sake. Never had Lucy of all people made fun of someone’s appearance or one of the other women for hooking up with an odd-looking student. Lucy herself took one of the first steps among the teachers – technically Charity was the first one of the group to sleep with eighteen-year-old students before the Boob Crew was a thing – by sleeping with Ned Mussett, who was far less handsome than Jason Jennings. 
 
    “No no no, it’s not… it’s not…” Anna said, and had to stop to laugh even harder for a moment. 
 
    “We have him… in the Errant Pages, and he and Ken…” 
 
    Ophelia finally got it, and gasped, “No! You two too?” 
 
    Anna was still fighting fits of snickering but Lucy started to regain some sense of control. She reached for the napkins and dabbed at her eyes. “No, no, nothing major yet. But he and Ken were so lazy…” 
 
    It was their turn to explain their antics. They told the others about the raffle and how Lucy got them off their asses. By that point, Candace was visibly squirming in her chair. 
 
    “Baby, do you need someone to get you off tonight?” Charity asked. 
 
    “I got off twice during class,” Candace grumbled. “I shouldn’t, but yeah, I kinda do.” 
 
    Charity patted her hand. “I got you. Pedro can stay at his place tonight.” They leaned in and kissed. 
 
    Ophelia said to Anna and Lucy, “You’ve got the car wash tomorrow and Sunday, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anna said. “If it rains, we’re out of luck, and it might.” 
 
    “We’ll figure something out,” Lucy said. 
 
    “With you helping, I have no doubt,” Anna said. 
 
    Charity’s timer went off again, and she picked up her phone. 
 
    “All right,” Lucy said, “I have to ask. What are you doing?” 
 
    “Oh!” Charity said. “Turn and wave at Pedro.” Everyone did, confused. He was sitting across the bar, their DD if they needed it, and they would. Beads of sweat ran down the principal’s thick face as he squirmed on his stool. He dropped a ton of weight over the last year and change since Charity – sometimes literally – put him on a leash. The weight loss hadn’t made him any handsomer, but he at least shaved off his stupid mustache and dressed less slovenly, even if Charity sometimes got off on him acting like a chauvinist pig with her from time to time. Their relationship was, to everyone on the outside, very odd. 
 
    When they waved, he hopped off his stool and ran for them. “That was my signal it was okay to acknowledge us,” Charity said. 
 
    “I will never understand the two of you,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s pretty great,” Charity said. 
 
    “Charity, baby,” Pedro said, then jerked straight as a board when she jabbed at a button on her phone. 
 
    “Nope, try again,” she said pleasantly. “This time without the ‘baby.’” 
 
    “Charity… Mistress Charity, please, the setting, please, I need… I need…” 
 
    “I don’t care what you need,” Charity said. To the others, even as a waitress approached, she said, “He’s got a new toy inside him. It’s a lot of fun. I can turn it on or off and change the speed and vibrations with an app. It’s like a vibrator but for bad boys, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Very bad,” he agreed, “I should have never looked at that woman on the street, I’m sorry, I’m sorry Mistress Charity.” 
 
    “You may go out to the car and handle yourself,” Charity said. “Unless there are people around. Don’t make it weird.” 
 
    “Already there,” Ophelia said as Pedro bolted for the door. 
 
    Their waitress grinned at all of them. “Well, I like this group. Fresh drinks?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Usually, the first track meet of the season had a roaring reception from the seniors but there was something hanging over the group that morning. Bless her heart, team captain Petra Lyman tried to rally their spirits along with the younger classes boarding the uglier lower classmen bus, but no one was biting and soon she trailed off. Maybe it was the excruciatingly early morning, maybe it was the two-hour drive ahead of them, or maybe it was just time to admit this wasn’t going to be the most boisterous of track teams to come through Honeypot.  
 
    “All right, guys, you know the drill,” Ophelia said. “If I say hands, you show ‘em. Otherwise the Honey Badger Boosters were kind enough to provide drinks and protein bars, so if anyone’s hungry or thirsty, come up and grab something. We’ll pass around a card on the way back to thank them.” 
 
    Most the seniors ignored her as they shuffled towards seats in the back. Ostensibly, there were rules about girls not sitting with guys but Ophelia gave zero shits about being their sexual babysitters. If they wanted to play grab-ass on the bus or get up to something, so long as it was consensual, she didn’t care. She did one last head count and dropped her bag onto her seat behind Lindsey, their driver. 
 
    “Quiet bunch this year,” Lindsey said, and Ophelia grunted her agreement. “They’re all over eighteen?” 
 
    “Yes,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Good. Because Samantha’s already back there kissing Jabrail.” 
 
    Ophelia laughed softly. “Fast work.” 
 
    The senior bus followed the younger squad in the dark early morning. Ophelia wanted to take a nap but she usually couldn’t sleep on a trip like this, especially not the first meet of every season. Instead, she sipped a latte and caught up on the news on her phone, occasionally twisting so she could look into the back of the bus. Almost everyone else was sleeping or trying. Jabrail and Samantha pretended to, Jabrail with his head against the window, Samantha resting back against the seat and slumped just so. Ophelia watched long enough to catch Jabrail crack one eye open and peek up at her. She twiddled her fingers at him and he grinned. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jabrail and Samantha sat at the head of their classmates, with two rows of empty seats between them and Coach Harper. Samantha kissed him quick before Coach gave her speech about calling out “hands,” and murmured into his ear, “Ready for some fun?” 
 
    Into hers, he murmured, “Yeah, but I don’t want to lead you on.” 
 
    She grinned. “Good. Me either. This is just some fun before we graduate.” 
 
    Jabrail was down for that. Once the bus got rolling, he held a finger to his lips and leaned his head against the window, pretending to settle in and go to sleep. She got the idea and nestled back, pulling a throw up and over her lap – and his hand.  
 
    Jabrail went to work immediately. No telling when the other students might wake up. Most were already asleep, used to the necessity of early mornings of sports travel. Honeypot wasn’t really close to any of its competitors so someone was always on the road. Tommy was the only other one awake. He kept shuffling around in his seat, trying to get comfortable. Jabrail wanted to tell him to take off his coat and use that for a blanket, but he didn’t think the other senior would listen to him. 
 
    Instead, he focused on Samantha, sliding his hand into the waistband of her gray sweatpants. She lifted her butt up just far enough to scoot them down. No panties. Doubtless she’d change into shorts closer to the meet.  
 
    His fingers slid across Samantha’s smooth mound. Her hips spread for him, her knee bumping into his. He brushed her delicate lips and her breath caught for a moment. Jabrail peeked through one slitted eye. Up towards the front of the bus, Coach Harper looked at her phone, and he closed the eye again.  
 
    Samantha tried not to move, but that was impossible when he started teasing her pussy with firmer brushes. Her pussy lips might have been small but her clit made a nice big inviting target. Samantha’s mouth opened as he brushed her big button, and her hand moved to his lap and his hardening dick. Her breath caught again, and so faintly under her breath he almost didn’t hear it, Samantha said, “Jesus, Jabrail.” 
 
    He thought about Tommy’s huge tent in his shorts in the weight room that one day and grinned. If only the whole school knew what the soft-spoken big man was packing, he’d never hurt for a girlfriend again. 
 
    Her hand slipped into his shorts and she traced the whole length of him with a fingertip or two. Her pussy was starting to get wet but he wanted to tease her a minute more before he fingerfucked her. 
 
    Jabrail cracked open an eye again and this time, Coach Harper was watching. Shiiit. She waved with her fingers, and Jabrail couldn’t help a grin. Did she know what they were doing? If she did, she didn’t call attention to it. She didn’t look away, either. Instead, she twisted in her seat so she was sitting against the window, one leg dangling out into the aisle. Her eyes never shifted away from him, not even when Penelope in the seat at the rear of the bus coughed and mumbled something before settling back into sleep. 
 
    She does know, he thought. 
 
    Still, with Samantha now stroking his precoma around his tip, he didn’t want to stop. The worst that would happen, he was sure, was the pair of them being separated. But Coach Harper didn’t even do that. She simply watched. 
 
    Did she want to see this? Want to watch – albeit with a blocked view – while her two students were obviously horsing around? Yes, he thought. She did. 
 
    Now that was interesting. 
 
    His fingers slid into Samantha but she was no longer the center of his attention. In his mind, it was Coach Harper he was fingering, her tight athletic thighs pressed against his hand, his teacher whimpering his name. When Samantha let go of his cock and rummaged in her duffel bag for lotion, Jabrail held Coach Harper’s gaze. He put his free hand on the back of the chair in front of him and curled a finger at the coach. She grinned but didn’t move.  
 
    Damn. Another time, then. 
 
    Samantha’s hand returned to his cock. Her wetness coated his thick, calloused fingers and her breath came quicker and quicker, especially when he stopped to play with her clit. Good as her handjob was, it was Coach Harper’s hungry, dark look that was going to get him off the fastest, and he had to fight to keep control. He wanted to walk up there and lay her out across the seat, to fuck her raw, to come all over those big teacher tits. Would she let him? Probably not, but he didn’t think it was his imagination that she was rocking up there, and probably playing with herself. Pretty daring, being that close to the bus driver and all, but he didn’t give a shit about consequences. He wanted her to enjoy this. Sooner or later, Coach Harper was going to beg him for it and he was going to give it to her, he promised himself. 
 
    Samantha’s head dipped against his shoulder and she started to buck up and down in her seat, not so hard anyone would notice if they weren’t watching, but Coach did. She mouthed, “Fuck,” as Samantha’s free hand shot for the seat in front of her, gripping it as her hips slapped against his hand. She came with gritted teeth, her breath escaping through her nose, and Jabrail was right there too. He brought tissues for this, and yanked one out to press it to his tip. She jacked him right into it, and he came so hard he felt lightheaded. His eyes closed only for a moment, and then Samantha was there, kissing his neck and grinning against him. He turned to kiss her too, and pulled his fingers free of her. 
 
    Once Samantha was “asleep” again, Jabrail stood up, his big cock still on display, and Coach Harper’s eyes widened. The bus jerked a hair too, not enough they were in any danger, but enough to let him know the driver saw. He pulled up his shorts and walked up the aisle. The drinks were on the seat across from Coach Harper. He said softly, “Just getting some water. Want something to eat?” 
 
    He held out his wet fingers, meaning only to tease her with them. But Coach Harper slid to the aisle, took his fingers, and sucked them down. 
 
    Holy. Fuck. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Samantha and Jabrail made more plans to fool around on the trip back, but the opportunity never presented itself and the mood in the air was foul. No one did well that track meet except him and some of the juniors. He took first in two of his sprints and second and third in the last two of the day. By then, his muscles were sore as hell and he hoped he covered his limp off the field. 
 
    But his muscles were a secondary thought to him. The timing of the day’s events allowed him to watch some of the discus and shot put throws, so that’s what he did, a bottle of sports drink in hand. The girls did well and he had no doubt they would get even better as the year went on, especially Leticia, an ex-girlfriend who threw a shot put like she was firing a cannon. She only missed out on placing higher because she tripped coming off her spin, a mistake that could happen to anyone. 
 
    He ran another event and came back in time to watch Tommy heave a shot put about twenty-five feet. Not the best throw, and instead of a spin, he simply lined his feet up at the edge of the circle and hurled the shot put as far as he could. 
 
    If his form was better, he could be a monster out there, especially if he hit the weights hard. When he lined up for his second throw, Jabrail called out, “You got this, Tommy. Kick ass, man.” 
 
    Tommy looked in his direction, and this time, he barely tried. The shot dropped nine feet behind his first effort, and Jabrail, stung, backed away. 
 
    He thought about that a lot on the way home. Everyone got an ass chewing from Coach Harper, and no one was in a good mood. The long bus ride was made even longer by the silence, and when Jabrail moved beside Samantha, she rubbed her head and muttered, “Sorry. We’ll get together another time.” 
 
    He didn’t press the issue. 
 
    Back home in Honeypot, as everyone shuffled off the bus, Coach Harper called to him, “Jabrail. Stay a minute.” 
 
    He did, standing in the parking lot and saying goodbye to his closest friends on the team when they shuffled off to their cars. Finally it was just them and the bus driver. 
 
    Coach Harper said, “Tell me what went wrong today.” 
 
    “With me? Had to take it easy those last couple races.” 
 
    “No, you did great. The team. What happened with them?” 
 
    He thought. “The jumpers are great. They’re right where they should be. The other runners need to stick to a better diet plan. I know Joe and Max are solid but they were loading up on junk food all this week. Other than that, I think we’ll do better there with more practice. The throwers, especially the guys… they gotta work on their forms. I mean, hard.” 
 
    “You threw in junior high and your freshman year, right?” 
 
    “Yeah. I wasn’t as fast then.” 
 
    “Good. Rather than going home when you’re done running, I want you out there helping with them.” 
 
    “Ms. Harper, I do that, and Tommy might quit.” 
 
    “Then you’ll have to figure out a way to get him to stay and listen to you.” 
 
    “I’m not a coach.” 
 
    “But you’re a leader. And that’s what this team needs more than anything. Someone to get their spirits up, someone to kick their ass when they need it, and most importantly, someone on that field they can respect.” 
 
    “They respect you and the other coaches.” 
 
    She dug out her keys. “You know what I mean. Congratulations. You just became a team captain. They win, you get the credit. They lose, I’m blaming you.” 
 
    “That’s… what?” 
 
    But Coach Harper was already turning away, grinning. “Good luck!” 
 
    He called after her, “You owe me for the show earlier.” 
 
    She turned, still walking backwards, and unzipped her hoodie. As though she’d expected him to ask, she lifted up her tee and her sports bra in the same motion, baring her big tits to him for the briefest of seconds. 
 
    “Holy…” Jabrail said. She laughed, and dropped everything back into place as she turned around. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    “Well, this sucks,” Lucy said. For her to be gloomy was nearly unprecedented, but they all stared out at the seemingly never-ending drizzle and grumbled their agreement. 
 
    Along with Lucy and Anna, Bullard and four students were all there. Ken and Jason actually showed up on time, and cleaned up – some. They at least wore khaki shorts instead of their usual basketball ones, and their shirts were… well, clean. Anna still wanted to run a damn razor over Jason’s face and get rid of those stupid mutton chops. Or maybe not. She had a vivid dream a few nights prior. She was on her back on her bed at home, nude, with Jason between her legs, eating her pussy. When he looked up at her, his face was wet with her juices. The sight of him like that, she sure didn’t mind when she woke and fingered herself to an intense orgasm, fantasizing about gripping that ridiculous facial hair and pulling him back to her cunt again. 
 
    The mind was weird. 
 
    Along with Jason and Ken were two of the bustiest girls in the senior class, Rebecca Short and Molly Hurstfield. They were dressed like this was a social media photo shoot instead of a car wash, in tiny denim cutoff shorts that showed off the barest hint of their asscheeks. Rebecca, a tall blonde that reminded Anna of country girls and backroads, wore a white top tied off just under her bikini top, while Molly, a shorter, curvier brunette, had on a staggeringly short long-sleeved crop top that showed off her underboob any time she raised her arms above her head. The dear, sweet, dumber-than-a-post girl did plenty of that, drawing every eye there each time.  
 
    Anna hated the word “ditz.” She hated the word “bimbo” even more, but that was exactly what Molly and Rebecca were. That left them evenly paired with Ken and Jason, who defined himbos. Much like Ken and Jason, both girls would coast to graduation on a parade of Cs that probably should have been Fs, but they didn’t much care. Privately, Anna wasn’t sure they could think much further than the end of the day, let alone graduation and careers. 
 
    It was kind of cute the way Bull looked anywhere but the two young women. Any time one of them flaunted their curves, his eyes bounced away from them like squash balls. Lucy too, for that matter. Though she wore a blouse over her tank, and now a jacket, that tank was well fitted to the English teacher’s breasts, and showed off a considerable amount of her taut stomach. 
 
    Anna was dressed more for the weather than the other women, in long, flowing slacks and a smart, chaste sweater and tee shirt. Sure, she had some short shorts and a sports bra in the back of her car in case the weather let up, and maybe she thought a couple times about slipping on the shorts to get a reaction out of Bull and the male students, but her shorts were at least, mm, a quarter- or half-inch longer than the girls’ denims. Maybe that wasn’t a lot longer, and maybe her ass was a bit bigger than the girls and the material would have stretched tighter, but she wasn’t wearing them now, was she? 
 
    The drive-through garage belonged to an automotive repair shop, a holdover from another time when pinup calendars on the wall had pictures of half-nude women. Despite the lecherous guys inside, Anna had a good working relationship with them and this was usually a fun fundraiser for the Errant Pages. But with the exception of some fellow teachers, the students’ relatives, and a handful of regulars, no one came through for a car wash. Why would they? The rain had been steady since six that morning, and every car gleamed like it was brand new out there. 
 
    “Well, hell,” Anna said. “I think we should call it.” 
 
    The guys looked happy about that until the implication hit Jason. “Wait,” he said. “Does this mean we don’t get paid for the day?” 
 
    “Unfortunately, yeah,” Anna said. “I’m trying to think of some way we can salvage this, but I’m drawing a blank.” 
 
    “I got nothing either,” Bull said. Regardless of if they had customers or not, he would need to leave in an hour. Anna couldn’t decide if that was a relief or not. He gave her a lot of lingering looks that morning that reminded her of soap operas. It was kind of cute, but it also stretched her heart in ways she thought she got over months ago. “I have some contacts with the city. Maybe we can do some yard work for them. They’d donate a lot for that, I think.” 
 
    “Yard work?” Ken groaned. 
 
    “Like mowing lawns?” Rebecca asked, her disdain clear both in her voice and her frown. 
 
    “It’s an idea,” Bull said. 
 
    Lucy turned back towards them. “Let’s give it an hour. We planned on eating together anyways, so Anna, why don’t you and Bull go grab the food?” 
 
    “Uh. Sure, I guess,” Bull said. “Anna?” 
 
    Anna stared at Lucy. The other woman’s glum expression was gone, and in its place was a devious look that said Lucy might break out cackling at any moment. Anna thought about asking her what she had planned, then realized it was probably best not to. Lucy was a genius, but a mad one and sometimes it was just best to let her do her thing. 
 
    “All right, sure,” Anna said. “What does everyone want to eat?” 
 
    They talked about that some, and called in the food from a nearby casual restaurant. Bull and Anna headed for his car, and when they slid in, he said, “I’ve wanted to get you alone for a few.” 
 
    Anna froze, seatbelt in hand, trying not to think of their last time together, when she rode him with gentle rocking motions of her hips, her breasts against his broad chest, her lips meshing with his over and over and over again as he drove her to three long orgasms, the kind that made her want to say yes to his plea to take their relationship public. Instead, that was the night she broke it off, fleeing his house in the dark. 
 
    “Bull…” 
 
    “I miss you.” 
 
    Anna missed him too. She missed him so goddamn much. But she couldn’t say that, because back there in the garage were two guys she also was growing more and more interested in fucking. And those girls too, if she had half a chance. And Lucy. And the Boob Crew. Of course, Bull did know she hooked up with them, to his pleasure. But not about her urges towards the students, and not about the senator and the porno they shot together. 
 
    He drew a breath and let it out slowly. “You don’t feel it too?” 
 
    “No,” she said softly. 
 
    “Liar.” His tone wasn’t angry. Oh, he could get plenty physical in bed, pulling her hair, calling her his slut and his bitch, but that was the bedroom. Outside of fucking her in a frenzy for an hour straight, Bull was nothing but a gentleman. The only time he ever raised his voice was when they broke up, and even that was simply what it was – him talking louder, not yelling. Trying to tell her how he felt, without using the L-word.  
 
    They drove, and before Anna could think what else to say to him, they were already there. An exhausted waitress told them it would be another twenty minutes, so they sat near a bank of windows and ordered hot chocolate for her and coffee for him. 
 
    “We came here once,” Anna said. 
 
    Bull thought about that and frowned. “When we dated?” 
 
    “No. It was your first semester teaching.” 
 
    He grinned. “Oh right. Yeah. We all came down for lunch. I forgot about that. I felt like the biggest fish out of water. Couldn’t shake the feeling I made the worst mistake of my life, becoming a teacher.” 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    “And now I get to see you at least for a few seconds in the hallways every day.” 
 
    “Bull…” 
 
    “That’s enough for me, Anna. Unless you decide otherwise.” 
 
    She waned to cry. She wanted to drag him off to the bathroom. She wanted to tell him everything. She might have done one or all of those things if their drinks hadn’t arrived. Instead, they sipped and looked out the window. 
 
    “What do you think Lucy has planned?” he asked. 
 
    “Planned?” Anna asked, playing innocent. 
 
    “Oh, she plays it sweet but that woman has some fire to her,” he said. “Of all the ones you ever hooked up with, her and Candace, they always came across as the craziest. I mean that in a good way.” 
 
    “Charity can get pretty wild too. You do not want to know some of the stories I do about her and Pedro.” 
 
    His laugh was mellow and warm, setting off little pleasure centers throughout her body. “No, I do not, you’re right about that.” He reached out and took her hand. It always looked so comically large, his huge digits encasing hers, but it had always felt good, too. Like he could protect her from all the world’s harms like that, wrapping her up. She didn’t need that, and sometimes didn’t even want it, but that coziness was something new and special to her. 
 
    She was the one to pull her hand away. “I can’t.” 
 
    “I know you think so,” he said. “And if you can’t, you can’t. All I want is a part of your mind. Think about it. Us.” 
 
    Anna looked back at him, and with tears threatening to spill over, she nodded. 
 
     The food came, and they drove back mostly in silence. Bull liked 2000s hip-hop and listened to some with half an ear, mumbling lyrics under his breath. Anna joined in for a hook, and he grinned at her. It felt almost like old times. 
 
    The teenagers might have been mopey when they left, but things were much more cheerful when they returned. Rebecca had a speaker set up in a corner of the garage and the students and Lucy danced to some modern pop music together. Jason and Ken’s eyes were about ready to pop out of their head at all the boob jiggling going on, and Bull again did his best to look anywhere safe. 
 
    Lucy said, “Food’s here!” and the girls cheered like the life of the party just arrived. French dips, chicken sandwiches, and salads were doled out, and the group ate together over a folding card table, The eighteen-year-old young women picked at their food but were more interested in the music and continuing their dancing. 
 
    Molly grabbed at Bull’s arm. “Come on, Mr. Jackson, dance with us!” 
 
    Bull, caught by surprise, dropped the French fries he’d been swirling through ranch dressing. “Oh, I don’t think that’s appropriate, girls.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, please?” Molly asked, hunching up her shoulders and squeezing her breasts out as she looked down and away from him, peeking at him with the corners of her eyes in a picture of innocent sexiness. Anna laughed softly at Bull’s consternation. 
 
    He looked around, then shocking all of them, Bullard Jackson danced. 
 
    And it was amazing. 
 
    He moved with a skill and grace no one, not even Anna, expected. Every part of his body had a natural rhythm to it, moving unlike the others save for times when the dance came together in ways that made it all seem by design. He got his shoulders into it, revved invisible handlebars, shimmied his ass, pumped his hips, kicked his feet. 
 
    Molly was so shocked she didn’t dance with him, but after a moment, she pulled her phone out and started recording him, everyone cheering him on as he kept going. For two minutes he did this, defying his huge frame. All the while, Anna forgot how much she hated herself for loving him, and allowed that love to just be.  
 
    The song came to an end, and it was over. They whooped and Ken shouted, “Get it, Mr. Jackson!” Bullard slapped his own chest, and that was it. 
 
    “That is so going up on the Internet,” Molly said, staring at her phone and rewatching the video. 
 
    “Oh Lord,” Bull said. He laughed and returned to his food, still swaying his hips. He looked up, caught Anna’s smile, and returned it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When Bull left and the food cartons had been disposed of, Lucy came to Anna and said, “Okay, you’ve still got your shorts?” 
 
    Anna looked out into the rain. It had definitely lessened over the last hour but was still steadily sprinkling. “Yes, but…” 
 
    “Change into them.” Anna started to say something but Lucy shook her head. “Trust me. You remember that cute firefighter from the bar the other night?” 
 
    “I don’t,” Anna said, then she did. Lucy talked to him for four or five minutes and he gave her his number. The Boob Crew dismissed him but he had been cute, Lucy was right about that. “Wait. Yeah.” 
 
    “He remembers us. And he and his crew just so happen to need some people to wash their new firetruck.” 
 
    Anna gaped at Lucy. “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Nope. A thousand dollars.” 
 
    “Holy shit.” 
 
    “Yeah, but us and the girls, we have to put on a little show for them.” Seeing Anna’s eyes widen, Lucy hastened to add, “Everything stays on. I told them no one touches us, and no one gets naked. We’re just going to make it sexy. You know?” 
 
    “Lucy…” 
 
    “The girls are on board wit this. I had them on speaker and they want in.” 
 
    “Ken? Jason?” 
 
    “I’ll put them in charge of the money. With the firefighters, we’re sure to draw in more traffic.” 
 
    A desperate, weak laugh left Anna. “This is crazy. You’re crazy.” 
 
    “If you say no, I’ll call him back and tell him it’s off. But… firefighters, Anna. Fire. Fighters.” 
 
    “You have a very good point,” Anna said. “Okay. But Molly and Rebecca come first. If these guys are even a little touchy…” 
 
    “Of course,” Lucy said. “Hey! She said yes.” 
 
    “Woo hoo!” Molly cheered. 
 
    “Yaaaay!” Rebecca said, bouncing on her feet and making both Ken and Jason moan. 
 
    “Guys, your job is to protect us soft, innocent types and take the money,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Like pimps!” Ken said. 
 
    “No, not like…” Lucy rethought that. “A little like pimps. But no sex! And no one gets naked. And if the firefighters try to touch Rebecca or Molly, you tell us right away.” 
 
    About then, they heard the firetruck’s horn. The young women cheered again, and Anna groaned, “Oh God, this is crazy, this is so crazy.” 
 
    “Right?” Lucy asked, grinning. 
 
    The firetruck pulled into the lot, but would be too big for the garage. That was okay. In the garage was a hose extender and Anna busied herself with setting it up while Molly and Rebecca ran out and cheered on the firefighters swarming the parking lot. The guys were a range of young to middle-aged, and Anna had to admit, most of them were lookers. Ken and Jason strode out too, puffing up their chests and sucking in their guts. The firefighters forked over cash, and like that, the day was a success. 
 
    And of course – of course – at that moment, the rain stopped. 
 
    “You gotta be kidding me,” Anna said, looking up at the sky. She laughed. If this was a sign, it was a weird one. 
 
    Lucy called in Molly and Rebecca and they prepared buckets of soapy water, asses thrust out in their short shorts towards the firefighters. Clancy, the guy Lucy talked to at the bar, wanted to make sure the girls were eighteen, and only then whistled for his guys to help the girls out with their buckets. Gaping at the busty seniors, the guys were all too happy, and held the buckets while the girls ran sponges and water over what they could reach. 
 
    The firetruck already sparkled so the washing didn’t matter much, which was good, because no one’s attention was actually on the truck itself or the washing. It took Rebecca all of about a minute before she dropped her white tied-off top into the hands of a drooling bearded fireman, leaving her in her tiny shorts and a bikini top. Her nipples boked through the fabric in no time, and she seemed to somehow get more soap and water on her own breasts and backside than the truck itself. 
 
    Molly was even more of a showoff, her crop top rising above her underboob and showing off half her nipples. Anna gave up chastising her early on, mostly because she was staring just as much as the guys were. Jason and Ken kept close enough that if trouble broke out they could get in there, but not so close that they interfered with the fun. 
 
    About five minutes in, as Molly leaned back against the truck, knee up, heel against the metal, one of the firefighters wrapped an arm around Jason’s neck and asked, “How much to get the teachers in on this?” 
 
    Anna started to open her mouth, but Jason jumped in fast. “Five hundred.” 
 
    The firefighters in earshot whooped at that, and the guy chuckled. “Damn, son, that’s a lot of money.” 
 
    “It’s a once-in-a-lifetime show,” Jason said. 
 
    “How much to get them to fuck us?” another one asked. 
 
    “That’s not happening,” Jason said immediately, and Anna could have kissed him. 
 
    “Had to try,” the guy said. Even his fellow firefighters were giving him the stink-eye and he sighed. “Five hundred? All right. I got a hundred. I’ll get it started.” 
 
    The other guys ponied up, and Lucy strutted towards the truck. Anna headed for her car to swap to her short shorts, and got a rousing bunch of cheers when she headed back for the truck, her brown thighs on full display. 
 
    Like the teenagers, they did more showing off than actual cleaning. Lucy took control of the hose, slurping down mouthfuls of water and letting it spray all over her big breasts. Rebecca got in on that action, and the two of them pranced around with the hose held high, spraying droplets all over them like it was raining again. Anna laughed at their antics, hoping nobody noticed her squirming. She had to admit, this was hot and fun.  
 
    Molly came to her and said loudly, “Oooh, Ms. Marie, you missed a spot!” With that, she dipped her sponge into her bucket and raised it above Anna’s breasts. The guys cheered as the teenager squeezed the soapy water out, drizzling it all over Anna and making her shirt nearly diaphanous in the process. “Oh my God, I want a body like yours. You are so sexy!” 
 
    Anna laughed nervously. “You’re… you’re very sexy too, Molly.” 
 
    “Really? You think so?” Molly cupped her tits and looked down at them. Then she turned around ant thrust her butt out, looking back at her own behind. “I think I missed a spot too! Could you show me where?” 
 
    Anna hesitated only a moment, but with three of the handsome studs watching, she shook her head, smiling, and dipped her own sponge into her bucket. She drizzled the soapy water along Molly’s tight little rear, then roped her arms over the young woman’s shoulders and squeezed the rest of the water out onto her breasts. 
 
    It wasn’t long before they built up an audience. The guys from the repair shop stepped out and watched. Cars started to pull into the lot, driven by men drawn in by the tits and ass on display. In minutes the firefighters realized they needed to leave or risk the truck being stuck there until they could call in cops for traffic control. They tried to pawn off their numbers on the young women and teachers, but both Lucy and Anna scolded them away. 
 
    When the truck drove away, the day’s real work began. Car after car after car pulled into the garage to get the full attention of the two young women and the teachers. With barely clothed tits pressed to windows, asses thrust high while sponges were run over hoods, and plenty of playful moments between all four of the women, usually with hoses or sponges in hand, it didn’t take long before they made well into the thousands of dollars beyond what they already made with the firefighters. 
 
    But it had to end sometime. The rain returned, and with it a breeze. It was too cold to stay out there much longer. They closed up the doors, counted the cash, and celebrated when they found out they made enough not just enough for the Errant Pages Program, but way more than enough to have one hell of a senior trip in a few weeks. 
 
    Once Rebecca and Molly left, Jason groaned, “Ms. Fox, Ms. Marie, I’m dying here.” 
 
    “I’ve got the worst blue balls I’ve ever had,” Ken agreed. 
 
    They were still in the garage, and no one was out in the parking lot. Anna and Lucy looked at each other. Anna said, “We still have a bucket of water. Get it, please.” 
 
    She leaned in and whispered into Lucy’s ear what she wanted to do. Lucy grinned, and when Ken dragged over the last bucket, the two women knelt on the concrete. 
 
    “Ms. Marie?” Jason asked. 
 
    Anna and Lucy pulled off their tops, leaving their tits bare. The garage doors were closed, so there was no worry about being caught doing this. Anna curled a finger at the gaping guys, and they came to the pair of teachers. Anna reached into the bucket and pulled out a sponge. She turned and drizzled the soapy water all over Lucy’s tits, and when she was done, Lucy did the same to her. 
 
    “You goys did great today,” Anna murmured. “Drop those shorts and come take your rewards. Fuck our tits.” 
 
    The guys wasted no time. They dropped their soaked shorts and knelt far enough they could plunge their cocks through the valley of their teachers’ tits. Jason went for Anna, Ken Lucy. There was no teasing or holding back. The guys had been hard off and on for hours and they needed this. The teachers were just as enthusiastic, Anna’s hesitancy gone after hours of teasing everyone who came through the garage. Gone too, at least for the moment, were thoughts about Bull, and she allowed herself the simple pleasure of being used. 
 
    Their fat cocks pumped through the valleys of their flesh, the squicking sounds drawing a sweet giggle from Lucy. Anna looked at her and Lucy’s lips parted. They leaned in and kissed, and Ken gasped, “Oh fuck, that’s hot…” 
 
    “Have you two… ungh… have you two ever…?” Jason asked, the question not able to form right as he stared down at Anna’s tits squeezing around his cock. 
 
    “MM, wouldn’t you like to know?” Anna said. 
 
    Lucy giggled. “Maybe if you get all your community hours done and act like gentlemen on the trip to D.C., we’ll put on a show for you?” 
 
    “Can we join in?” Ken asked, his dick hammering up through Lucy’s tits. 
 
    “Hmmm. You have to get As the rest of the semester too,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Lucy!” Anna gasped. 
 
    “Oh, don’t you go telling me you don’t want to have these nice fat cocks pounding our pretty little teacher pussies, us together in bed, them above us… them behind us…” 
 
    “Oh Jesus, oh, oh oh shit,” Ken moaned. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Jason agreed. 
 
    “How’s that sound? Think you can put in the effort, guys?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Jason said, and he pushed up one more time, his cock spurting against Anna’s chin. He pulled away and jacked on his cock, aiming it towards her tits, and then at the last moment Lucy’s. Lucy cooed and grabbed Ken’s cock, jacking him. The eighteen-year-old stared down at his sexy blonde teacher, utterly stunned, and soon he was coming too, spraying down her tits with streak after streak of come before she pointed him at Anna.  
 
    Anna didn’t think. She dove at Lucy, and swiped her fingers through the combined come on her own tits and her friend’s. Calm, rational Anna was gone, and she fed her fingers to Lucy. Lucy sucked them down while the guys watched, eyes huge, then fed Anna her own fingers. 
 
    They had to move quickly after that. The auto repair shop guys would be waiting for their keys, so they put themselves back together, drained the last bucket, and put the hose back into place. The guys thanked their teachers with breathless wonder and left, but before Anna headed out of the garage, Lucy caught her arm. 
 
    Her eyes sparkled. Anna thought about telling her this was crazy, and an image of Bull brought a tinge of guilt, but as much as she loved and cared for him, she wanted this as much as she wanted him. She didn’t know how to reconcile those two parts of herself, that woman who wanted someone to come home to and the woman who wanted to do such dirty things. But she had to find a happy middle ground, or she was going to drive herself crazy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Ophelia liked her life. She might have a sour disposition but she was, in general, content with her job and her two-bedroom apartment. She thought often about renting a larger place but didn’t think it would make her any happier, and besides, with what she saved, she could generally afford to take a small vacation in the summer. 
 
    That year, she wasn’t sure where she was going to go, except that Anna, Lucy, Charity, and Candace were all free for a two-week window in July. It was strange how much the Boob Crew had changed Ophelia’s outlook on life. Before the group came to be years ago, she had offers to coach volleyball and track at several great colleges, and those offers only mounted through the years. She almost certainly would have said yes the year before if it wasn’t for Lucy’s antics inadvertently leading to Charity wresting control of the school away from Pedro Smalls and the corrupt school board. 
 
    But it was more than that. The Boob Crew were the sisters Ophelia never knew she wanted. They made her feel both protective and yearning. Men were a fling to her, fun to be had, but Ophelia loved nothing more than something soft to hold, to protect, to fuck the everloving hell out of. 
 
    The Boob Crew gave her that. 
 
    Without them, she didn’t like who she was. Before they started meeting up regularly for drinks outside of work and became friends, Ophelia lived on a diet of sarcasm and cynicism. It wasn’t like she led a bad life. Her parents were respected coaches and teachers and she naturally followed in their footsteps. But every day closer to getting her teaching degree, Ophelia realized a singular, horrible truth that her parents always warned her about. Teachers were not wanted until they were. She would be entering into a world where she would be expected to shoulder the weight of a teenager’s mental and physical well-being with no support and no safety net. She watched exhausted, overstressed professors worry about being replaced by cheaper assistant professors while across campus, new buildings were erected yearly for the sports programs. A professor brought a baby to class every day because she couldn’t afford daycare for her child, not on the salary she was afforded. Another, despite being beloved by fifteen years’ worth of students, was shown the door when she asked for her first raise in four years. A whole department was shut down as a cost-cutting measure but the next semester saw administration receive huge raises and a new parking lot. 
 
    That was just the collegiate world. At the elementary and high school level, things were even worse. 
 
    Before Ophelia realized it, she was out in the world, eating the vitriol parents served her on a daily basis, hating the job, and hating herself. If Honeypot didn’t pay so damn well, she knew in her heart she would have quit. She still might have, if Anna hadn’t invited her out for drinks. Now she had people to help keep her going, and she would never be able to properly tell them how much that meant to her, because it just wasn’t in Ophelia to be saccharine like that. That was for Lucy, their go-getter, their sweet one. 
 
    She closed her laptop and locked it away. Time to head to practice. She thought about Jabrail on that bus, and to a lesser extent, Samantha too. She thought about him feeding her his slick fingers, letting her taste Samantha’s juices. She thought too about something she didn’t think Jabrail noticed, another set of eyes in the near-darkness of the bus, wide and unbelieving. 
 
    Tommy. 
 
    He didn’t say anything to her about it, or bring any attention to them. But she wondered if there wouldn’t be some kind of repercussion. If it was that little shit Jason Jennings, he’d probably use it to blackmail her or something, though Anna and Lucy sure seemed amused by Jason’s antics as of late. Honestly, tit jobs? For Jason and Ken? Then again, it wasn’t like she had room to talk, having already fucked Jason pretty thoroughly. 
 
    But Tommy… Tommy was a question mark. He came across as slow-witted, but he wasn’t. He was a quiet high-B-average student. His body seemed to confuse him but he was only eighteen. He had time to grow into it, and she could already see marked improvements in his coordination and muscle tone, even if he didn’t exactly push himself too hard in practice. But she knew nothing about him apart from that. He could be just as slimy as the Jasons of the world. But she didn’t think he was. Why, Ophelia wasn’t certain. 
 
    The musings tumbled through her mind until she came around a corner and saw Bullard looking at Anna’s classroom. He turned at her footfalls and he tried to hide an odd look of sadness. His smile made her smile, even if it was artificial. 
 
    “Ophelia. How’s track going?” 
 
    “Wish you were out there with us. Jealous that Anna gets you, but I can’t blame her for poaching you.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Well, maybe next year. Have a good night, huh?” 
 
    “You too.” 
 
    That was odd. She walked on, looking over her shoulder at Bull. His shoulders were slumped and his head dipped low. He looked defeated. Maybe it was something to do with the Errant Page Program. She’d have to ask Anna. 
 
    The track kids were already starting their stretches when she emerged onto the field. The other coaches worked them through a variety of individual core, leg, and arm strengthening exercises while she walked around the students, nudging a few into better positions, encouraging some, telling others to quit goofing off. 
 
    Pretty soon, the coach in charge of exercises called for everyone to pair up. Jabrail and Samantha were a natural pairing, but with an odd number of students at practice that day, Tommy was left without a partner. 
 
    “Tommy,” Ophelia called. “You’re with me.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Tommy lumbered to her. “With some pep,” she said, and he moved marginally faster, a sheepish grin in place. She grinned back, wishing he would smile more often. It wasn’t that he was a sour person, just often lost in the weeds. 
 
    To her surprise, though, Jabrail called, “Coach Harper. You mind if I take Tommy?” 
 
    Tommy’s smile disappeared. “I don’t want-” 
 
    Low and quiet, Ophelia said, “He’s your teammate and your newest captain, and more importantly, he’s trying to make amends.” 
 
    Tommy frowned but he didn’t argue, mostly because every eye was on them. Jabrail jogged over and Ophelia hustled to take his spot. Things started easy enough, with one partner resting on their back and doing leg lifts high enough the other partner could tap their feet with their knees while they did standing knee lifts. It was a silly exercise, and much like most the partner warmups, it was meant more as a way to get the team working together, something the coaches all agreed the students desperately needed that year. 
 
    The one standing for the first couple minutes, Ophelia looked over in Tommy and Jabrail’s direction. Tommy wasn’t lifting his legs high enough for Jabrail to tap his feet. Jabrail caught her eye and grimaced. She pointed at him, not Tommy, trying to remind him she wanted him taking charge of his classmates. 
 
    He must have caught the meaning, because Jabrail said, “Come on, Tommy, higher.” 
 
    “I’m… trying,” Tommy snapped. 
 
    “Try harder, brother, you got this.” 
 
    “Not your… brother.” But Tommy did lift his legs higher, and Jabrail smacked one of his shoes with his elbow. 
 
    “Good, good, just like that.” 
 
    But it was time to switch. They went through a few more exercises without incident until it came time for leapfrogging. Samantha was an excellent partner and Ophelia was just starting to wonder why they hadn’t tried her out on the hurdles when she heard Jabrail mutter, “Ow, shit.” 
 
    “I didn’t do it on purpose,” Tommy said. 
 
    “I know, I know, you just… you need to get more lift.” 
 
    “I know how to do it,” Tommy said, louder. 
 
    When Ophelia looked, Jabrail and Tommy were both standing, Tommy looking furious and Jabrail with a big bruise on his hand. He caught the coach’s eye and called, “We’re all right. Just caught my hand, that’s all.” 
 
    Ophelia trotted over and checked his hand. Nothing seemed broken  
 
    “I should be partners with someone else,” Tommy said. 
 
    “Not my call to make,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “You’re the coach!” 
 
    “Jabrail,” she said. “You want him partnered up with someone else?” 
 
    Jabrail didn’t hesitate. “Nope. Stick with me.” 
 
    “This sucks,” Tommy said. “I don’t know why I’m being punished.” 
 
    “You’re not. This sport might be about competing against yourself, but you’re still part of a team. I want you working together for partner exercises the rest of the year or until you two can get your shit together, I don’t care what your history is.” 
 
    Tommy huffed, but they finished out the exercises together. Interestingly, when Tommy didn’t know Ophelia or one of the other coaches was watching, he redoubled his efforts, glowering at Jabrail. But when he did catch Ophelia looking, he half-assed it. Now that, she could use. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Twenty minutes later, when the track students were ready to drop from running, Ophelia called the senior class to her. They formed a semi-circle around her, wiping at faces dripping with sweat or sipping from water bottles. Yummy, every last one of them. She loved them sweaty like that. It brought to mind so many dirty things. 
 
    “All right, all of you, listen up,” she said, her tone just shy of angry. “Frankly, I’m embarrassed. Am I a bad coach?” They looked at each other, confused. “Because our first track meet was an embarrassment. And since you’re not giving me your hundred percent, you’re going to give someone else it. Jabrail, step forward.” 
 
    Jabrail did. 
 
    “Congratulations. You are the newest team captain. The seniors’ successes and failures now ride on your shoulders too.” To the rest, she said, “When I asked Jabrail Saturday what he thought we needed to work on, he said throwing. So guess what, throwers? Jabrail is now going to lead and guide you.” 
 
    “Am I done running?” Jabrail asked.  
 
    “Oh no. You get double duty. After every meet, wherever we’re weakest, that’s where I want you the following week, guiding this team to state.” 
 
    “Yes, Coach,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “I don’t want Jabrail teaching me,” Tommy said, his voice quiet and almost inaudible. 
 
    “Say that again?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    He cleared his throat and looked right at Jabrail. “I don’t want to learn from you.” 
 
    “Yeah? Then you’d better impress him at our next track meet so he can move on somewhere else. And I don’t care for you telling me how to coach my team, I really don’t want you half-assing it when I’m looking, because I see you when you don’t realize it. You can do the work. You just don’t want me to know it,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Are you trying to get me to quit?” 
 
    “Nope. I want everyone on this team who wants to be here. I want everyone who’s willing to put in an effort. I know you don’t like Jabrail. I don’t care about that. Use that. Get pissed at him. Take it out on your discus and shot put. Pretend it’s his head you’re throwing.” That got some laughter and Ophelia grinned. “But Tommy, your scores showed me something. You can do this. I’m not promising you’ll get first in your event, but you put up a good number for someone who doesn’t spin when they throw. If Jabrail teaches you that, and you throw at our next meet like you’re as pissed as you are now, you are going to place at one of these meets. I promise you that. So you going to quit?” 
 
    Tommy folded his arms. “No. I can’t. My parents won’t let me.” 
 
    “That’s the only reason you’re staying? Because I’ll talk to them myself if you’re not here to give it your all.” 
 
    He shifted uncomfortably. “I’ll stay.” 
 
    “You’ll try?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah…?” 
 
    “Yes, Coach.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    “All these jobs suuuuuck,” Jason whined. 
 
    “Yeah, really,” Ken said, looking at the list of volunteer work they would need to do to make it to D.C. 
 
    “Yes. They do. Imagine if you’d jumped on things at the beginning of the school year. You would have had three more pages to choose from,” Anna said. 
 
    She was seated at her desk in her classroom. Lucy was perched on the front of the desk, a sucker in her mouth. It was very distracting, both for the guys and Anna. Lucy had a habit of rolling it just so between her luscious red lips. The thing was probably covered in lipstick but she sure made it look tasty. 
 
    Though the guys more than made the amount of money they needed for the trip, they still had to do their community hours, and neither of them were even remotely close to that. With the clock ticking, they were going to need to work at least two hours a weekday and eight hours over the weekends. Anna thought that might be overworking them, but when she called their respective mothers Melinda and Alana, they were all too happy to volunteer their sons for civic duty – especially if it got them out of the house. 
 
    “It says ‘Bingo with the Senior Citizens’ here,” Ken said. “Do you mean, like, the game or the song?” 
 
    “The…” Anna started to say, then realized the mountainous stupidity behind the question and dropped her head to her desk. “I can’t. I just can’t. We’re calling this off.” 
 
    “Dumbass,” Jason said. “What, do you think we’re going to play the song for two hours?” 
 
    “Oh. I guess not.” 
 
    “He guesses,” Anna mumbled. “He guesses.” 
 
    “Boys,” Lucy said. “Didn’t you like the fun we had after the car wash?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Ken said. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Jason said. Both of them grinned like dopes. 
 
    “Good,” Lucy purred. Her tone changed in an instant. “Then stop dicking around and pick something. We have places to be. If you annoy us for even a minute more, this deal is off.” 
 
    Jason and Ken looked at each other, then at their teachers. “Bingo,” Jason said. 
 
    “Good. See you tomorrow at the Reilly Center. Four fifteen. Not a minute late.” 
 
    “Can we see your-” Ken started, and Jason turned to punch him in the shoulder so hard the other boy staggered sideways. 
 
    “Shut. Up!” Jason hissed. 
 
    “The smartest thing either one of you two has ever said,” Lucy said. “Go.” 
 
    The guys shuffled out of there, Ken giving Jason a kicked-dog look. Lucy shut the door after them and turned around to Anna banging her head against the desk softly. 
 
    “This is dumb. This is so dumb,” she muttered. 
 
    “Not too late to call it off,” Lucy said, coming to her friend’s desk again. 
 
    Anna lifted her head up and blew an errant stray of her black hair out of her face. “No,” she said. “They do have pretty fat dicks.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit!” Lucy said. 
 
    “You are a horrible influence.” 
 
    “I know. Shall we?” 
 
    That week’s meeting of the Boob Crew would be missing two members. Charity and Pedro were attending a school administration conference and wouldn’t be home until that Sunday. Candace wanted to come, but her daughter Kelly came down with a nasty bug, so she was home cuddling her. 
 
    With another hour or two before Ophelia could join them, Lucy and Anna did some grocery shopping for Candace. She only asked for milk and cheese, but they wound up buying her some chicken, vegetables, and soup stock because invariably if Kelly got sick, so did Candace. For the little girl they also bought some juice and her favorite treat, animal crackers. She called then “nana crackers,” which all the members of the Boob Crew had taken to. 
 
    Candace already sounded like she was coming down with a cold when they called her so they left the groceries outside her door and headed for Anna’s. The chicken and ricotta meatballs and risotto she planned to cook would take a while, so she started in on that while Lucy prepared a salad. When everything was nearly ready, Ophelia trotted through the door, a bottle of wine of her own in hand. 
 
    “Sorry, had some late stragglers in the weight room,” she said.  
 
    “How’s it looking for the track meet tomorrow?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Not great, but better. Making Jabrail team captain was a smart move. He’s rallying the whole team and the other captains are showing life for the first time all year.” 
 
    “I’m glad he turned things around since last fall,” Lucy said. “That was really nasty, what he did to poor Tommy.” 
 
    “I got his frustration, but yeah,” Ophelia said.  
 
    “I know Bullard saw a lot in him up until then,” Anna said. “He was so disappointed in Jabrail.” 
 
    “He’s doing a good job of making up for it now. Or he’s trying, anyways,” Ophelia said. “Hey, about Bull, Monday or Tuesday I saw him outside your door. He looked… I don’t know, sad? Upset?” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Anna asked. “Huh. Must’ve been an Errant Pages thing. Everybody okay with wine or do you want ice water?” 
 
    Ophelia and Lucy looked at each other, then back at her. “Anna?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “There’s some ginger ale too, some… some… let’s eat, shall we?” 
 
    She spun away from the stovetop and threw open the cupboard housing her plates and bowls. Her trembling hands rose, fell, and her whole body started shaking. It was Ophelia who realized first Anna was crying, and she shot to her feet, nearly knocking her chair over in her haste to get to their friend. Lucy wasn’t far behind, shutting off the stove and moving the risotto to a different burner. 
 
    Anna didn’t just cry when they hugged her. She sobbed. Their fiercely indepndent, gossipy friend stood in the middle of her gorgeous kitchen, and nearly collapsed from the force of her tears. 
 
    It was nearly two minutes before they could get a word out of her. Wine helped. Wine always helped. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “You’ve all been wondering who it was Bull was seeing for a couple years,” Anna said, trying to smile. “It was me. Off and on. We had coffee one morning in the break room and he had me laughing and… well, he told me he wouldn’t mind making it a dinner sometime.” 
 
    “Damn it, I should have known that,” Ophelia said. “I thought I saw him touching your hand once when I walked by the break room and I just figured he was being friendly.” 
 
    Lucy nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah. Divisional basketball championships last year, he looked up at us and grinned when the kids won. I always thought that was a little funny.” 
 
    “We kept it secret because of me. I told him it was because I didn’t want the students gossiping or things to get weird at work, but it’s a lot more complicated than that. A ton more complicated.” She drained her glass of wine. “Let’s get dinner on the table and I’ll tell you about it.” 
 
    Lucy and Ophelia insisted she sit while they dished everything up. When they were all seated at the table again, Anna took a bite of chicken meatballs and stared out her window into her beautiful backyard. 
 
    “Lucy, I don’t want this to seem like I’m blaming you for anything. At all. Ever. You are the wonderful sister we didn’t realize we needed in the Boob Crew and I love you so, so much.” 
 
    “I love you too, honey,” Lucy said. 
 
    “When you started messing around with Ned and Katee, I realized that’s partly what I want. I wanted to have some silly, sexy fun with a student or two. I didn’t want to be locked into a relationship. And that’s made me feel really guilty, because Bull wants marriage and kids and he deserves that. He deserves so much to be happy.” 
 
    Ophelia thought about that as she forked up a bite herself, but before she ate, she said, “But you’d been dating a while before then. Right? You said a couple years?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Anna said. She finally looked away from her window at two of her closest friends. “The student thing is only half of it. I’ll tell Candace and Charity the same thing, but I need to know if I tell you something, it stays in the Boob Crew. I don’t mean this lightly. This is… if word got out that I was talking about this, it’d mean much more than my career. I could be sued, or worse.” 
 
    “You can trust us,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “We swear,” Lucy said. She reached across the table and took Anna’s hand. Ophelia didn’t hesitate, and took her other one, a move so uncharacteristic from her it drew a faint smile from Anna and Lucy both. 
 
    “I was nineteen when it started, interning for a local branch of the campaign for a senatorial candidate who never really believed he had a shot,” Anna said, taking her hands back and looking out the window again. “Darby Carlton.” 
 
    Ophelia said, “Oh my God.” 
 
    “Oh wow,” Lucy agreed. 
 
    “He wasn’t exactly small potatoes but back then he was still really active with the different campaign headquarters. There was this charity fundraiser, a silly show-off-your-mutt dog show II helped put on, with a nice dinner and auction afterwards. I was just there basically to point people where they needed to go, kind of an usher, I guess. Anyways, it was always his thing to show up to an event an hour early to get pictures with all the staff for these things. It helped his image but I think he was always pretty genuine about it too. That’s how we met. He’s not a bad guy, but he liked his women young.” 
 
    “Not like we can judge,” Ophelia said. “No one underage?” 
 
    “No, no, never that I saw and I’ve never heard anything like that. And I would have. I’m still friends with some of his closest circle. Like I say, you can’t tell this to anyone, but I know he’s had two other relationships with staffers and both of them were fresh out of college, so like twenty-one or twenty-two.” 
 
    “So you’re at this fundraiser…” Lucy prompted. 
 
    “Right. We get introduced for a picture and he’s very polite and charming but every now and again through the rest of the day he finds a way of singling me out for a moment here, a minute there. The next day, a man in a suit came to visit me, Darby’s assistant. He told me if I was interested, I should show up at a house that night for dinner and drinks with Darby. I was. I thought it was gong to be a one-night stand, and I was ready for that. But he wanted me closer than that. Nowadays I’m not sure if he put me on his summer staff because he genuinely wanted me close or because he thought it would help keep me quiet, but I think it was both.” 
 
    “He seems charming,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Oh, you have no idea,” Anna said. “He’s good on TV but in person, give him an hour, and he would have you robbing a bank in a string bikini for him. He is devastating. He talked me into some silly fun things. My lovebird tattoos, those were his idea.” She shook her head. “He never lied to me, though. He was always up front that this would end when the summer did, that he couldn’t have a girlfriend that young and be in politics. This was before the world started worshipping womanizers and assholes in government. Knowing what we know now, Darby probably would have won by a landslide with a twenty-year-old on his arm.” 
 
    “But you two really cut it off at the end of that summer?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “Yes. And that’s where things get really crazy. Darby and I had one last long weekend together, an amazing one. He owns a little piece of property in Delaware. Rolling hills and his own fishing pond and…” She shook her head, tears gleaming in her eyes. “Christ, this was so long ago and I still kinda love him” 
 
    “Take your time,” Lucy murmured. 
 
    Anna did. The food forgotten, they watched their friend as she relived the memories for a minute before her attention drifted back. “Even if Darby was using me and I kind of think he was, it was one of the best weekends of my life. A lot of fun and some really good memories. I don’t think either of us wore more than our underwear the entire time. And then… the last day we had together, he wanted a memory, something that would always be out there. A sex tape. And he wanted it on the Internet.” 
 
    “Oh… wow,” Ophelia said. “That’s risky.” 
 
    “Yeaaaah,” Anna said. She took a bite of another meatball and was surprised to learn it was cold. “He spent all weekend talking me into it. I ended up saying yes, because really, I wouldn’t have ever said no to him. I don’t know that there’s a woman alive who could. We filmed it from some different angles and decided the best way to hide who we both were was from behind, him holding the camera, me on my hands and knees. You can see my bird tattoos for a moment but that’s it. You can’t see my face and neither of us say anything more than some grunts and moans.” 
 
    “Did you really put it out on the Internet?” Lucy asked. 
 
    Anna laughed and grabbed her phone. While her friends took a few more bites, she brought up a porn site and let out a long breath. “Yeah. We did.” 
 
    All three women crowded the phone to watch. On screen was Anna, but like she said, there was nothing to identify her. She was on her knees, and the man holding the camera had a thick, long cock in his free hand, stroking it and occasionally slapping it against her ass. She rocked back and forth, a hand coming up and over her dark hair, then frizzy and long. The man stopped to finger her for a moment and she rocked harder, head twisting but not so much she could be seen.  
 
    “This is hot,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Yeah it is,” Lucy said. “Wow. You of all of us… I never would have guessed.” 
 
    “I get wild sometimes!” Anna said defensively. 
 
    Lucy patted her hand. “I didn’t mean it in a bad way. Just… you’re so classy and…” 
 
    “So the rest of us aren’t classy?” Ophelia teased. 
 
    “Oh hush,” Lucy said. “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “Anyway, there’s a little more to the story,” Anna said, pausing the video. “We broke up and I went back to college. Around the time of the election, he got nervous and thought he needed to tell his people about the video. Up to that point, I thought we might… he might want to get back together someday when I was older. But when I realized he couldn’t ever trust me like that, it kinda broke me. His lawyers came and talked to me and told me if I signed a bunch of NDAs and never talked about it, I’d get… well, a lot of money every month. I’m not proud of it, but if I couldn’t have him, I thought I’d rather have something.” 
 
    “I don’t think it’s anything to be ashamed of,” Ophelia said. “He was shitty, seducing you like that and breaking your heart. I think you getting some money out of it is the least he could have done.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to think he was awful. He wasn’t, not really. It’s just… our lives were too different.” 
 
    “Have you ever talked to him since?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “A few times. It’s funny how big Washington is, because when you’re visiting the Capitol and the other hotspots, it feels really small. With the Errant Pages, it was pretty much inevitable we saw each other. We had lunch a couple times, once with his wife. She wanted to feel me out and make sure I wasn’t going to turn this into a big book deal or go on the talk shows. I wasn’t, I told her I didn’t want my life to be a circus like that and I was very content with the deal we made. That gave me some closure I needed.” 
 
    They watched the video for another couple minutes before Ophelia said, “He’s a handsome guy but I would not have guessed he had a dick that big.” 
 
    “He could go for hours,” Anna said. 
 
    “How about Bull?” Ophelia asked. “I bet he’s good in bed.” 
 
    “Oh, the best. No joke. He always seems to know when I need it sweet and when I need him to nearly bend me over backwards. And he’s big but he’s got so much energy.” She sighed and sat back. “I… I care a lot about him. Which is why I broke up with him last summer. If he knew about this and what I’m doing with Jason and Ken…” 
 
    “We can call it off,” Lucy said softly. “Anytime you want, hon. I’m sorry I dragged you into it.” 
 
    “I’m not. Really. I think it’s hot. But I want all of it, you know? The debauchery and someone to come home to. And that’s really hard to rectify, especially when Bull… he wants me back. That’s why he’s not coaching this year. He wanted…” She sniffed, and her tears started slipping down her face again. “…he wanted to be there for me, even if it’s not in a relationship. He knows how hard it is to find volunteers and he told me even if I don’t want to talk to him, he’ll be there h-helping with the fundraisers and the students and…” She looked at her friends. “He’s such a good man and he doesn’t deserve any of this.” 
 
    They came to her, hugging her tight. She let it out, and it was a long time before they realized the video long ended. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    The latest track meet went much better, with more senior throwers placing and the runners moving up a spot or two. Jabrail faltered hard in his third race and again had to fight the pain so he didn’t walk with a limp. Tommy’s average distance for his shot throws were way up, but that was largely due to him not giving up when he saw Jabrail watching his first two throws. However, Tommy’s discus attempts were still way below where the should be and he still wasn’t attempting a spin for either shot or discus.  
 
    It wasn’t nearly the long drive as that first meet, so there was no chance to have any fun on the bus. Besides, Jabrail wanted to talk to Tommy. He picked a seat halfway between Coach Harper and the rest of the team, and when Tommy started to walk by, Jabrail reached out to catch his arm. “Hey, let’s talk.” 
 
    Tommy stopped and gave him a dead-eyed look that told Jabrail he’d rather be having a prostate exam in a Russian prison than do that, but Coach Harper said, “Hear him out, Thomas.” 
 
    Tommy grunted, but slid into the seat across from Jabrail. “What?” 
 
    “You did better out there today. That’s awesome. But you’re still not trying the spin.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I don’t get how to do it.” 
 
    “Have you been practicing? Like I showed you?” 
 
    Tommy glared at him. “I don’t know how to do it,” he repeated. 
 
    “The only way you’re going to get it down is if you try, man.” 
 
    “We are not friends, and you’re not my coach.” Tommy tried to stand up, but Jabrail stood too. Coach Harper tensed, ready if this broke out into a fight, and Samantha rose halfway out of her seat, looking nervous. 
 
    “Boys…” Coach Harper warned. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Jabrail said. “I just didn’t want him to go back there until we talk this out.” He and Tommy stayed standing, and for a crazy moment, he thought his quiet, introverted classmate was actually going to do it and take a swing. But Tommy sighed and walked forward to the front of the bus to grab a drink. “Get me one too?” Jabrail asked. Tommy glared at him, but did. 
 
    They sat back down and the whole vibe calmed at least a couple degrees. Jabrail twisted so his knees were in the aisle. Quiet, so only the two of them could be heard over the rumble of the bus starting, Jabrail asked, “Do you really still hate me that much?” 
 
    Across from him, Tommy twisted the top off his sports drink and gulped half of it down. “Kinda. I guess.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You said that before. Because Coach Jackson made you.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, this time it’s me and just me saying it. I really am sorry. You didn’t deserve that.” 
 
    Tommy was silent for a minute, then said with less heat and more hurt, “Do you know how much shit everyone gave me after you yelled at me?” 
 
    “I… can imagine.” 
 
    “No, you can’t. Nolan wouldn’t stop shoving me into a locker every time he passed by in the hallway. Jenny and Amy and Kyra, they told all the girls I peed myself asking Amy out. Junior high shit and I had to eat it every day because they worship you.” 
 
    It was the most Jabrail had ever heard Tommy say, and he was taken aback for a minute. He heard none of that. A lot of his teammates talked a bunch of shit about Tommy but more than a few told Jabrail off too. 
 
    “I didn’t know it got that bad,” he said. 
 
    “It was a lot. And it really screwed me up. Like I didn’t want to talk to anyone for a couple weeks.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m trying to make it up to you now. You don’t want to be friends with me, that’s fine. But if you want to do better at the track meets, I can help you. That spin is going to be everything. That and just keeping up the workouts. You’re already naturally strong. If we get you coming up and out of a spin with your giant gorilla arms, you’re gonna be placing by the time we hit divisionals.” 
 
    “And there you go, making fun of me.” 
 
    “Oh come on,” Jabrail said, and nudged the other guy’s foot. “You got arms as long as most people’s legs.” 
 
    Tommy maybe smiled at that, or maybe that was just Jabrail’s imagination. “I don’t have any balance.” 
 
    “Like I say, it’s going to take time. You’re not going to get it right off the bat. What I want is to see you try until you either get it or I tell you it’s not going to work. All right? That’s it. I’ll even make you a deal. You get the spin down, I’ll leave you alone the rest of the year.” 
 
    “If you started with that I would have agreed in about two seconds.” 
 
    Jabrail grinned. “Yeah? Well, shit.” 
 
    “Wait a second. By the time we get to divisionals it will be the end of the year.” 
 
    “I didn’t think about that.” 
 
    Tommy grunted but he didn’t tell Jabrail to fuck off either. Jabrail twisted so he was facing forward again, not liking the way his leg twitched. He reached down to rub it, and Tommy watched. The other guy didn’t move farther back, not right away, and instead sipped his drink as he was clearly thinking about something. 
 
    “Hey. Jabrail.” His voice was even more quiet now, and Tommy was now sitting the way Jabrail had been, leaning over the middle of the aisle. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “That first track meet… on the way there…” 
 
    Jabrail looked at Tommy sharply. “What about it?” 
 
    “I know you and Samantha were… doing some things. I didn’t mean to look, but I was awake and I… I did. But afterward… did I see you…” He looked back towards the rear of the bus to see if anyone was close enough to hear, then leaned in even closer. “You and Ms. Harper. Did you make her suck your fingers?” 
 
    Just as quiet, Jabrail said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “I’m not going to say anything. I don’t care. It’s just kinda hot. If that’s what you did.” 
 
    Coach Harper watched them, an amused smirk on her face as they both looked up at her. She stood and came back to the row of seats in front of Tommy. “Talking about anything interesting?” 
 
    “Uh. No.” Tommy said, twisting back into place. 
 
    “Really? Hm. That’s too bad. Always so much juicy gossip on these trips. It’s a guilty pleasure. I suck it all down.” Tommy swallowed hard at that, and Jabrail choked on a laugh. “You two aren’t going to break out into a fight, are you?” 
 
    “No, Coach Harper,” Tommy said. 
 
    “I think we’re okay,” Jabrail said. 
 
    When she headed back up the aisle, Tommy and Jabrail glanced at each other. Jabrail said quietly, “Yeah. I did.” 
 
    This time, there was no mistaking the uptick of Tommy’s lips. “Wow.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jason thought about how good he looked in the polo shirt as he drove to Ken’s house. It was the first time he wore one in years, since his great-aunt’s funeral, and he thought it might make him look kinda like a college guy. 
 
    He wondered sometimes about college. When he told his mom at the beginning of the semester he was thinking about applying to State, she laughed before she could stop herself. He got it, he guessed, but he still almost applied anyways just to spite her. But then Jason saw the application and it was like a big test. It even had an essay portion. Ugh. 
 
    So no college for him, but now looking at himself in the mirror as he swerved all over the road, he thought about how much he might clean up at State. He had already slept with one teacher, after all, and now he was looking at sleeping with two more. Amy Waller was flirting with him too now and then, and he thought that was pretty cool. She was kind of a bitch but really hot. 
 
    He knew college girls were even easier than high school. Last semester he slept with one of Ken’s cousin’s roommates, a short girl with a big ass whose name he couldn’t really remember. He thought maybe she was an Amy too, but maybe it was Annie or Angie. They met at a party and it wasn’t long before they snuck downstairs where he buried his face in her boobs while she rode him on a ratty old couch. 
 
    Maybe he would apply to college after all. 
 
    At Ken’s when he got out, Jason heard some pop music playing in the backyard. He headed in that direction, letting himself through the squeaky gate and heading past Mrs. Crane’s well-trimmed bushes and flower beds. Her favorite hobby was gardening and she was awesome at it. She always seemed to have flowers blooming in the warmer months. Right at that moment, she was tending to a pair of plum and nectarine trees, bucket in hand, dropping ripe fruit into it on a short ladder. 
 
    In cutoff shorts. And a tiny, tiny bikini top that barely covered her big breasts. Her straw sunhat was cute too, but that was definitely not what he was staring at. 
 
    “I want to make a melon joke so bad right now but those aren’t melons,” Jason said. 
 
    Alana turned and gave him a dazzling smile. She had to know her side boob at that angle was fucking incredible. Five or six years ago, in her early thirties, she had some work done, a little lift to her boobs and some minor cosmetic surgery to her nose and cheeks. It left her ageless, forever caught looking between twenty-five or her real age, approaching forty.  
 
    “You are the worst,” she said, but she was still smiling, her gleaming white veneers catching and holding him as deeply enthralled as her boobs. Well, almost. 
 
    “And you’re… you’re so stupidly hot. The hottest, Mrs. Crane. I’d give up having sex with any other woman for the rest of my life for one night with you,” he blurted. “I was in the car thinking about college but if you told me to stay, if you told me there was a chance with you, I’d do it. In a minute.” 
 
    Her smile changed but didn’t leave her face. It seemed… surprised. And the color in her cheeks, already rosy from the sun, bloomed an even brighter red. “Jason… you shouldn’t say things like that.” 
 
    “Do you really want me to stop?” he said. His feet finally worked again and he drew closer while she stepped down off the ladder. Soon he could smell the nice, coconut tang of her sunblock. 
 
    “No,” she said faintly. “I think it’s… cute.” 
 
    “You want to know what I think?” 
 
    “What?” she said, getting closer. 
 
    “I think your husband’s the dumbest man in the world, leaving you,” Jason said, and though he meant every word, he wondered where the hell all this was coming from. He liked to flirt with Mrs. Crane, but he had never, ever been this bold before. His voice went lower and huskier. “I think you dress like this when you know I’m coming around. I think you want me as much as I want you.” 
 
    Alana didn’t respond to that. Instead, she held up the bucket of fruit while his eyes zeroed in on her cleavage. Her barely-covered nipples stood starkly against the fabric. Was it his imagination that she straightened her back to thrust them out a little bit? No. He didn’t think it was. 
 
    “Piece of fruit?” she asked. “Fresh and… ripe.” 
 
    He took a plum and bit into it, drinking her in. The fruit was sweet and wet, and a dab of juice escaped his lips. Alana leaned up, and without a word, tilted her head slightly to the side and brought her lips to the corner of his. His hand rose to her face, unsure what to do in the second she held the kiss, then he went to her boob, squeezing it through the material. She pulled back and laughed softly. 
 
    “You had a little on your chin,” she said, and took a step back. 
 
    “Jesus,” Jason breathed. He stepped forward again but she put a hand on his chest. 
 
    “You boys have some Bingo to play, don’t you?” 
 
    “Could always skip it.” 
 
    “Mm, no. School first. Fun later.” 
 
    “Are we going to have fun, Mrs. Crane?” he asked as she climbed the ladder again. She didn’t answer, but she did let out a soft pleased sigh when he reached up to slid a hand under her cutoffs and squeeze her hot MILF ass.  
 
    He retracted that hand quickly when Ken stepped out back. “Aw, damn it, Mom, put on like a wrap or something. You knew Jason was coming.” 
 
    “Maybe I like Jason looking,” Alana said. 
 
    “Uggggh.” To Jason, with a flash of anger, “You ready?” 
 
    “Yeah. See you, Mrs. Crane. Thanks for the fruit.” 
 
    “Any time. You boys have fun.” 
 
    They left through the same gate Jason came in through. After they got in the car but before Jason put it in reverse, Ken socked him in the shoulder, hard. Then twice more, and he shouted, “You asshole!” 
 
    “Oh shit, you saw?” Jason squeaked. 
 
    “Yes, I fucking saw! You kissed my mom, dude!” 
 
    “She kissed me,” Jason said, then Ken hit him again. “Ow! Stop hitting me!” 
 
    “And you grabbed her boob and her ass! You gonna tell me that was her too?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I just-” 
 
    “Shut up. I don’t want to hear it.” 
 
    They drove for a few blocks in angry silence. Jason finally said, “I told her I’d stay here for her this fall. And I meant it. I wouldn’t hurt her.” 
 
    “Fuck you. What about me? We’re supposed to be best friends.” 
 
    “I didn’t think you would be mad.” 
 
    Ken stared at him. “You didn’t think… I’d be mad… about you making out with my mom?” 
 
    “I’ve flirted with her forever and I thought… I don’t know!” 
 
    “After tonight, I’m done doing this with you. Not even if it means no Ms. Fox or Ms. Marie.” 
 
    “Come on, man, don’t be mad.” 
 
    “Don’t be mad? Don’t be mad? You’re such a fucking asshole! This is a choice. You either want to be friends with me, or you want to sleep with my mom. Which is it?” 
 
    “That’s not fair,” Jason said. “You’re my best friend but I really like your mom.” 
 
    “Yeah, I noticed.” 
 
    “Not like that. Like, I mean… she’s great. She’s funny and she’s really been sweet to me and I… I…” 
 
    Jason didn’t finish that thought. They were there, and he pulled into the lot. Ken stormed out of the car before it was even fully in park. Jason held back, hanging his head because he knew what choice he’d make. Ken was his best friend. 
 
    But holy shit, Mrs. Crane was hot. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    It was a good day to be young and lazy. Jabrail sat in the grass, Samantha between his legs, his arms roped around her. They watched Tommy line up at the back of the circle again, sweat gleaming on the big man’s brow. The only other members of the team still out on the field were the hurdlers, who were just finishing up and walking off the field. One of them raised a hand in a goodbye, and Jabrail nodded back. 
 
    Coach Harper walked across the field towards them, unzipping her hoodie and showing off her magnificent tits in a tight sleeveless top. Both the guys stared, to Samantha’s delight. 
 
    “Oh my God, you are both so obvious,” she said.  
 
    “She’s the hottest teacher in school,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “Yuh huh,” Tommy said. 
 
    “Let’s see it, Tommy!” Coach Harper called. 
 
    Tommy stared a moment longer, then stretched back. His first turn was solid, his weight resting comfortably on his left leg for balance, his right coming around in a wide circle. But when his right foot came down and he began the second part of the rotation, his balance faltered. He stumbled forward, hit the stop board, and crashed over it, his arm flailing and releasing the shot put before he hit the ground. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Jabrail said, jerking upright as Coach Harper ran for them. 
 
    Tommy rested on his side, grimacing, and for a moment, Jabrail thought maybe he’d laned on his arm all wrong, or even worse, his leg. He had a quick flashback to being taken off the field by medics, but Tommy was already sitting upright. 
 
    “You all right?” Jabrail asked, reaching out to help him to his feet. 
 
    “This is stupid. I’m never going to get this.” Tommy accepted his hand and stood. 
 
    “Tommy, you okay?” Coach Harper asked. 
 
    “I’m all right. Just embarrassed.” 
 
    “We’ve all been there,” Samantha said. Jabrail hadn’t noticed her standing either but now she and Coach Harper were checking Tommy out with hands on his arm and looking at his long legs. 
 
    “Ah, I’m okay, really,” he grumbled. To Jabrail, he added, “At least I know what I did wrong that time. Everything.” 
 
    Jabrail laughed. “You had a good first rotation. But when that right leg came down you hesitated, didn’t you?” 
 
    “A little bit. I thought I was aimed in the wrong direction.” 
 
    “Try it again. Trust your body,” Coach Harper said. 
 
    “I’ve done it twenty times tonight,” Tommy said. 
 
    “That’s what she said,” Samantha chimed in. She held out a fist, and sighing, Coach Harper bumped it. 
 
     “Let’s see twenty-one then,” Coach Harper said. 
 
    Tommy grunted, but grabbed his shot put off the practice field and headed back to the circle. He lined up, gave a single, halfhearted spin, and launched the shot the shortest distance of the night, which was saying something. 
 
    “Okay,” Coach Harper said. She put her hands in front of her lips like she was praying, and dropped them to her sides. “You try less when you’re upset. I get that. You want to shut down because you think we’re here to make fun of you or make a show out of you, is that about right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” Tommy said. 
 
    “We’re not,” Samantha said. “I promise you, no one here will make fun of you.” 
 
    “We want to see you do this and it’s not just for your sake,” Jabrail said. “You placing could help make the difference in team scoring. If it’s first or sixth place it all adds up. But if you don’t try, then you can’t help out at all. That’s up to you.” 
 
    “I get it,” Tommy said, and this time there was less heat and defensiveness to his words. “I can see it in my head. But I can’t get my feet to listen.” 
 
    “Oooh. Oooh. I have an idea,” Samantha said. “You guys remember junior high, how they made us all learn those stupid dances we’re never going to use once in our entire lives?” 
 
    “They teach coordination and…” Coach Harper thought about it and shook her head. “Yeah, okay, teaching classical dancing is pretty dumb. But you’re on to something though. Jabrail. Show him how to dance.” 
 
    Samantha cracked up at Tommy’s mortified look. But Coach Harper was already taking the shot put from him. His relief was visible when she took his waist in her small hands. “God, you’re tall,” she said. “And look at how much weight you’ve dropped since you joined the team.” 
 
    “Fifteen pounds,” he said shyly. 
 
    “A lot more muscles, too,” Jabrail said. “Gonna turn you into a pro wrestler.” 
 
    “That’d be sweet,” Tommy said. 
 
    “My dad would be a fan,” Jabrail said. “He loves wrestling.” 
 
    “Focus,” Coach Harper said, the corners of her lips turning up. “Let me lead. Don’t worry about which leg you have down for the moment. Just go in circles with me.” 
 
    “Okay,” Tommy said shyly. 
 
    “Put your hands on her waist too,” Samantha suggested. 
 
    “How will that help?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But you get to hold a sexy teacher. That’s hot, right?” 
 
    Tommy laughed at that. Coach Harper took his hands and planted them on her waist before returning hers to his. They moved together, but tripped each other up when Tommy looked towards the field. 
 
    “Concentrate on me for the moment, Tommy.” 
 
    “Okay. Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry. Enjoy this.” 
 
    Samantha returned to Jabrail, her back to him. He wrapped his arms around her again and kissed the side of her neck. What they had wouldn’t be forever, but for an end of school fling, it was fun. She pressed her butt back against his shorts and he began to stir. 
 
    Meanwhile, Coach Harper and Tommy started again. He stared down at her feet until she chided him gently again, and the third time, they finally managed to complete the general circles. “Again,” Coach Harper said, and they returned to the first position. Tommy kept his attention on her, but his hands might have slid a little lower unintentionally, his fingers nearly on her hips. It stopped him up and he mumbled, “Sorry.” 
 
    Coach Harper looked at Samantha and Jabrail, and distinctly muttered, “Fuck it.” Samantha giggled, then gasped when she brought Tommy’s hands to her hips. 
 
    “You get to touch these if you finish the circles like I showed you, focusing on me, keeping the same pace. Do it five times with your feet ending up against the bumper, and I’ll let you grab my ass the last five times.” 
 
    Samantha ground harder back against Jabrail and whispered, “Oh my God, that’s so hot.” 
 
    “You can keep a secret?” Jabrail whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Uh huh.” She twisted her head and grinned. “I saw. On the bus.” 
 
    “Mmm. Starting to wonder if anybody didn’t.” 
 
    “Have you two…?” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “Not yet?” Samantha asked, and he shushed her before kissing her neck again. 
 
    Their attention refocused on Tommy and Coach Harper. Tommy looked somewhere between scared and excited, his big hands sliding up and down on Coach Harper’s hips. She didn’t seem to care if Samantha watched this, and that made it hotter for Jabrail. By the time Tommy finished his second mock spin with Coach Harper, Jabrail was hard as a fucking rail, and Samantha ground back against him, giving him no relief. 
 
    He wasn’t the only one. “Look at Tommy’s,” Jabrail said, loud enough for both women to hear. 
 
    Both women did, and Samantha gasped. “Holy crap.” 
 
    Tommy was as hard as Jabrail and made a significantly larger bulge, even if Jabrail was pretty damn good sized. He blushed, and stammered, “I’m sorry, it’s just… we’re so close and… you’re really beautiful, Coach Harp-” 
 
    Coach Harper stepped in so close her face was practically pressed against Tommy’s chest. “Tommy. I don’t mind a bit. That big thing being hard for me… that’s flattering. I love it. Finish your sets,” she said softly. “Then you can grab my ass and I’ll make you understand no one here is out to humiliate you.” 
 
    She gave Samantha a sharp look, and Samantha said, “I’m not going to tell. I want to see this.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Coach Harper said, and Samantha shivered in Jabrail’s arms. 
 
    He leaned in and slid his hand into the front of Samantha’s athletic shorts. She writhed back against him as his fingers slid into her wet and ready cunt. He whispered right into her ear, “Very good girl.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,’ Samantha moaned. 
 
    When Tommy watched them, awestruck, Coach Harper pulled his face back in her direction. “Pretend they’re your audience at a meet, Tommy. Here to watch you throw. Show me your rotations. Let’s go.” 
 
    “Yes Coach,” he croaked. His hands squeezed her hips and he began turning with her, faster now, more confident. They spun, and he was barely aware of his feet hitting the bumper. 
 
    “Good, Tommy, good,” Coach Harper said, voice breathless as she reached around him and squeezed his ass. “Again.” 
 
    Samantha rocked with Jabrail’s thrusting fingers, her breath loud in the near silence of the field. Coach Harper and Tommy made another rotation. He was too eager this time and nearly stumbled, but caught himself and kept moving. Coach Harper told him to do it again, and he did, his confidence rising again, his eyes burning for their hot blonde teacher. 
 
    Samantha’s pussy was so tight around Jabrail’s fingers. He slid his free hand under her top and reached up to squeeze one of her small tits in her sports bra, thrusting his cock against her tight ass. She ground back against him while still trying to meet his fingers with rocks of her hips, her body fighting to feel every sensation. On Tommy and Coach Harper’s fifth rotation, Jabrail brought his lips to Samantha’s bared shoulder and sucked and kissed the hot, tender flesh. She came with a cry, drawing Tommy and their coach’s gaze before Coach Harper stared back up at Tommy with a look as blazing hot as his. 
 
    They finished the rotation, and Coach Harper moved his hands to her full, curvy ass. Tommy moaned and she stepped in even closer. “Show me,” she said breathlessly. “And put your weight on the legs the way you know you’re supposed to.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I can.” 
 
    “You can, you can, Tommy, you can do it for me.” 
 
    Tommy licked his lips and squeezed, but he did as she told him, twisting with her and leaning first on his left leg, then his right, and before they knew it, he was lined up perfectly with the bumper, nearly going too far but catching himself at the end. 
 
    “Nailed it, Tommy!” Jabrail said. 
 
    “Good… good job… Tommy!” Samantha said. “Oh, oh fuck…” 
 
    Tommy didn’t even seem to hear them. He bodily lifted Coach Harper and put her into place back at the start to her throaty laughter. Then he stepped in close, nearly humping her waist as in his eagerness to guide her through the rotations. Again, he nailed it, not even a hint of faltering this time, and again, they moved back to the first spot. 
 
    “Ms. Harper, ahhhh…” he groaned. 
 
    “Finish strong, Tommy, finish strong and I’ll help you,” Coach Harper said. 
 
    He nodded, his eyes half-lidded as he flew through the rotations with her, hands all over her big ass. On the fourth one, he slid his hands into their coach’s shorts, squeezing and kneading her cheeks. Jabrail openly dry-fucked Samantha’s ass through her shorts, both his hands on her mound and her pussy, stroking her, bringing her there again as her head tilted sideways, wave after wave of pleasure shooting through her. 
 
    On the fifth, Tommy trembled his way through it, nearly stumbling after the first rotation, but catching himself again and pulling it off one last time. 
 
    “Now do it with a shot put,” she said, her throat sounding dry as the desert. 
 
    He sprinted for it, snatched it up, and came back, his chest rising and falling. He launched himself through the rotations and released like he’d done this a thousand times, the shot put flying out farther than he’d ever thrown before. 
 
    Tommy turned and Coach Harper was right there. She jerked down the front of his shorts and spit into her hand. 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s so fucking big!” Samantha gasped. 
 
    And it was. If Tommy wasn’t porn star sized, he was close. His cock jutted up towards the sky like a monument, his billiard-sized balls surprisingly well-trimmed. Coach grabbed him with both hands and started jacking him hard and fast, still standing so close to him that anyone who might have looked in their direction would wonder what they were doing without being able to see it. But there was no one, just them, and she jerked him hard and fast, staring up into his eyes. 
 
    “You spin just like that, if you do so good for me just like this, I’ll fuck you, I’ll fuck you and you can come inside me, or on me, or whatever you want.” 
 
    “Oh, ahhhh, ah fuck!” Samantha cried out, quaking. She nearly collapsed, and Jabrail said nothing, panting as he fucked against her ass, his cock so hard it hurt. 
 
    “Jabrail,” Coach Harper said. 
 
    “Yeah?” he grunted. 
 
    She stopped jacking Tommy with one hand long enough to dig her cell phone out of her hoodie’s pocket, unlocked it, and tossed it to him. “I want a picture of this. From the tits down. No face.” 
 
    He and Samantha moved together to get a better shot. He took three pictures of Coach Harper, one from the chest down as requested, and two close-ups of her hands blurring up and down on Tommy’s monster cock. Neither coach or student looked in his direction. Instead, when the last picture clicked, Tommy leaned down and kissed Ms. Harper. It took her by surprise and she fell with him into the grass, laughing. Tommy took over on instinct, dry humping her waist and straddling her, his hands going to her big tits. 
 
    Jabrail wondered sometimes after that day if Coach would have let him fuck her right there on the field. Except he didn’t think it was a question at all. He saw Coach Harper start to tug down her shorts, thumbs in her waistband. The moment was so fucking crazy. But Tommy never made it that far. He squeezed those tits and that was it for him. 
 
    “Oh, oh Coach Harper, ungh!” 
 
    His first shot streaked through the air like one of the team’s jumpers, hitting not fabric, but the hollow of their teacher’s neck. It was stunning, the sort of thing that seemed utterly impossible but which they all saw. The rest of him hit her top, streak after streak after streak of his cream. Then Jabrail was there, kneeling, jacking his cock too, and after a moment, Samantha helped him, panting hard, grabbing Jabrail’s base. His come shot out of him, joining Tommy’s in painting their teacher. 
 
    Everyone did themselves up fast, shorts coming up over anything that might give them away. Coach Harper stayed right there on the grass for a minute though, staring up at the sky, blinking rapidly. “I just came,” she muttered. “Holy shit. That was… that was insane.” She finally propped herself up and stared at Samantha. “I… I…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Samantha said, running a finger through someone’s come on their teacher’s shirt. “I swear, this stays between us.” She looked up at the two guys. “Right?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Tommy said shakily. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jabrail agreed, his own voice threatening to squeak with late teenage nerves. “Holy shit, did that just happen?” 
 
    “It did,” Samantha said. “And it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Did you mean it, Coach?” Tommy asked. “It’s okay if you didn’t. I know… it got wild.” 
 
    “No, Tommy,” Coach Harper said. Seeing his crushed expression, she added hastily, “I mean, no, it getting crazy doesn’t change my mind. You do well at the rest of the year and give it your all, I promise you, it’s not going to be the only time.” She stood up and ran a finger through more of the come on her chest. “Jesus. Just two guys, and it looks like my tits and stomach were the end of a gangbang.” 
 
    That got a laugh out of Samantha. She came and squeezed Tommy’s butt. “Not that I’ve seen a lot of them, but that has to be the biggest dick in school.” 
 
    “It’s the biggest I’ve ever seen,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Aw,” Tommy said, blushing. 
 
    “Seriously. You could be a porn star.” Ophelia looked around and zipped up her hoodie over the mess the guys made on her shirt and tits. “All right. Let’s call it a night. Tommy, tomorrow and all this week, I want to see you do the rotations for real. If you do what you just did, and you plant your feet the way you did that last batch, you’re going to do great. I’m going home, and I’m going to play with myself until I pass out.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Ken and Jason weren’t Anna’s only concerns or she might have noticed their dramatics sooner. As it was, the end of the school year wasn’t all that far off, which was always a mad balancing act for her between the Errant Pages Program and preparing for finals. The freshmen and sophomore classes were practically feral and required a lot of her focus, though at least her seniors and juniors were pretty well settled. 
 
    There were days teaching history and civics she thought about quitting. She commiserated often with Bull, who taught science, and Lucy, because their three areas of expertise were under an almost constant attack from parents and extremist groups who wanted them to teach their particular ideologies while crying foul about their own personal freedoms. It was a flagrant display of hypocrisy on such a soul-wearying level that Anna was sometimes reduced to shouting at parents. Not that it would ever do any good. They didn’t care about teachers or knowledge. They cared about daycare for teenagers and creating little miniature soldiers of their own faiths and politics, and nothing else mattered to them. Anna suggested, often and with as much venom as she could muster, that they instead look into homeschooling if they were so intent on creating little bundles of hatred and bigotry, but of course those suggestions were ignored because school made for the easier dumping ground. 
 
    But she genuinely did love civics and history, when it wasn’t being twisted or erased. North and South American history in particular always held her fascination. When other kids were doing reports on Abraham Lincoln or George Washington – both of whom Anna respected greatly – she was doing a report on Che Guevara or the social impact of America’s isolationism in World War I. She understood the basics of these things and fevered for them with the same fervor as other kids did with sports. 
 
    At thirteen, she wrote an essay on a comparison between Vietnam and the then-current affairs in the Middle East, and won a statewide contest. The panel in charge didn’t believe it was written by a child so young, but when they sent out a representative to test her knowledge, Anna put her hands on her hips and told the older man, “I bet I know more about the last two administrations than you do.” After she threw a bevy of socioeconomic facts at him, including the names and importance of every Cabinet member of the last eight years, the man admitted defeat and was happy to award her the grand prize – a trip to Washington, D.C. with her parents. 
 
    She fell in love with the nation’s capital, and thought right up to her work with the senator that she would someday work and live there. But her relationship with Darby left her with no desire to pursue politics herself. She was courted a few times throughout her last couple years of college by lobbyist groups, great paying jobs, all of them, and ones she was sure Darby set her up for. But her heart was set on something purer – teaching politics and civics instead of living it. It was a decision she rarely regretted, and only because of the parents. 
 
    Would Anna do it forever? She wasn’t sure. Lucy was trying to write a book off and on, and something about that sparked Anna’s interest. She thought she had a good idea for a steamy political romance series, but she never tried writing her hand at fiction. It might be fun to take a year off and attempt it.  
 
    Or maybe she’d travel. That would be nice. She had a running list of historical sites and cities rich with history worldwide she’d love to see. Vietnam, Rome, and Spain were her top three. Maybe she could do both. The thought of writing a novel from Barcelona or Seville was very much her idea of a year well spent. With the checks still coming from Darby, she could afford it, if she was smart and relatively frugal about it.  
 
    Wouldn’t it be nice, though, to have someone to take that trip with? Someone who loved history nearly as much as he liked sports and science? That hurt to imagine, so she filed it away, only to be brought out again in the dark hours of the night, when Anna was so lonely she nearly cried from it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When Candace felt better and came back to work, Anna sat her and Charity down over lunch in her classroom and told them the same sordid story about the senator and Bull. Aside from some pressing from Candace about the whole group having some fun with Bull at some point, it went well. Charity seemed to know at least a little bit about Anna and Bull, or suspected, but that was no surprise. She was heavily invested in the school’s naughtiest secrets. 
 
    When Anna was done with the telling, Candace sat back, looking thoughtful. Anna asked her, “What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “We’re agreed here you love Bull, right?” 
 
    “Love?” Anna asked. “I… I suppose I do.” 
 
    “Suppose? Or you do?” Candace asked. “Because what I’m thinking, we all deserve to know damn well you love him.” 
 
    It was as close to angry as Anna saw her friend since Candace found out her husband was cheating on her last school year. Charity, who remained mostly quiet up until that point, said, “I agree with Candace.” 
 
    “Let me guess,” Anna said. “You’re going to tell me to tell him the truth.” 
 
    “If you really love him, yes,” Candace said. “But I don’t want to give you that advice unless everyone agrees. Lucy and Ophelia too.” 
 
    “I do love-” Anna started, but Charity reached out quick as a snake and pressed a finger to her lips. Someone passed by in the hallway, talking. 
 
    “Not here,” Charity said. “After the track meet Saturday. It’s a home one, so Ophelia will be free pretty early. Let’s go out for dinner and we’ll talk about it.” 
 
    “I can’t tell him. I just can’t. It would push him away.” 
 
    “And what are you doing to him right now?” Candace asked. 
 
    Anna couldn’t answer that. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Usually Jason moved through the world oblivious to the things he did wrong or the people he pissed off. He knew he screwed up sometimes, of course, but rarely did he ever give the consequences much thought. After all, things always worked out for him in the end. A few months back, he forgot to put his car in park at a grocery store. It rolled forward just at the right time as another car was pulling in. The other driver, a hot twenty-something, thought she’d been the one to hit him, and since there was no major damage done, she offered to blow him if he kept quiet about the whole thing and they didn’t have to trade insurance information. Jason talked her into sex and they ended up sleeping together three times. Three times! 
 
    Then of course there was Ms. Harper. Jerking off in the locker rooms after one of her classes ended up with her riding his dick. He still couldn’t believe that one, or the fact that Ms. Fox and Ms. Marie seemed so eager for his dick. Well, his, and Ken’s. 
 
    But that luck ran out, and now, on the cusp of fulfilling two of his greatest dreams – sleeping with two more of his teachers and his best friend’s mom – Jason was left feeling like his world was coming apart. He hated that Ken didn’t say a word to him in the hallway. He hated feeling guilt, a relatively new sensation to him. But even Jason wasn’t foolish enough to know that he was right and Ken was wrong. Ken had every reason to be pissed at him, and Jason didn’t know what to do. 
 
    They were supposed to work a couple nights a week at a local food bank, preparing boxes of food to go out to the elderly and people with disabilities who needed it from around town. Jason called Ken to see if he wanted a ride, but he didn’t answer, so Jason went straight to the food bank. It wasn’t a bank at all, but a small square building with only a couple windows. Jason found parking out back in a gravel lot, and headed for the door, wondering why they called it a bank. Maybe it was, like, from the 1800s. He bet that was it. Things were a lot smaller back then. 
 
    A big man with thin glasses and long graying hair in a ponytail greeted him at the back door and introduced himself as Tony. His wife Inez was inside and already starting work on the boxes. 
 
    “Is Ken here?” Jason asked as he was ushered inside. 
 
    “Anna said he was going to be working at the nursing home instead, since it’s closer to his house,” Tony said. 
 
    “Anna?” Jason asked, then realized who he was talking about. “Oh. Ms. Marie.” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    Jason’s heart sank even further. Ken hadn’t swapped volunteer work because it was closer. He swapped because he would have to work with Jason. That hurt. 
 
    He did what was asked of him silently, only answering when Tony or Inez asked him questions. She was a nice woman, sixty-ish maybe with a long dotted skirt and a kerchief tied around her hair.  
 
    All in all, it wasn’t a bad job. Monotonous but no one tried to grab his ass like the old people at Bingo or the nursing home. That was okay. And even if his mind was elsewhere, the work was easy. They had all the food on shelves in order of necessity for each box, and all he had to do was check the expiration date and pass them down to Inez, who made sure nothing got doubled up, unless it was supposed to be. Tony took another line of shelves and did the same thing as Jason. They were funny. A little weird, but Tony loved to tell stories Inez had obviously heard often because she chimed in naturally. Jason liked her smile. It was full of crooked teeth but it made him want to smile too despite his mood. 
 
     The pair of them listened to weird music, sorta like country, but not really. Jason had never heard of bluegrass before and got two hours of a crash course in it. When he left, he pretended to have liked it, and the man gave him the CD. That made Jason feel even shitttier, since he didn’t actually like the music or have a CD player. 
 
    Before he got to his car, he realized Tony was still at the back door. Jason turned, and called, “Hey, this was kinda fun. Thanks.” 
 
    “Kinda?” Tony asked. “Damn. I was hoping it was the entertainment of your week. Come back next time and we’ll aim to do better. And if you like the work we’re always looking for volunteers. Doesn’t have to be just for the Errant Pages.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jason said.  
 
    “Let the boy go and have fun,” Inez called. Jason waved to them both and got in his car. 
 
    He drove aimlessly for a minute, his stomach doing belly flops deep inside himself. Did Ken hate him that much? If it was Ken and he was interested in Jason’s mom Melinda, he’d be totally cool with it. Sometimes he thought his mom needed to get laid. Desperately. Then again, his mom’s best years were a distant memory. He wasn’t quite sure what his dad ever saw in her. Maybe she got him drunk. Even that probably wasn’t enough. Maybe she got him drunk and chained him to a bed. Yeah, that was more likely. 
 
    Jason didn’t remember much about his dad, but what he did was mostly good memories. His dad was a lot like him, similar in build and naïve as a brick. That was a lot better than saying “dumb as a brick.” Jason didn’t like to think he was actually dumb, just sort of… mentally lazy. 
 
    It was true though that his dad died in a really dumb way. Hank Jennings loved to chase big storms, thinking he could land a job on TV as a weatherman or get famous capturing really cool videos of lightning storms or hail. But he went too far when he chased a tornado through a series of dairy farms. Funny enough, it wasn’t the tornado or the debris that killed Hank. After driving through three fences in his pursuit of the tornado, his buddies said that he got out to take a better picture, and a bull, already scared and pissed about the storm, charged him and hit him with almost as much force as the twister. 
 
    Jason got it, though. He liked storms too. Maybe not as much as his dad, but they were pretty cool. 
 
    Honeypot wasn’t a big town, and his aimless drive took him right by the nursing home just in time to see Ken come through the front doors. His friend froze, then kept walking, head down. Jason pulled up beside him and rolled down the window. The car behind him honked and pulled around, but Jason ignored them. What was a little traffic jam when it came to your best friend? 
 
    “You want a ride?” he called. 
 
    “What do you think, asshole?” Ken asked. 
 
    Jason nearly veered into a car parked along the sidewalk, but righted himself just in time. “Come on, dude, I haven’t slept with her.” 
 
    “Yet.” 
 
    “You missed out. The food bank stuff was pretty easy. They were nice.” 
 
    “Yeah? I got yelled at three times. Once because the plates weren’t washed off enough to go in the dishwasher, the second time because I was taking too long loading the dishwasher, and the third, I took too long a bathroom break. It sucked.” 
 
    “Get in and tell me about it.” 
 
    “No! Not until you agree not to have sex with my mom!” 
 
    That sentence took a while for Jason to mentally compute, what with the two “nots,” and by that time they were nearly at an intersection. “Well… okay, man, but next week, come with me to the food bank. It’s better than washing dishes.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Jason.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    The morning of the home track meet, Jabrail came out of his room, pulling on a Honeypot Badgers sweatshirt. His father sat on the edge of the couch, knees spread wide, hands folded together between them. Like his son, Coby Pullman was once a star athlete in high school, though his favorite games were basketball and baseball, where he was a double threat as a forward and a first baseman. Time left him thin and a little frayed around the edges, but Jabrail still thought of him as the epitome of cool, with a tight fade and always neatly kept beard. Jabrail could grow some facial hair but it wasn’t quite at his dad’s level.  
 
    Coby might have loved baseball and basketball in high school, but nowadays, his favorite was professional wrestling, which baffled his daughters and amused his son. That was what he was so focused on when Jabrail walked out, his eyes as big as a child’s, a huge smile on his face. Jabrail watched from the edge of the hallway, leaning against the wall, and his father shot to his feet.  
 
    “Get over here, he’s got him, he’s got the belt, ahhhhh shit,” Coby said, sitting back down again. 
 
    “You know like I do they’re not swapping the belts on the shows. Gotta hold off on that for the pay-per-views,” Jabrail said, coming and sitting next to his dad. 
 
    “You know they don’t even call them that anymore? Pay-per-views?” 
 
    “No kidding?” 
 
    “Welcome to feeling old about words and phrases people no longer use.” 
 
    They watched the wrestlers on TV another minute, and sure enough, the belt was not lost that day. Coby fast-forwarded through the commercials and said, “Good enough place to stop for a while.” 
 
    “You got plans today?” 
 
    “Figured I’d come cheer on the team and watch you do your managing thing.” 
 
    Jabrail’s guts dropped. Oh no. No no no. There was supposed to be a recruiter there that day, from a small private school Jabrail didn’t really have any interest in, but he was still a recruiter. But he couldn’t dare run if his father was there. “I thought you were going golfing today with Liddell? That charity thing?” Liddell was his father’s best friend and something of an uncle to Jabrail and his sisters. 
 
    “We’re not playing until this afternoon. I told him this might be the last time I get to see you on a team, even if it’s managing. He’s coming too, when he wakes his ass up. Addie and Caty too, maybe.” Coby gave his son an amused look. “What, you don’t want me there? Your mom told me you’re seeing a new girl. Don’t want me stealing her from you?” 
 
    “Shit, like you could with those old wrinkly balls and the nose hair.” Jabrail thought for a moment, then added, “Of course I want you there.” 
 
    “You sure? You don’t seem so enthusiastic.” 
 
    “Nah. It’s just gonna be me standing around and trying to get some of the throwers going. Come on by. Concession stand’s going to be open. You can get a taco too.” 
 
    Coby lit up. He loved the school’s tacos for reasons Jabrail couldn’t figure. The meat was cheap and always seemed undercooked, but his dad would go hard on them regardless. He said it reminded him of his own high school days. 
 
    “Now that’s a plan.” 
 
    “All right, I should go warm up with them.” 
 
    “You’re taking it easy out there, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Jabrail hated lying to his father but the wrinkles at the corners of Coby’s eyes definitely hadn’t been there as short as eight or nine months ago. Not since football season. Not since Jabrail’s parents started working their asses off to make up for his mistake. 
 
    He gave his dad a hug, went back in to give Adyline and Caitlyn a kiss on their heads while they were playing a game in their room, and headed out. In the fresh air, he fought down the panic rising inside him and mouthed, “Fuck.” 
 
    His parents loved watching football games, but rarely came to his track meets. Still, Jabrail should have anticipated this. A home track meet his senior year, of course his parents were going to want to come. Thank God his mom was working that day or she’d be out on the field talking to the coaches and Jabrail’s teammates, acting like one of the gang. 
 
    In his car, Jabrail hit his knee and said it again, audibly this time. “Fuck!” 
 
    This was always coming, though, wasn’t it? He’d been damn lucky to even get that faked doctor’s note past Coach Harper. If – when, probably – she found out, she was going to flip her lid. He’d be kicked off the team for sure, and there went his chances of a good scholarship.  
 
    * * * 
 
    Ophelia watched the team start to stretch and get ready for the day. She was exhausted, having gotten up early with the other coaches and some of the parents in the booster club to prepare for this, but she felt good, too. The team felt like it should have at the start of the year, the energy among them crackling. The juniors would probably still be the standouts that day apart from Jabrail, but she was feeling better and better about the senior throwers, who had the potential to steal the show at the last few meets. 
 
    The other schools showed up early. The farthest traveling ones looked like zombies as they took the field, but a couple teams gave off a similar manic energy as the Honeypot High students. There was plenty of barrier crossing, since track and field was a fairly friendly sport, all things considered. The only real exception were the Mongooses, Honeypot High’s rivals, all of whom looked like they might break out the knives at any given moment.  
 
    The Boob Crew showed up in force. Candace and Charity were calling for an all-hands-on-deck meeting that night, and there was no doubt in Ophelia’s mind what it regarded – Anna’s revelations about Bull and Senator Darby Carlton. A senator. That was still hard to wrap her mind around, but it wasn’t really a stretch, given Anna’s history in politics. She was certainly beautiful enough to draw the head of anyone she wanted to, as was all the Boob Crew. 
 
    The relationship with Bullard made a lot of sense, now that Ophelia thought about it. She tried to come onto the man herself, as had every member of the crew except maybe Lucy. No luck. His abashed steadfastness gave everyone the impression that he was dating someone, and given his secretive nature about it, they assumed it was another teacher. The Boob Crew weren’t the only attractive teachers in the school, just the closest knit group, so they assumed it was maybe one of the others. 
 
    But the signs were there. Over the years since Bull started, he and Anna spent a lot of time in the break room talking history, politics, and to a lesser extent, science. They were evenly matched, intellectually, and though Ophelia was not stupid, she couldn’t keep up with them. Few people could. And then was the great honking clue of their relationship. Bull loved to coach track and field. Ophelia doubted that he would have backed out for anything less than a woman he loved. She should have put two and two together. Oh well. 
 
    Watching her friends approach, Ophelia felt a sort of mellow fulfillment. Apart from a really great guy in her junior and senior year of college, she never really fell into the relationship quagmire. She used to wonder if she was missing out in that way until she met the Boob Crew. They were her ideal relationship, just as they were right then and there. Friends she could count on, without all the clingy drama of a monogamous relationship. Sure, she liked men in her bed – often, and sometimes more than one – but at the end of the day she craved this. Being able to come and go, having friends who rarely made things messy, having adventures. This was relationship perfection. 
 
    “The team looks ready to kick ass,” Lucy called. A lot of the guys and more than a few of the girls on the team stared at the pack of beautiful teachers. It was hard not to. They were dressed in style, all of them looking like perfect tens.  
 
    Ophelia turned and called, “How about it, team? You ready to kick ass?” 
 
    The Boob Crew was greeted with cheers, and Charity laughed. Ophelia hugged each of them in turn, and the teachers flitted through the athletes, high fiving some, giving praise to all. 
 
    Ophelia watched, and Anna came back, pushing errant strands of her gorgeous dark hair away from her face. The breeze was thankfully supposed to die down soon. 
 
    “You look happy,” Anna said. 
 
    “I am,” Ophelia said. “We’re finally at a good spot, teamwise. I think if we keep up this kind of momentum we have a real shot at state.” 
 
    “No,” Anna said, studying her. “It’s more than that. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Ophelia admitted. “Thanks for coming today.” 
 
    “You know we wouldn’t miss it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but with the Errant Page stuff…” 
 
    “Ah, we’re good there too. Assuming our pair of shiftless favorites show up for the rest of their community service hours, we’re all set.” 
 
    “One year I’d really love to volunteer to help out and come to D.C. with you. Maybe coach softball in the summer instead of track.” 
 
    “I’d love that,” Anna said, and hugged her again. “Here comes Tommy.” 
 
    Sure enough, there he was. At the beginning of the season he would have moved towards the group like a sloth, and while he wasn’t exactly sprinting for them now, there was more strength to the young man’s back and he moved with a surer purpose.  
 
    “You know, I don’t think I’ve ever had a student on this team I’m as proud of as him,” Ophelia said. “He’s come so far.” Under her breath, she added, “And he came so far.” 
 
    Anna snickered. “Jabrail sure is yummy too. It’s amazing he came back from an injury that bad.” 
 
    “Yeah, it really is.” 
 
    “Good luck. We’ll be here all day.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Anna started to walk away, but Ophelia caught up to her and grabbed her arm. “Hey.” 
 
    Anna turned, looking puzzled. Ophelia, feeling more than a little self-conscious, gave the other woman a third hug, which might have been an all-time record for her on any given day. Anna, surprised, didn’t respond for a moment, but then wrapped her arms around Ophelia and hugged her back. She sniffed. Ophelia wanted to tell her it was going to be okay, but she couldn’t predict that. Instead, she squeezed her friend tighter, and finally let her go. 
 
    “Thanks,” Anna murmured. “I… kind of needed that.” 
 
    “I know. See you around.” 
 
    When she turned around, Tommy joined the team, talking animatedly with Samantha and a friend of hers, Charlotte. Charlotte was pretty blatant about hitting on Tommy, and to his credit, he was aware, his attention rarely straying from her. Word must have already been getting around about him. Good. It wouldn’t be long before they were lined up at his door. 
 
    In the distance, Jabrail approached, looking lost in thought. When he passed by the freshmen and sophomores, he didn’t stop for his usual high fives and banter with them. Instead, he shot right for Ophelia. 
 
    “Hey Coach,” he said, and right away, it was clear something was wrong. He sounded dejected. 
 
    “Hey Jabrail. Something wrong?” 
 
    “Yeah. Or maybe more like I don’t want there to be something wrong. I had a twinge in my leg this morning and I didn’t like it.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Ophelia said. “Are you all right? Do you need to go to the doctor?” 
 
    “It’s fine. Honestly, I think it’d hold up if I did run but all I need is another injury. I’m so damn mad at myself.” 
 
    “No, hey, don’t do that. It was a risk this whole season. I’m glad you’re being smart about it.” 
 
    “Thanks. I figured I’d stick it out though, hang out with the team, watch the throwers, that sort of thing. So if there’s somewhere you think I can help out, let me know. I feel like shit about this but at least I can do something.” 
 
    “That’s a good way to look at it, and I think that’s right where I’d want you. Shot, discus, javelin, maybe drop in on the jumpers.” 
 
    “I can do that,” he said, sounding relieved. He caught sight of Tommy, Samantha, and Charlotte. “Damn. He’s gonna clean up.” 
 
    “That’s because of you, Jabrail. You running matters, but it’s what you’re doing for this time that’s really going to make them remember you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Coach.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Simultaneous feelings of panic and the gut-wrenching disappointment of letting down his team hit Jabrail hard. His dad and Liddell didn’t arrive until well after the first heats started, and at first, Jabrail held a hope that maybe they wouldn’t show at all. But nope, as he was standing near the discus ring watching the first throws, there they were, coming to join them. 
 
    He thought for sure one of his teammates would say something like they were sure sorry Jabrail wasn’t running that day, but everyone was so focused on the throwing that hardly anyone said much at all, except for introductions. Tommy, the last to throw for their team, probably said the most. 
 
    “Jabrail’s shown me a lot. He taught me how to spin and he’s helping me in the weight room.” 
 
    “That’s my boy,” Coby said, clapping both Jabrail and Tommy on the shoulder. “When he stopped throwing as a freshman or sophomore, I thought, well, that’s no good. But then I saw him run and I got it.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Tommy said. “He’s fast.” 
 
    “I was,” Jabrail said in a hurry. “Not so much anymore.” 
 
    “Ah, you’ll get back there,” Coby said. 
 
    Pointing out the girls throwing shot in the distance, Jabrail said, “That one coming up is Samantha.” 
 
    That got Coby and Liddell’s attention until Tommy was nearly up. When he was out of earshot, Coby said, “That’s the boy from the football team?” 
 
    “Yeah. Still not sure where we stand on that, but he has to be our most improved thrower, by a long shot. This is his first week throwing with a spin.” 
 
    The competitor ahead of Tommy finished up with the best distance so far. The last two practices, Tommy had been throwing right at a hundred feet, which would put him near the rear of the pack, but not by much. No one was throwing much further than one fifteen so far, but they would really hit it in the later throws. 
 
    “You got this, Tommy,” Jabrail said, and their teammates joined in along with his dad and Liddell. Tommy blushed and took his position. 
 
    His spin was awful. It was imbalanced and he nearly went over the line, but he launched the discus in the right direction, at least. Eighty feet. The shortest throw of the day by the guys, but it was Tommy’s best throw in competition by nearly forty feet.  
 
    “Give me a minute,” Jabrail said to his dad and Liddell. He jogged around the netting and put a hand on the big man’s shoulder. “Hey. That kicked ass.” 
 
    “Stop,” Tommy said. “I tripped.” 
 
    “So? You still threw twice what you did last week.” 
 
    “Guys,” the official said. “We need you to get back behind the netting.” 
 
    Jabrail nodded and walked with Tommy out of there. The rest of the team joined them, patting Tommy on the back and offering him praise and tips. When Jabrail finally remembered his dad and Liddell again, both men were heading for the stands. His father turned and looked back, grinning. 
 
    Tommy’s next throw was a scratch. He released too soon and it flew at an awkward angle. “Hell of a throw,” one of the juniors said, and it was. If it had been measured, it would have been a hundred feet. 
 
    His last was a ninety-footer, not quite so powerful but his footing was more assured. That got a round of cheers from his teammates and competitors alike, who had just watched Tommy in the previous weeks flounder with throws. Tommy, embarrassed, shuffled away from there and prepared to throw javelin. 
 
    It wasn’t an event that Coach Harper or Jabrail really paid attention to, since Tommy’s distances had been fun up to then but not enough to land him on the board. But javelin would be, surprisingly, his best event of the day, and he very nearly put himself in the top eight with his last two efforts. Jabrail was there for it all, and grabbed him around the shoulders when Tommy trotted back with his javelin in hand. 
 
    “Holy crap!” he said. 
 
    “Holy crap!” Jabrail agreed. “And no spin needed.” 
 
    “Right?” Tommy asked. “That could be my new favorite event.” 
 
    “What was your old favorite?” 
 
    Quiet, so only Jabrail could hear, “Coach helping me with shot.” 
 
    “I’m with you there.” 
 
    But as much of a morale boost as javelin was for Tommy, shot put killed his enthusiasm. He was too excited, and his steps too wide. His first throw, he hit the bumper and stepped over, cussing himself out under his breath. His second throw wasn’t much better, too cautious this time. Jabrail gave him some tips but Tommy was already checking out, and his third throw he nearly fell over the bumper again and the shot went sailing left of the lines. Another scratch. 
 
    Tommy stormed away, head and shoulders down. Jabrail joined him, neither of them saying anything until they were out of earshot of the other students. Finally, Jabrail said, “Hey, talk to me.” 
 
    “I fucked it up. I got so excited about what Coach Harper might do that I forgot everything she taught me.” 
 
    “You did the spin. You didn’t fall and you got the basics down. You’ll get them next week.” 
 
    Coach Harper strolled towards them from the team’s cluster at the edge of the field. Jabrail elbowed Tommy and the other student groaned. They both straightened, though, each of them thinking about the wild night of practice when they jerked off onto Ms. Harper. 
 
    “How’d it go?” Coach Harper asked as she got closer. 
 
    “I sucked,” Tommy said. 
 
    “He scratched two throws, but he’s gonna get it next week.” 
 
    “Did you try the spin?” she asked. 
 
    “I could have done better,” Tommy said. “I was too excited and then I got too cautious and I was all over the place.” 
 
    “Did you try the spin?” she asked again. 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    To Jabrail, Coach Harper asked, “Did he get the basics down?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “That’s what I want to hear.” 
 
    Tommy looked confused. “But if you average out my throws, I did worse today than I did all the meets.” 
 
     “I don’t care about that,” Coach Harper said. “It takes weeks and months of hard work and practice to get that down pat. All I wanted to see from you this year, Tommy, was hard work. You delivered. You keep that up. And I heard you killed it in javelin.” 
 
    “He really did,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “Excellent. Then come by the school tomorrow between two and three. Meet me in my office and I’m going to give you some hands-on javelin practice of my own.” 
 
    “More prac…” Tommy started to say, but Jabrail cleared his throat noisily. Tommy looked at him blankly, then finally got it. “Oh! Wait, really?” 
 
    “Really,” Coach Harper said. “You did great today. And you did too, Jabrail. I want both of you there. Two o’clock. Don’t be late, and we can have all the more fun.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Jason liked working at the food bank, but he really had a lot of fun at the golf course’s fundraiser that Saturday. It was a yearly thing for them, a scramble with a lot of side events. It wasn’t a school function, but the Errant Page Program had a long history of helping them out with it, and in return, the students got to work off some of their community hours. 
 
    The whole place was done up like a carnival, with streamers and string pennants and a big inflatable golfer out front. Jason’s job was pretty simple. Near the clubhouse was a big tent where anyone who entered the tournament could stop and grab some lunch for free. Jason checked their bracelets, stamped their hands, and pointed them towards the start of the line. 
 
    Some of his classmates took part in the tournament and came in with family or friends to get some lunch. That was pretty embarrassing but no one teased him about it, and Amy Waller even joined him for a little while, touching his arm plenty and at one point squeezing his ass.  
 
    “You’re not going to college, right?” she asked him. 
 
    “No. I don’t know what I’m going to do, but probably not college.” 
 
    “Cool,” she said. “Me either.” 
 
    “You want to, uh, hang out sometime?” 
 
    She picked up a bottle of tea and sipped it, staring at him over the rm. He had no idea if that was supposed to be sexy or not but she sure made it seem that way. “Maybe,” she said playfully, and whirled away. 
 
    Early in the afternoon, Ms. Marie showed up, looking sexy as hell in a tennis skirt and a crop top blouse with lots of cleavage. She looked around, frowned, and stormed straight for Jason. 
 
    “Is Ken here?” 
 
    “What?” Jason asked. 
 
    “Your bestie.” 
 
    “Ken? He’s supposed to be volunteering at the nursing home today, I think. The kitchen.” 
 
    “Well, he didn’t show up. And this was his last real opportunity to make up the hours.” 
 
    “He didn’t show up? Like… at all?” 
 
    “Nope. Do you know where he might be?” 
 
    “Maybe at home? I don’t know. We… we haven’t been getting along.” 
 
    When there weren’t people who needed to have their bracelets checked, Jason told Ms. Marie what had been happening. He didn’t try to hide anything, and her eyes widened and lips quirked up when he mentioned how he came on to Ken’s mom.  
 
    “I can see why he’s upset,” she said. 
 
    “But she’s really hot!” Jason protested. 
 
    “You’d sacrifice your friendship for a fling?” 
 
    Jason thought about that, and repeated himself. “She’s really, really hot.” 
 
    “Regardless of your personal drama, Ken didn’t show up. I don’t see how he can make up the hours.” 
 
    “So he can’t go to D.C.?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “And he can’t-” 
 
    “If you say it out loud in front of all these people, neither will you. But no, he can’t. By my estimation, though, after today, you’ve qualified. So congratulations. Keep up the grades and you’ll win the grand prize.” 
 
    “Awesome,” Jason said. And it should have been, but he felt miserable. He should be finishing this up tag-teaming Ms. Fox and Ms. Marie with Ken. They should be double stuffing their teachers, maybe even fucking their asses and their pussies at the same time. Getting to fuck their butts was probably wishful thinking but it was still one of his favorite fantasies. 
 
    Ms. Marie started to walk away, but he caught up to her. “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    “Give my hours to Ken.” 
 
    She thought about that. “Then you’d…” 
 
    “Yeah. I wouldn’t make it. I know. But he would. Maybe it won’t make this better, but… I don’t know. It’s something. I wish I knew earlier that some of this stuff was kind of fun. Like I wish I could work for the food bank for real money and do stuff like this tournament all the time. That would be awesome.” 
 
    “You can. It wouldn’t pay well, but there are charities you can actually work for.” 
 
    “Ms. Marie,” Jason said patiently, amazed he knew something his teacher didn’t. “It’s charity. You can’t make money at it.” 
 
    “That’s not…” She rubbed the bridge of her nose. “If you’re serious, we’ll talk again about this another time. I’ll tell Ken you gave him your hours. That’s a very kind, very noble thing to do.” 
 
    “Enough you’ll still…” He remembered her threat if he said the words out loud, and instead, opened his mouth in an O and shoved three fingers inside, poking at his cheek. She whipped her head back and forth, looking to see if anyone was watching. Jason withdrew his fingers, and added, “You know.” 
 
    “No, I won’t. But it’s still a nice gesture.” 
 
    “Damn.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jason finished with the golf tournament, despite the hours no longer mattering. His mom was going to be so pissed he wasn’t going to Washington. He could hear her now. “It’s an opportunity of a lifetime. You could learn so much about history and have so much fun with your friends, but oh no, I LIKE you not giving it your all. It’s just another day in the Jennings house.” 
 
    But Ken would get to go and maybe have sex with Ms. Marie and Ms. Fox, and that would be cool. Jason didn’t feel too bad about that, since he still got to fuck Ms. Harper again if he didn’t jack off in the locker rooms before the semester ended. That was hard, because where else in school could he jerk off, but he managed. 
 
    Since his friend still wasn’t answering his calls or texting him back, Jason drove to Ken’s. The golf course people gave him all sorts of free stuff for working there, and he snagged a shirt off the passenger seat with the name of the fundraiser and all the sponsors on it. It was kind of a dorky shirt but it was something and it made him feel proud. At the door, he knocked and let himself in. 
 
    “In the kitchen, Jason,” Alana called. 
 
    Jason started that way. “Is Ken hooooome oh holy shit.” 
 
    He saw Alana and thought fled him. She wore leggings so tight every molecule of her fantastic ass was detailed. Her green crop tank was just as easy on the eyes, really pushing up and out her big breasts. Her hair was down and loose, and when she looked over her shoulder at him, her eyes sparkled. 
 
    “He’s volunteering at the nursing home,” she said. “It’s just you and me for a few hours.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Jason croaked. 
 
    She turned, and his eyes couldn’t decide what to focus on. Alana’s pussy lips were clearly outlined by the leggings, and her nipples glared through the material of her top. Jason made noshing motions with his mouth, imagining sucking one of those babies while she bounced on his cock. 
 
    She came to him, setting aside a glass of wine. “Do you have condoms?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Jason stammered. 
 
    “Good. For now. But I want us both to go to the clinic together so we can get tested. I’m going to want all that yummy eighteen-year-old come filling my cunt.” He gaped at her when she used that word and she grinned as she reached down to grasp him through his shorts. “I say cunt. I say cock. I’ll say, ‘ooooh, fuck me, Jason, fuck me hard, you young fucking stud.’ Ever since you turned eighteen, I’ve wanted to corrupt you. Wanted to take you.” 
 
    She pushed him back with her free hand, her other staying right on his cock and stroking him to hardness, not that he needed much help. His best friend’s mom was a freak and he loved it. 
 
    “I’ve got even dirtier things in mind. Do you want my mouth? My ass? They’re yours.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Jason whispered. 
 
    “That’s just the start. When the summer comes, I want you here, filling me every chance you get.” 
 
    “Ken…” 
 
    “Ken can grow up and realize his mother has needs. He knows I like my men younger. And he knows you’re number one on my yum list.” 
 
    Jason hit the edge of the couch. Alana used the opportunity to get his shorts down around his knees. “Oh shit oh shit oh shit, this is happening…” 
 
    She shoved him down onto the couch and dropped a knee to either side of his thighs, grinding on him through her leggings. “Yeah it is.” 
 
    “You’ve wanted me? Why?” 
 
    “You’re cute, for starters. And your little girlfriends have always giggled about you in a way that’s had me… curious. I see they were right,” she said, reaching down and grabbing his dick. “This is nice and thick. Perfect for my pussy.” She stroked him and he moaned wordlessly. “But mostly it’s because… I don’t really know. You turned eighteen and that’s all I could think about. Jason is eighteen. Jason is eighteen. Jason is legal. I could fuck him now, if I wanted.” She ran her ands up and down his cock. “And I want to, Jason.”  
 
    Jason gripped the hem of her top with trembling fingers and started to lift it up. No bra, and soon, Alana’s thick nipples came into view. He moaned, and buried his face against her tits. 
 
    “Yessss,” she said. She let go of his cock to grind on him, the fabric stretched around her pussy wet with her need. “You like my big fat tits, baby?” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Jason moaned. “Yeah, I do, I do, I do…” 
 
    “Once you’ve fucked me, you can fuck them too.” She wrapped her hands around his head and pulled him tighter to her nipple. He sucked fervently, rocking up at her. “That’s it, that’s it, suck my tits, mm hmmm.” 
 
    He did. His hands shot to her ass and squeezed. She had the best ass, not just for her age, but of all the women he’d ever seen, maybe even counting Ms. Harper. He thrust up at her pussy so hard he thought for sure he’d tear the flimsy fabric of her leggings.  
 
    She stood up on the frigging couch and pulled those down. Jason stared up at her bare cunt and swallowed, hard. “Eat me, you big dick himbo,” she growled, and shoved her cunt against his face. 
 
    It should have been everything Jason wanted. It was better than any of his fantasies, hotter, darker, dirtier. But something Alana said floated to the surface. 
 
    He’s volunteering at the nursing home. 
 
    “Mrs. Crane… I…” 
 
    She pulled back, frowning. “Too much? I get vocal.” 
 
    “No, no, that’s amazing,” he said. He even liked her making fun of him, a little. That was kinda hot in a weird way. “Fuck, you’re amazing. But… I… I can’t. Ken and I, we’re fighting, and I came to tell him he could have my volunteer hours with the Errant Pages. Because he didn’t show up today and he doesn’t really have a chance to make up the hours.” 
 
    “He what?” Alana asked, and dropped down onto the couch next to Jason. 
 
    She listened to the story, her frown deepening. Finally she pulled her top and leggings back into place, looking furious. Now Jason pissed off two people, he figured. 
 
    When he finished, Alana said faintly, “Thank you. I’m going to have a word with Ms. Marie and Ms. Fox and we’ll get this sorted. And thank you for falling on your sword for him.” 
 
    “Fall on my sword?” Jason asked. 
 
    “Never mind. You’re a good friend. I’m so glad you’re staying here in town because I’m going to love fucking you dry.” 
 
    “But Ken…” 
 
    “Talk to him. Tell him what you did. Not with me, with the Errant Pages. And Jason?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    She leaned over and kissed him. “I’m scheduling that clinic visit. And then I want every fucking load you can give me.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    The Boob Crew tended to make an impression, and that night was no different. Led by Candace in a straw cowboy hat, jean shorts, and a flannel shirt open over a too-tight tank, they drew every eye in the restaurant. The others were dressed just as enticingly, the most chaste being Anna, who came straight from her duties at the golf course for the Errant Pages. Even so, her tennis skirt got her a lot of long looks from guys who obviously wanted to practice playing hide and seek with her under the sheets. 
 
    They asked for a table near the back to give them some privacy and ordered a bevy of appetizers from a drooling waiter, along with a round of drinks, and settled in, all of them eyeing one another with a mixture of good humor and apprehension. 
 
    “You want to start things off, Candace?” Charity asked. 
 
    Candace leaned out to look and make sure no one could overhear their conversation. The nearest people were two tables away, and so absorbed in their date they would pay the teachers no mind. She sat back in her chair, folded her hands, and said, “All of you figured it out, but we’re here to talk about Anna and Bull. She loves him, but she’s afraid of telling him how she feels because she also wants some side dick of the aye-hey of the chool-say variety.” 
 
    “Is that Pig Latin?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Lucy’s lips worked and she frowned. “I don’t think-” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. Everyone knows what I’m talking about, right?” Candace said. They did. Anna wanted Bull but she wanted to hook up with the occasional student too. 
 
    “You love him?” Ophelia asked Anna. 
 
    “I do,” Anna said. “When we were together, I was never happier.” 
 
    “But you kept him a secret,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “It was never about him. It was me. I… I don’t know now what I was thinking. But I know I want him back, and I know he wants me too. But like Candace said, there are… other things I might want too. It’s unfair to him and I’m a mess.” 
 
    Their drinks arrived, breaking up the conversation for the moment. The waiter lingered, making sure they didn’t need anything else while staring blatantly down Lucy’s plunging dress. When he was gone, they leaned in closer to talk quieter. 
 
    Candace led again. “Before we really start, Charity and I both agree that if anyone in the group is uncomfortable with this, we back out. This is not negotiable and nobody should feel ashamed or singled out if they vote no. This could very well mean our careers.” 
 
    “You’re talking about telling Bull what we do on the side,” Ophelia said. She leaned back. “Huh. That’s dangerous.” 
 
    “It is,” Charity agreed. “But we’ve all taken risks here we shouldn’t. Every one of us has hooked up with…” her eyes flicked toward the aisle, and she corrected herself. “…one of them, at least in some small way. A risk for love is maybe the least dicey thing any of us have done up to now. Jason blabbed about hooking up with you a minute after it happened.” 
 
    “True,” Ophelia said. “And it’s not like I don’t plan on having some fun tomorrow.” 
 
    “The question really is, do we trust Bull?” Candace asked. “I probably know him the least out of all of you, so it’s a genuine question in my mind. But here’s my thought on that. I love Anna and the rest of you. And if there was a chance for any of you to be happy, I’d do whatever that took.” 
 
    “That’s noble, but it’s not practical,” Ophelia said. 
 
    “Oh, poop on practicality,” Candace said. “All of us, right now, are making decisions with our pussies, not with our brains. You included, Ophelia.” 
 
    Ophelia raised her hands. “I know. But someone had to say it.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Anna said, patting Ophelia’s hip. “I know Bull as well as anyone, but I couldn’t tell you how he’d react to this. I genuinely could not. I think he knows about Lucy and Ned from last semester, but he never said anything specific about it. It’s really a fifty-fifty shot here.” 
 
    “What do we think the consequences would be if he did know?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “Another good question,” Anna said. 
 
    “We don’t,” Charity said. 
 
    They fell silent, sipping drinks and thinking. Finally, Lucy said, “It’s down to Ophelia and me, isn’t it?” 
 
    Anna, Charity, and Candace looked between themselves. Anna said, “Like Candace and Charity said, if either of you is uncomfortable, I won’t do it. This friendship is the most important thing in the world to me. I love Bull, but you are my sisters in everything but blood. I’m not going to be mad. I swear.” 
 
    “You’re still planning on hooking up with Jason and Ken?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “If they end up going to Washington. There are some problems there, but I think I’ll have them sorted out by the time we fly out.” At Anna’s words, Lucy gave her an inquisitive look. Anna hadn’t told her about the drama between Ken and Jason yet. She gave an abbreviated version of the day’s events, and Lucy nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    “Those two are a bigger risk than Bull any day of the week,” Charity said. 
 
    “I agree with that,” Ophelia said. “Not that we’re judging, hon. I’m certainly not. Jason got me off without any trouble.” 
 
    “He’s such a himbo,” Anna said, “but yes. They’ve both got a certain sort of idiotic puppy dog charm.” 
 
    “I agree,” Lucy said. “They’re dorks, but they’re cute dorks.” 
 
    “Food’s coming,” Charity warned. They fell silent as the waiter doled out their appetizers. Over lumpia, bao buns, and fried green tomatoes, they talked of smaller things for a few minutes. Charity grabbed the waiter for fresh drinks, and they shifted back to the topic of whether or not to tell Bull. 
 
    “We haven’t asked yet, but what about the thing with the senator?” Candace asked. “Would you tell him about that too?” 
 
    “Yes. It only really hurts me, and I trust Bull not to run up to him and punch him in the face or something if we see him in Washington.” 
 
    “You think we will?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “I have on a few trips, yeah.” 
 
    Lucy dipped her bao bun into a sweet and spicy sauce and chewed, thinking. “Well… I vote tell him. I think Bull’s a good man, and if he loves you, I think he’d accept that part of you.” 
 
    “I don’t know that I believe that,” Ophelia said. “He is a good man and he does love you, but I wonder how someone could be okay with that in a relationship.” 
 
    “Pedro is,” Charity said. “Jesse Kinkaid came into the office for missing too many days, and I spanked his butt right in front of Pedro before I made him get on his knees and eat me out.” 
 
    Every woman at the table gaped at her. “Jesse?” Lucy sputtered. Jesse was born and raised in the country and was arguably one of the hottest seniors in school. He was also deeply religious and was known for occasionally stuffing his classmates’ lockers with pamphlets for abstinence. 
 
    “Oh yeah. He was so apologetic to me and Pedro. And surprisingly good with his tongue. Anyway, point is, it can happen.” 
 
    “Do we think it would happen with Bull, though?” Ophelia asked. “It’s a rhetorical question. I vote for Anna telling him, if she wants. But like I say… someone here needs to ask some things. I think you and Candace knew that was going to be me.” 
 
    Candace and Charity didn’t deny it. Anna looked Ophelia in the eyes. “If there’s even a little doubt…” 
 
    “No. I made up my mind when you said you loved him. But I had to make sure you were in this with your head, not just your heart. I see that you are and you have my blessing, whatever happens.” 
 
    Anna leaned over and kissed Ophelia. It was not a chaste thing, and they held it for a long moment. When Anna finally pulled away, tears gleamed on her cheeks. “Thank you all,” she said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Sunday, Jabrail and Tommy both pulled into the school’s parking lot at the same time. There were no other cars, except Ms. Harper’s. Jabrail stepped out, grinning. “Shit, man, you ready for this?” 
 
    “I don’t think I ever could be,” Tommy said. 
 
    “Yeah, me neither. This is wild.” 
 
    “I heard rumors about Ms. Fox and Ms. Sparks, but not Ms. Harper.” 
 
    “Ehhh, Jason Jennings talks about fucking her, but I don’t believe that.” Jabrail and Tommy started down the sidewalk towards the school. “You got condoms, just in case?” 
 
    “Yeah. A bunch.” 
 
    “Me too. Hey. For what it’s worth, Tom, I’m sorry about last fall. I mean that.” 
 
    “It’s all right.” 
 
    “Nah. It isn’t. You’re a good guy.” 
 
    “Thanks. You are too. When you’re not being a dickhead.” 
 
    “I deserve that,” Jabrail said, and punched the other student’s arm.  
 
    As they entered the school, Tommy got a strange, bashful smile on his face and stared at the ground. “Charlotte wants to go on a date after next week’s meet.” 
 
    “Really?” Jabrail asked. “That’s a good pull.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “She’s hot.” 
 
    “Yeah she is.” 
 
    They walked down the hall together, not saying much more. A rhythmic thumping came from the gym, he sound of a basketball hitting the wood. When they entered, Coach Harper was in sweats and dribbling a ball up the court. She saw the guys coming, grinned, and sank an easy layup. When she fetched the ball, she underhanded it to Tommy. He caught it and whiffed a three. Jabrail chased the ball, trying to fight a grimace as his leg suddenly twinged. Fucking thing just wouldn’t heal. He thought he didn’t let it show, and came up with a jump shot that never had a chance. 
 
    “Jesus, I’m terrible at basketball,” he said. Tommy grabbed the ball and started dribbling it, though his rhythm was terrible. “My dad was a big basketball stud here in town. They won state two years in a row.” 
 
    “Ninety-seven and ninety-eight, right?” Coach Harper asked, catching the ball as Tommy tossed it to her. “I heard about that team.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right. He was great at baseball too but they never made the championships.” 
 
    Coach Harper made a two and Tommy caught the ball. He dribbled to the free throw line and said, “My parents don’t like sports.” 
 
    “But they wanted you to try out?” Jabrail asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it was an exercise thing,” Tommy said, and shot. Nothing but net. Jabrail rebounded for him and tossed it back. 
 
    “Are you enjoying it?” Coach Harper asked.  
 
    Tommy eyed her. “It’s been interesting.” 
 
    “Understatement of the year,” Jabrail said. 
 
    They came to her, and she looked between them, smirking. Jabrail kicked off his shoes and Tommy followed his example. Coach Harper leaned over in profile to them to untie hers, her ass jutting out.  
 
    “No sex today, boys, but everything else is on the menu. I’m proud of both of you, but this is just a bit of fun. Understood?” 
 
    “No attachments,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “And we won’t tell anyone,” Tommy said. 
 
    She stood upright and undid the string on her sweatpants as they worked at their own shorts. “Good,” she purred. “I’m so proud of the work you’ve done. Both of you. Come get your reward.” 
 
    Jabrail didn’t move, not right away, except to lift his tee shirt up and over his head. 
 
    Tommy said, “Holy shit, you’re buff.” 
 
    “Thanks, man. Hard work.” 
 
    Tommy lifted his own shirt, and though he still had a layer of softness, his muscles were definitely far more defined than Jabrail remembered from the start of the track season.  
 
    “Lookin’ pretty ripped too, brother,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “Aw man, don’t tease me,” Tommy said. 
 
    “Jabrail’s right,” Coach Harper said. “I wouldn’t do this if I wasn’t attracted to you, Tommy. And your time out there on the track and in the weight room, it’s working.” She strolled forward, unzipping her sweater. Her gauzy green bra hid away nothing, and Tommy whispered something under his breath. When her sweatpants came down, she showed off not just mouthwatering toned, wide hips, but a matching set of panties, her sex clearly visible through the fabric. 
 
    “You’re fucking gorgeous,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Tommy said, incapable of much sound than that. 
 
    The two guys finished undressing while she pulled her hair free of her ponytail. It spilled down her back and Jabrail had a vision of her on her knees in front of him, his black cock pushing back and forth inside her pretty little pink pussy while he grabbed a fistful of that hair and pulled his teacher’s head back. His cock hardened quickly, and he was the first to step forward. 
 
    Coach Harper had other ideas. She put a hand on his muscular chest, and curled a finger at Tommy. The other young man’s chest was already rising and falling, his excitement visible in the cannon pointed straight at their teacher’s stomach. She grasped both of them by the hand and led them towards the bleachers. 
 
    For the first time, Jabrail noticed the fan cushions stacked neatly there, along with water, tissues, and a bottle of something he would come to realize soon was edible massage oil. Coach came prepared. She put aside two of the cushions and sat on the third, right at eye level to their cocks. 
 
    “You’ll both try so hard for me the rest of the year, won’t you?” she asked, reaching for the massage oil. 
 
    “Y-yes, Coach Harper,” Tommy said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jabrail said, his voice lower, throatier. 
 
    “Good. Because I’ve got a reward lined up for the two of you that you’ll never forget.” 
 
    She uncapped the oil and drizzled some into her palm. 
 
    Tommy, his voice nearly a wheeze, asked, “What do… how do we get that reward?” 
 
    “Just keep at it, baby,” Coach Harper said as her hands went to their cocks. Tommy moaned as she wrapped her fingers as best as she could around their shafts. “Look at this. It’d take both my hands to circle around your cocks. Teacher’s so happy with you.” 
 
     She ran her hands up and down the first third of their lengths. Jabrail and Tommy watched, neither of them capable of processing the unreality of the scene playing itself out. Their hot PE teacher, one of the sexiest women they would ever know, was happily stroking their dicks. It was insane. It was incredible. 
 
    “Oooh,” Coach Harper cooed. “These are going to fill up my pussy so good. And if you want my ass, boys, I’m going to try to be ready for you. These big fat dicks might not stand a chance of fitting inside there. But would you like to try sometime? Want to fuck your teacher in her ass?” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Tommy gasped. 
 
    “Fuck,” Jabrail said. “You want that, don’t you, Coach Harper? You want us to fuck your ass.” 
 
    “Yessss,” she said, her eyes half-lidded. “Fucking love it up the ass. And in my pussy. And…” She leaned forward, her smoldering eyes flicking between them as she kissed Tommy’s fist-sized head. “…in my mouth.” 
 
    She opened wide. Tommy froze as her lips enveloped him and spread so lewdly wide that Jabrail froze too. He couldn’t believe she could take him in her mouth, but she did, slowly lowering down on Tommy’s dick. Just a few inches and she had to stop, her breaths coming harsh and hard through her nose. She pulled back, but not off him, and took him faster now. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Tommy said. 
 
    She pulled off him with a loud slurp, then dove down on Jabrail’s cock. She took him a couple inches deeper than Tommy, his tip hitting her tonsils, but both the guys were far too big to deepthroat. Or so Jabrail thought. When she pulled back, still jerking both their cocks with her slick palms, she dove down on him again, his tip hitting her tonsils… and going further.  
 
    Coach Harper swallowed so much of him down, more than anyone ever had. Her eyes watered, her breaths stopped, and she held him there, staring up at him, her fists blurring up and down their pricks. Then she came off him, gasping, 
 
    Tommy took the initiative in a way no one was expecting, probably least of all him. He reached out and grasped Coach Harper by the back of her head. His big cock slapped the corner of her mouth, and then she was downing him again, taking him another inch deeper. “Unk! Unnk!” she moaned around him.  
 
    “Suck him, suck that big fucking dick,” Jabrail said. Like Tommy, he was too incensed to help himself, and he reached down to grip the shoulder of her bra and tug it down over her big tit. Tommy grabbed the other one and it tore, leaving the cloth dangling from her breasts.  
 
    “Suck me, Coach,” he grunted, bucking his hips back and forth.  
 
    “UNK!” Ophelia cried out as the young man fucked her face. He was gripping the back of her head so hard Jabrail didn’t know if she could pull back if she wanted to, but then Tommy let her go and she pulled off him, practically shouting, “Yessss, fuck my face, use me, fuck my fucking mouth, Tommy.” 
 
    Tommy’s grunt was more like a roar. He grabbed her face with both hands and drilled her mouth with his humongous dick. She took it, crying out around him every time she could draw a breath through her mouth, but more often than not incapable of anything more than, “Urgh! Urgh! Urk!” 
 
    Her hand came off Jabrail and he couldn’t blame her. The big man was moving as if possessed, fucking their coach’s face as hard as Jabrail railed pussy. She jacked him with both hands, her fingers whipping up and down his length as she took him as deep as she could. How the hell the big man was going to fuck her, Jabrail had no idea. And she really thought she might be able to take him up her ass? Goddamn. 
 
    One of her hands dropped and slid under her pussy and she bounced on it through her clothes, brushing her pussy and her clit as fast as she was jacking Tommy. She was getting off on this, being used, having her mouth utterly fucking destroyed.  Coach came hard, her whole body jolting like someone goosed her ass in class. She finally pulled off Tommy and screamed, “Oh, FUCK!” and writhed right there in front of them, nearly sliding backwards into the foot well, and only caught by Jabrail. 
 
    Without pausing or any delay, she was back on Tommy, dropping to her knees on the glossy wood floor. “I’m close,” Tommy said, and it only spurred Coach Harper on harder. She tossed back her hair and devoured him again. This time, it was her fucking him with her mouth, bobbing back and forth, rocking on her knees. 
 
    Jabrail grunted, “Take it, Ms. Harper, take his come.” 
 
    Tommy grabbed her shoulder. “Coach… Coach!” 
 
    She pulled back to his tip as he started coming. She drank him down, her throat working as she stared up at him, making “glug glug glug” sounds, jerking his cock through it all. It was too much, even for her, and she had to come off him, eyes closing, taking the last two shots across her cheek and into her blonde hair. 
 
    Jabrail grabbed the cushions and dropped them on the floor in a row while she coughed and recovered. When she had a moment, he knelt and pushed her down onto the cushions. She spread her legs for him, and Jabrail almost did it, almost fucked her right then and there. But he remembered her words – no sex today – and though they both might have wanted it, he held back, gritting his teeth and reaching for her panties. He tore them away and tossed them at Tommy, who had collapsed onto the first row of bleachers, panting hard. 
 
    Coach Harper stared up at Jabrail, her breasts rising and falling as the student grabbed her legs and hooked them upward. She still thought he was going to try and fuck her, and she spread herself wide for him. With her legs in the air, Jabrail knelt between them and brought them over his shoulders. She finally understood and propped herself on her shoulders and neck, ass high off the cushions as Jabrail devoured her cunt. 
 
    His teacher’s cunt. 
 
    His tongue slid between her lips. Coach Harper’s feet kicked against his back. Her mouth fell open as her body went wild for him. Her left hand tried to touch anything and everything across her stomach, her breasts, her hips. Her other hand raked at her own face before she drove three fingers into her mouth and sucked them with the same intensity and fervor as her blowjob. The sight made the blood roar in Jabrail’s ears, his own need to come taking a backseat to her pleasure. 
 
    He ate her out with animalistic need, skill and practice forgotten, his mouth taking everything it possibly could from her pussy. Ms. Harper didn’t seem to care a bit, the way she thrashed and thrust up at him the best she could from that position. Jabrail barely noticed big Tommy standing beside them both until his teammate gripped his shoulder. 
 
    “How do I help?” Tommy asked. 
 
    Jabrail growled, “Get the lube.” 
 
    He dropped Coach Harper’s legs and let her fall away from him onto the cushions. She kept driving upwards with her hips even when he wasn’t there, still sucking on her fingers, her body locked in the aftermath of her orgasms. She dropped a hand to her pussy and played with herself, moaning around her lips as Tommy grabbed the bottle from the bleachers.  
 
    Jabrail loomed over Coach Harper and gripped her chin with two fingers. He twisted her face towards him, and said, “On your knees, Coach.” 
 
    “Jabrail,” she moaned. She was nearly gone, but still with it enough that she twisted around onto her knees, her arms crossed beneath her chin. She thrust her ass high and both students took a moment to stare at it and her pussy lips on full display. 
 
    “Goddamn,” Jabrail breathed. He shook his head as if waking up, and said to Tommy, “You ever fingered a woman before?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Okay. You take care of her pussy. I’m going to take care of her ass.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Coach Harper moaned. 
 
    Jabrail wouldn’t have assumed Tommy had been with anyone, but he was surprised at the other student’s skill when he got his hands on Ms. Harper’s backside. His fingers were so long it was like watching him palm basketballs. Tommy dropped to his knees and gave their teacher a long lick before sliding two fingers deep into her pussy. Not hard, not reckless, not even approaching Jabrail’s out of control tongue. He was smooth and collected, frowning in concentration. 
 
    “Ohhh, Tommy, that feels so good,” Coach Harper cooed. “Those… big fingers almost… feel like a cock. Put another one inside me.” 
 
    Tommy did, and Jabrail watched, the lube almost forgotten about. But he caught himself and drizzled some into his hand. Their blonde coach tensed when his coated fingertips brushed her bleached bud. This wasn’t Jabrail’s first time with a woman’s ass, and he silently thanked a college girl he hooked up with over Christmas break for showing him the ropes. That felt like a warmup. This felt like the final exam. 
 
    He slid his middle finger inside Coach Harper’s athletic ass. She tensed up and wailed, “Ohhhh, fuck! Get those fingers in my ass and my pussy!” 
 
    Tommy’s control broke and he said, “Shit, oh shit, this is crazy.” 
 
    Ignoring him, Jabrail said, “You like that, Coach?” 
 
    “Fuuuu-uuuu-uck!” Ms. Harper cried out. 
 
    She bounced back to meet their thrusting fingers. Kneeling on either side of her, Jabrail and Tommy kept no rhythm but they didn’t have to. Ophelia was going to come in minutes just from what they were doing. Their free hands roamed her body, her ass, her tits, her legs. She could do nothing but ride it out, thrusting her ass up and back, her head nearly buried in the cushions. The way her blonde hair spilled all around her excited Jabrail, and he eventually used some of the massage oil on his own cock. 
 
    Tommy took some too, and they both stroked themselves as they fingered their coach. Ms. Harper quivered, then started to shake so hard it was like she was experiencing an earthquake. Her breath caught, and then she nearly screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming, I’m com-ing!” 
 
    She did, and her legs could support her no more. She collapsed, and Jabrail shook his head at Tommy. Their fingers slid free of her as she twisted around onto her side, panting for air, her eyes fluttering. Both men knelt above her, jerking their cocks until her eyes regained focus. She sat up, and though she was clearly still dazed, she was with it enough to get on her knees again, facing them. 
 
    Her hands reached out and grasped their cocks. “On me, boys, or in my mouth, I don’t care,” she croaked. “Come in me, come on me, paint me or make me drink it, that’s it, that’s it, look at these beautiful fucking cocks, oh God, you made me come so hard…” 
 
    Jabrail had never come that first time and his orgasm was fast and forceful. “Coach…” he grunted. She darted for his cock and stuffed it down her mouth. He grabbed her head and plunged once, twice, and he pulled back to her lips. “Close your eyes,” he said, and she did as he painted her mouth, her cheeks, her forehead with streak after streak of come.  
 
    She swiped at the come around her eyes and cracked them open again, staring up at Tommy as she wrapped both hands around his dick again. Her hip brushed the massage oil and she looked down at it, then back up at Tommy. With a grin, she grabbed it up, pulled back, and coated her tits in the edible oil.  
 
    “Fuck my tits, Tommy, fuck my boobs like they’re my pussy.” 
 
    She guided his cock to the valley of her cleavage and squeezed her lubed-up tits around him. Tommy gaped at her, then began to thrust with the same maniacal pace as he’d fucked her face earlier, unable to contain himself. She wrapped those big tits around him and bounced up and down, making his fat tip hit her chin each time. 
 
    “Coach!” Tommy grunted. She closed her eyes again and pulled away just far enough she could aim Tommy’s cock at her chest. He came, not quite so hard as the first time, but still far more than most porn stars could ever hope for. She dripped the two of them, mewling and cooing throughout it, wordless sounds nearly as hot as the experience itself. 
 
    The moment deflated, and Tommy crashed down onto one of the bleachers, panting and swiping away a sheen of sweat on his forehead. Jabrail had enough presence of mind and wind to hurry towards the locker room to collect some paper towels. He was just coming out when his leg threatened to buckle, the muscle groaning. The pain wasn’t severe, not enough to stop him, but he definitely tweaked something. Worse, Coach Harper saw. 
 
    “You all right?” she asked, standing up. 
 
    “It’s okay. I think I just used some muscles I haven’t in a while.” 
 
    “Sit. Please.” 
 
    “Let me take care of you.” 
 
    “I insist, Jabrail.” 
 
    He handed over the paper towels, and she tended to herself while he sat bare-assed on the bleacher beside Tommy, grimacing and rubbing his leg.  
 
    All the while, Coach Harper kept sneaking worried glances at him. He finally had enough and stood, grabbing the water and helping her clean up the bleachers and the flooring. She stopped him with a hand on his arm, and he said all too brusquely, “I’m fine. I’m really fine.” 
 
    But he wasn’t, and he had the sinking feeling she knew it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ophelia expected hot and debauched, and Jabrail and Tommy delivered. What she wasn’t expecting was a knot in her stomach so large she thought she might faint. She walked them out to their cars, accepted a pair of kisses to her cheeks, and watched them go before walking, then running back into the school and to her office off the gym. 
 
    “No,” she muttered, “no, no, no, no, he’s smarter than that, he wouldn’t do that, no…” 
 
    Her filing cabinet had folders on every student, with lists of allergies and necessary precautions for their health, as well as any doctor’s notes or that sort of thing. Jabrail was a model student, and his folder was sparse. Right in front was the doctor’s note he provided her. The letterhead was spot-on, the paper material right. It looked, on the surface, okay. 
 
    But she pulled another student’s file, one that had missed a week due to illness, and held his doctor’s note up to Jabrail’s. The forgery was good. So amazing, actually, she picked up her office phone and called the clinic to leave a voicemail, because she couldn’t be certain without checking. It would take some time before they could get back to her. 
 
    But in her heart, Ophelia knew she’d been duped.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Just after the lunch bell sent their students scrambling on Monday, Anna met Lucy in the hall. They talked with students for a moment before Jason and Ken approached from opposite directions. 
 
    Bull approached too, looking good that day in blue jeans, a button-down, and a tan sport coat. “Crap,” Anna muttered under her breath. 
 
    “I heard about our delinquent,” Bull said, slapping Ken on the back. Ken shrunk about a foot and his shoulders hunched as he glared daggers at Jason. “We having a meeting about that?” 
 
    “Bull,” Anna said. “Lucy and I have this.” 
 
    She hated how expressive Bull’s face could be, because in that moment, he flinched like she struck him. “Is it anything I can help you deal with? I know some areas around town that could use someone picking up some garbage. Think my guy Ken could get a good ten hours doing that.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to you later about it,” Anna said. 
 
    “Oh,” Bull said. He stuck his hands in his sport coat’s pockets and spread the lapels wide. “Okay. Uh. Sure. Later then.” 
 
    He started to walk away. Anna stared after him, then turned and said to her students, “Go inside and sit down. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    They did, and she hurried after Bull. With her guts twisting in every direction, she couldn’t help herself. When she grabbed his arm and he turned, she leaned up to plant a soft kiss on the corner of his lips. Surprised, he didn’t return it, not at first, but before her lips could escape his, he kissed her back, a quicker thing. 
 
    “Tonight,” Anna said. “I’ll tell you everything tonight, good or bad or… however you might see me afterward.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    “A lot,” she said. “And you… you won’t think very highly of me for it. But I need to take care of them first. My place. Right after school.” 
 
    He studied her, and finally nodded. “Okay. Yeah. Your place. I’ll bring dinner.” She started to turn away, but this time, Bull was the one to grab her arm. “Hey. There’s nothing that would make me care for you any less, Anna.” 
 
    “There is, though. Two things.” She drew a breath. “Tonight.” 
 
    She walked back to her classroom. Lucy was seated on her desk. Both guys were none too subtle in trying to look up her short dress, and she in turn wasn’t exactly keeping those thighs pressed together. Anna smiled and sniffed. Some things never changed. 
 
    She shut the door behind her and locked it. Ken started to say something, but Anna said kindly, “Zip it.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “Zip. It. You’re not quitting the Errant Page program, and Jason, you’re not sacrificing the hard work you’ve put in.” 
 
    “Did you know Jason tried to give up his hours so you could go to Washington?” Lucy asked. 
 
    “He did?” Ken asked, then looked at his friend. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jason said. 
 
    Ken thought about that, and shook his head. “It doesn’t change anything. You still want to have sex with my mom.” 
 
    “What was that?” Lucy asked. 
 
    With more heat, Ken said, “My mom. They like each other. Like like. Like enough to make out in my backyard, like like.” 
 
    Jason hung his head. “She’s really, really, really hot.” 
 
    “Jason!” Lucy exclaimed. “How could you do that to your best friend?” 
 
    Jason sighed and dug out his phone. He tapped away on it and held it out. Lucy and Anna came forward to look at the picture on the screen of a smiling woman with long black hair and a plunging neckline. “Wow,” Anna said, blinking. “Ken. Your mom really is hot.” 
 
    “See?” Jason said. 
 
    “I see a ring on that finger, Jason,” Lucy said. “Really, how could you?” 
 
    “They’re getting a divorce,” Ken said. “They’ve been separated for a year, but Dad is kinda dragging it out. He cheated on her, and then she cheated on him with his boss and three of his coworkers.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Jason said. “Really? You never told me that.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Ken said. “Mom’s a freak.” 
 
    Jason’s face quirked in a dozen different ways. Anna had no idea what that was about, so she stepped in and said, “Um, regardless…” She was distracted by Lucy tapping on the phone. Was she sending herself that picture? Anna wanted to rub her nose so badly. “Regardless,” she started again, “we are sorting this out, however long it takes.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to sort out,” Jason said. “He can go to Washington and I’ll stay here. I won’t have sex with your mom, either.” 
 
    “Really?” Ken asked. “But you and her…” 
 
    “Yeah. We made out,” Jason said. “And I kinda… fooled around with her a little bit the other day too. After the golf thing.” 
 
    “You what?” Ken shouted. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I came over to talk to you and she, like, practically knocked me down.” 
 
    “Damn it, Mom!” Ken said. “Did you fuck her?” 
 
    “No! I got out of there. I guess I picked being friends with you and not sleeping with her.” 
 
    “What did she say?” 
 
    “She’s mad, but I guess it makes sense. I told her I’d give up having sex with anyone else if I could have one night with her and I really meant it. She’s amazing. Like, she’s really, really just stupid hot, but it’s more than that. She smiles at me and it’s like… I want to do more than just sleep with her.” 
 
    “Like… date her?” Ken asked. 
 
    Jason slumped further in his seat and mumbled, “I don’t know. Maybe. She said she was excited I was going to stay here in town and maybe… maybe… but that doesn’t matter now, I guess.” 
 
    Ken was quiet a minute, then said, “Shit.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt you. But… I don’t know. I don’t want to hurt her either.” 
 
    Ken looked up at their teachers. “Can I make up the hours?” 
 
    “Most of them before we fly out. But not all of them,” Anna said. 
 
    “Aw man,” Ken said, slumping back in his chair. 
 
    “But,” Lucy said, and Anna nodded at her. “You could do it if you had a partner. If you two both work the hours together, without fighting or causing a scene, we’ll let you go.” 
 
    “You serious?” Jason asked, jumping up. “That’s awesome!” 
 
    “Yeah,” Ken said, and sighed. “Awesome.” He looked up at Jason and scowled. “I’m still pissed at you.” 
 
    “That’s okay. You still get to go, and we both still get to fuck Ms. Marie and Ms. Fox,” Jason said. 
 
    “Jesus, keep it down,” Anna said. 
 
    “And you still have your grades to worry-” Lucy started, but Ken and Jason were already rushing out of there, Jason telling Ken how cool the food bank work was. Ken looked like he still might murder his friend, but he went along with it. That was good enough for Anna. 
 
    They followed the guys out, then went back into the classroom. “That’s one problem solved,” Anna said. “I think.” 
 
    “They’ll do it,” Lucy said. “So… what did you say to Bull?” 
 
    “We’re going to have dinner tonight. And I’m going to tell him.” Anna tried to smile, but broke into tears instead. Lucy came around the desk and hugged her tight. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jabrail had a big stupid grin on his face all day, and he was sure Tommy did too. They passed each other in the hallway once, and Jabrail said under his breath, “Holy shit.” Tommy echoed him, and they slapped hands. 
 
    But when he came out onto the field for track practice, Coach Harper didn’t look so happy as the two guys. She stood with the other coaches on the fringe of the field. They saw Jabrail coming and spoke a few more words together before Coach Harper turned and walked towards Jabrail. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
    “Hey, Coach,” he said, trying to smile. “You look, uh-” 
 
    “Jabrail, the other coaches and I have seen you limping. And after missing out on Saturday, we want you to go ahead and rest up this week.” 
 
    No. No no no. “I… I ‘ve got to practice. The college recruiters are going to start showing up and-” 
 
    “This isn’t a negotiation. You have no choice. I’m making the call and benching you.” 
 
    “Please,” Jabrail said, his voice faint, his emotions numbing. “College… it’s… it’s everything to, to… to me, and my parents, they can’t, they’ve been working too damn hard and I need a scholarship, please, goddamn it, Coach!” 
 
    She looked down at his feet, then back up at him, eyes blazing. “If I find out you did it, if you forged that doctor’s note, I will have never been so disappointed in anyone as I am you. I won’t care if you tell the world what we did yesterday. I won’t care that it’ll mean your parents would have cause to sue the everloving shit out of me. I would care because you meant everything to this team, to people like Tommy. And you chose to fuck that up. If you forged that signature. So did you?” 
 
    Jabrail didn’t answer that. He couldn’t. It was over. Instead, he said softly, “I’d never talk about what happened between us. Tommy either.” 
 
    He turned, and walked away. His sports career, his shot at college, they were over. So why did he feel like hurting Coach Harper was a thousand times worse? 
 
    * * * 
 
    Anna thought about changing when she got home, but instead, she found herself in an armchair, staring out the window, her heart beating so fast she thought she might have something wrong inside her. She didn’t know how much time passed like that, her mind a blank, but she only snapped out of it when Bull pulled up and parked in her driveway. 
 
    He stepped out with bags of food in hand. “Oh Bull,” Anna whispered as he walked up to the front door. Only then did she notice how badly her neck hurt from staring at the window. “Ow ow ow ow.” Bull knocked, and she called, “It’s open.” 
 
    He entered. “Hey! Hope shrimp tacos sound as good to you as they do me. I got some salad stuff too.” 
 
    “That’s perfect,” Anna said. She followed him into the kitchen and helped him with the bags. When she did, she tweaked her neck again. 
 
    “You all right?” 
 
    “It’s my neck. I was looking out the window at a weird angle, and I guess I sat like that too long.” 
 
    “Here, sit down, let me give you a massage.” 
 
    “Bull…” 
 
    “That’s all it’ll be. Promise.” 
 
    “No, I… I should really…” 
 
    “Come on, sit.” 
 
    She came to him and pressed her head into his chest. Surprised, he wrapped his arms around her. “Hey. What is it? What did you need to tell me?” 
 
    She couldn’t speak for a minute, but finally said against the wonderful fullness of him, “I made a porno.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, chuckling. 
 
    “I really did. And it’s with someone famous.” She pulled back and wiped at her eyes. “I’m under so many NDAs I shouldn’t be telling you about this, but I’m going to anyways.” 
 
    She told him about the senator and the porn tape. He listened, fascinated. 
 
    “I wondered where you got your money but I never would have asked.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, that’s… that’s a story, but it’s nothing I’m mad at you about. Him, I’d probably punch for taking advantage of you, but you… that’s not anything too crazy, Anna.” 
 
    “That’s only the first thing I need to tell you about,” she said, and molded herself to him again, probably for the last time, she thought. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “This is so fucked up. If you’re going to get mad at somebody, you swear to me it’s going to be me, not any of the others in the Boob Crew.” 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Swear to me you won’t go after them for this, Bull. I mean it, or I won’t tell you a thing.” 
 
    “All right, I swear. What’s the matter?” 
 
    She went to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of wine for herself and a beer for him. They took chairs at the kitchen table, the food forgotten about. 
 
    “You remember last year when you and Lucy were the chaperones for the Homecoming dance?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Ned Mussett, him grabbing Lucy’s ass? That was her idea.” 
 
    “Yeah, I kinda figured,” Bull said. “I think everybody did. That kid was terrified of girls. Good guy, but no way he would have done that on his own.” 
 
    “Right. Well, you remember the detention sessions when she pulled him away from basketball?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Anna looked away from him despite the pain in her neck. “I shouldn’t… this is crazy. I can’t believe I’m telling you this.” 
 
    “You can tell me anything, Anna. I mean that and I’m getting tired of saying it.” 
 
    “I know.” She looked back at him. “It wasn’t just detention. She wasn’t just teaching him to clean up and have more confidence. She helped him, um, become a man.” 
 
    Bull showed no surprise, but took a moment to think about that. “She slept with him?” 
 
    “Yes. It was more complicated than that, but that’s the gist of it. And… she wasn’t the only one who messed around with students.” 
 
    “You?” 
 
    “No. Not yet. Not technically.” 
 
    “Not technically,” he said, his voice not showing much emotion. 
 
    “Candace did it too, with some of the seniors in her class. They were all eighteen, everyone we’ve done anything with is. We won’t do anything with anyone younger. This year, Ophelia…” 
 
    “Wait. The Jason Jennings thing?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s true. He was jerking off in the locker room and she was pissed enough about it to make him a deal. If he quit jacking off in there, she’d have sex with him twice. Once then, once at the end of the semester.” 
 
    “Goddamn.” 
 
    “And the crazy thing is, he’s apparently pretty good. Which… leads us to me. And Lucy. And Jason. And Ken.” 
 
    “You said you hadn’t technically done anything.” 
 
    “Yes. But have you noticed they’re a lot more motivated? We did that. It was Lucy’s idea at first, but I wasn’t going to let her do it alone. We’ve been giving them little rewards here and here. Showing them our boobs. Um… letting them tit-fuck us. And if they made it to Washington with all their hours put in and money raised,  we would sleep with them.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Bull said. 
 
    “Yes,” Anna said, and her voice had never sounded smaller. “It was never your fault, why I broke up with you. You are amazing. I wanted you. I still want you, so much. But I also want this. I want to sleep with some of my students, like Lucy and Candace were doing. So I broke up with you, and I thought I could never tell you why. I know it’s deeply, deeply wrong, and if you think you need to go to the parents, we’re ready to accept the consequences. But we’re not doing this against their will. We’re not taking advantage of anyone underage. It’s stupid, silly fun.” 
 
    Bullard thought about that. “The school board, if they found out, you’d never teach again.” 
 
    “Charity has that covered. Pedro promised her an assistant principal position and kept stringing her along for sex. She recorded it and some of the school board meetings where they talked very inappropriately about the students and teachers. She’s in charge now.” 
 
    He nodded, still thinking. “I won’t go to the parents. But Jesus, Anna, they’re students.” 
 
    “I know. But they are eighteen.” 
 
    “That’s splitting hairs and you know it.” 
 
    “Yes. I guess it is.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know what to think.” He stood up. “I understand being attracted to them. You think I haven’t wanted some of those eighteen-year-olds that come through my classroom, you’d be crazy. Shit, Molly and Rebecca at that car wash, I was ready to blow. I get that. I might have even been okay with you and them. But what really pisses me off is that you thought you couldn’t tell me any of this. You let me suffer for a year, Anna.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “And when we were dating, you thought you needed to hide us. Like we were something horrible. That’s what I can’t take.” 
 
    Tears leaked down her cheeks. “It was never about you.” 
 
    “You made it about me.” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “Yes.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he muttered. “I loved you.” 
 
    She sobbed. “I’m sorry, I love you, I’m sorry…” 
 
    But her words fell on deaf ears. He walked out of there, and dropped her head onto her arms, wondering what the hell she just did. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Things went from bad to worse. 
 
    Jabrail came home that Friday to a familiar car parked next to his parents. His mom and dad should not have been off so early, and Jabrail knew with sickening dread why they would be, especially with Coach Harper there. 
 
    He walked into a nearly silent house. His parents sat at the kitchen table along with Coach. His sisters were nowhere in sight, but Griz was seated next to Ms. Harper, the only one of the group who seemed happy. Jabrail saw the tears glistening on his mother’s cheeks and his heart cracked. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I… I…” 
 
    “Jabrail, goddamn it,” his father said, his voice nearly as faint as his son’s. Then, louder, much louder, “What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    Jabrail opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Coach Harper stood, and said in a quiet, humbled voice he never heard the likes from her before, “Thank you for listening to me. Again, I am horrified at my mistake. It’ll never happen with another athlete again.” 
 
    “I hope not, for your sake and the school’s,” Coby snapped. 
 
    “Dad, it wasn’t her fault,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “It was, though. Your father is right.,” Coach Harper said. 
 
    “No, I’m the one that tricked you.” 
 
    “It was still my responsibility to check on this. I failed and you could have been seriously hurt because of it. I can’t have you on the team anymore, Jabrail. I’m sorry. Your health isn’t worth it.” She collected her purse, scratched Griz’s back one more time, gave Jabrail’s parents a terse nod, and walked out of there, not meeting her student’s eyes as she passed. 
 
    On the table was the forged doctor’s note. Jabrail tried to hug his mother, but she didn’t respond except to brush at her tears. 
 
    “Why did you do something like this?” she asked. “You told us you were managing the team. Why would you lie to us?” 
 
    That stung. Jabrail slumped into the chair Coach Harper had been occupying. “I know why you’ve both been working so much,” he said. 
 
    His parents looked at each other, confused. “What does that have to do with this?” Coby asked. 
 
    “Me, going to college. I screwed things up with the recruiters when I got hurt, so I thought I had one more chance on the track team to get a good scholarship so you didn’t have to worry so much about me.” 
 
    His parents’ confusion only seemed to deepen. “What?” Coby asked. “You think we’re working harder because you didn’t get a scholarship?” 
 
    “Well… yeah,” Jabrail said. Now he was confused. “A couple weeks after I got out of the hospital, I heard you two talking about money and that things were going to be tight. And you said to Mom not to say a word to me about it.” 
 
    Lexa Rae stared at him, then her husband, and back to Jabrail. “What?” 
 
    “No, no, I remember that. Shit,” Coby said, and chuckled, though it was more of a baffled sound than out of any real joy. “You misunderstood. Badly.” 
 
    “I did?” Jabrail asked. 
 
    “Your mom and I aren’t working our asses off because of you. We’re doing it for us and your sisters. We’re going to buy a house. We’re tired of not being able to do anything to this place. Gardening or maintenance or… whatever, doesn’t matter. What you overheard was us talking about getting your car paid off first so we had one less thing to worry about.” 
 
    Jabrail tried to process that. “But…” 
 
    “You were looking at months of recovery time. We didn’t want you thinking you needed to get some part-time job or do some damn fool thing like, oh, risking a lifelong injury you don’t come back from by joining the goddamn track team.” 
 
    Lexa Rae put a hand on her husband’s arm as his voice threatened to rise. “And it ended up happening anyways. Is that why you haven’t applied to college, honey? Because of us?” 
 
    “I thought if I could get a track scholarship, it would put less pressure on you two.” 
 
    “You can get student loans. Interest is a bitch and it’s expensive, but you know this. They have work-and-learn programs. Jesus, Jabrail. You’re smarter than this,” Coby said. “You injure your leg again, you’re looking at a limp the rest of your life. A cane, maybe.” 
 
     “Why wouldn’t you come talk to us?” Lexa Rae said. 
 
    “I guess… I thought…  a house?” Jabrail asked. “For real?” 
 
    “Hang on,” Lexa Rae said. She got up and headed for their bedroom. A minute later she came back with a real estate book in her hands, open to a page near the middle featuring homes in Honeypot. “This is off the market now, but we saw this one and thought that’s doable. It was a very pretty house. It needed some work, but we could do it ourselves without asking for permission or waiting a month.” 
 
    Jabrail knew that house, and it was a pretty nice place on a good bit of property. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I feel like such an idiot, but I thought I was doing the right thing.” 
 
    “By forging your signature and pretending to be a doctor?” Lexa Rae said, and smacked his arm. “That’s the kind of stupid thing that could land you in prison. Not jail. Prison.” 
 
    “Doing the right thing I don’t think has ever involved lying to your coaches and your parents,” Coby said. “You’re eighteen, and I can’t make a grounding stick, but if you’re not at school, your ass is home. I expect you to be a man and honor that. I’m already disappointed enough.” 
 
    “I will,” Jabrail said. 
 
    “No more track, and you take it easy on the exercise until Doc says. That’s also on you. You can choose to make smart decisions or dumb decisions, Jabrail. I thought you knew to make the smart ones, so don’t prove us wrong again. And if you want to go to college, then I want to see those applications on this table by next week. You’ll be lucky to get in this fall, but maybe next spring.” 
 
    “And if you really want to help us out, then help us out,” his mother said. “Help me make dinner. Help with the dishes. Give your sisters rides.” 
 
    “I can do that,” Jabrail said. “About Coach Harper, she really didn’t know about any of this. It’s not her fault, so please, don’t take it to the principal or something like that.” 
 
    “If she’d done her damn job, none of this would have been an issue,” Coby said. “In my eyes, both of you are responsible.” 
 
    “She knew I was an athlete most my life. How would she know I’d be dumb enough to do something like this?” 
 
    “Your words, not mine,” Coby said. 
 
    “Honey,” Lexa Rae said. 
 
    Coby held up his hands. “All right. We won’t go after her for this. You’re right. She shouldn’t have had any reason not to trust you. Like us.” 
 
    They were silent a minute. Jabrail slid the real estate guide over to himself. “A new house. You could finally have your own garden.” 
 
    “That’s half the reason we’re doing it,” Lexa Rae said. 
 
    Still looking irritated, Coby said, “Well… maybe we ought to show him the one we’re looking at now. Pick up the girls, get some fast food, make a night of it. Probably time we tell them too, so they can prepare for it.” 
 
    “They’re not going to be happy moving away from Nina. When do you think you can afford it?” Jabrail asked, standing up when they did. 
 
    “Probably June at the earliest, but we don’t want to rush it. So when we find the right place,” Coby said. He surprised Jabrail by coming around the table and hugging him fiercely. “Don’t do something dumb like that again. We love you and we don’t ever want to see you hurt for sports.” 
 
    “I thought maybe you were disappointed in me. Missing the football season. I thought track might be a way to make you proud.” 
 
    “Ah, shit, Jabrail. I was disappointed in you for cussing that boy up and down. That’s not you. But the way you coached him at that game, that showed me something. Of course I’m proud of you. When you’re not acting like a dumbass.” 
 
    Jabrail laughed. “Yeah. I got that one coming.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was hard to sit out the last track meet before divisionals. He missed his teammates. He hated that he let Coach Harper down. 
 
    He took some time that morning going for a walk with Griz. Much as he might want to run, he didn’t, and tried to enjoy the stillness of the day. Not much was stirring that Saturday save the birds in the trees and a few joyful dogs woofing. Jabrail stopped by the restaurant where his dad worked, to show him he wasn’t with the team. By that point, Griz was worn out, so they walked home even slower. 
 
    He started his college applications that day, though the thought of taking on that much debt was intimidating. But he did want to go to college, and while his grades might not be the best, they weren’t so bad that he would get turned down. Just had to keep working his ass off, he supposed. 
 
    His phone rang halfway through an application to State. It was Samantha. He answered. “How’s it going?” 
 
    She sighed. “Bad. The jumpers are all over the place. The throwers… I don’t know, the girls will do okay, but the guys aren’t there today.” 
 
    “Oh shit. Tommy?” 
 
    “Scratched two discus throws trying to spin. He did his third without it. Fifty feet.” 
 
    “Shit. Shot put? Javelin?” 
 
    “He just finished javelin. His throws were about half what he was doing last week. He has no spirit. You were the reason he was trying.” 
 
    “Me and Coach.” 
 
    “No. He looks up to you. I think if you told him to run the mile, he’d try.” 
 
    “Ah, damn it,” Jabrail said, sitting back. 
 
    “Why aren’t you here? Did you get hurt again?” 
 
    “I fucked up. The doctors never gave me the go-ahead to join the team. Coach Harper… I gave her a faked note. She found out this week it wasn’t real.” 
 
    Silence, then, “Oh no.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “That’s… the whole team was relying on you.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry. But my leg has been twinging. If I ran again-” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean. You were like another coach. Tommy, the throwers, everyone, they looked up to you.” 
 
    “I know,” Jabrail said, more exasperated this time. 
 
    “Do you? Because if we compete like this next week in divisionals, we’re done. A few of us will go to state but that’s it. Tommy had a real shot at placing in javelin.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, okay?” Jabrail said. “I didn’t mean for anyone to get hurt like this. I just wanted to run and now it’s all gone to shit.” 
 
    “Yeah. It has. I’ll see you, Jabrail.” 
 
    “Samantha-” 
 
    But she was gone. It wasn’t even her that Jabrail felt guilty about. He knew what they had was pretty short-term, even if it was a lot of fun. He felt the worst for Tommy, even as he knew he could do nothing to help his friend. 
 
    His friend. 
 
    Jabrail balled up his fist, and hit the table. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    It was time. The students lined up and boarded the senior bus that would take them to the airport, and then it was on to Washington, D.C. Lucy was just as excited as the students, bouncing on her feet and unaware she was drawing just about every guy’s eye with her particularly delightful jiggle.  
 
    Anna checked names against a list, though it wasn’t really necessary, since it wasn’t a huge group that would be going and she had everyone memorized the first week. Parents asked her last-minute questions, making sure their darling hatchlings would be well-protected against the evils of the world. Gideon Criss’s mother was, as expected, the worst of the bunch. Yes, Anna was aware of his allergies, but wouldn’t be responsible for his meals the entire trip. He would need to make sure to take his own precautions, as they’d talked about three separate times. No, he would not be going “out on the water,” since they would be touring the nation’s capital, not boating around the East Coast. Yes, there would be a head count every night. 
 
    It was old ground. There was always one mother like that every year, someone so protective of their child they didn’t realize they were smothering them with a maternal pillow. Gideon was a smart young man, and while it was very true he had some worrying health problems, he was perfectly capable of staying with the group and handling himself on their free day. 
 
    Anna fielded Mrs. Criss’s concerns, saw her off, and returned Gideon’s commiserative smile. “Sorry about her,” Gideon said. 
 
    “Don’t be. She’s just looking out for you. It’s understandable.” 
 
    “It’s criminally insane,” Gideon said, and Anna couldn’t help a laugh. 
 
    Jason and Ken were among the last to show up, though with five minutes to spare, it wasn’t like they were late. Jason’s mother Melinda, who bore an odd resemblance to a bowling ball, hung around just long enough for her son to free his suitcase from the backseat. She was the only parent to not speak to the chaperones, and maybe it was her imagination, but Anna swore she heard Melinda shout, “Free!” as she sped out of the parking lot, off a curb, and out into the street, hardly slowing. 
 
    “Hey, Ms. Marie,” Jason said. His tone was cheerful, but right at that moment, Ken and his mother pulled into the parking lot, and his face sagged. 
 
    “Things still not a hundred percent?” Anna asked. 
 
    Jason scuffed his shoe in the dirt. “It’s going okay with Ken. But his mom is really pissed at me. Well… kinda pissed, I guess. It’s confusing. She sent me some sexts and a couple nudes and a video of her playing with her pussy and telling me how I was missing out. God, I just want to fuck her so bad but I can’t.” 
 
    Anna nearly choked. “She sent you…” 
 
    “Nudes and sexts and a video. Yeah.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Anna said. She hated herself for trying to think how to convince the young man to send them to her, but valiantly fought her pervier urgers down as Alana Crane approached. Hers was a severe beauty, but good God, she’d fit right in with the Boob Crew. The thought of her and equally severe Ophelia pushing her down on her bed and taking her was an immediate and especially enticing fantasy. 
 
    Mrs. Crane made some small talk, just a quick hello, good luck with my son, hope you don’t need to throw him out the airplane door a mile above the ground. Ken endured it all with burning cheeks, but the torture was soon over. Mrs. Crane gave him a hug and turned to Jason. The light in her eyes changed, a look not all that different from the way Candace lit up when anyone mentioned sex.  
 
    “I’m counting on you two to get along,” she said. “And when you get back, I want to see you two act like best friends again. No more fighting.” 
 
    She gave her son a peck on the cheek. Jason went in for one too, grinning, but saw his friend’s expression and pulled back hastily. Mrs. Crane said to Anna “Good luck with them. If it all goes well, maybe we’ll have to get a drink sometime and tell stories.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Talk then.” 
 
    Anna and Jason both watched Mrs. Crane walk away, swishing her butt just enough to make sure their attention never wavered. She looked over her shoulder at the pair and gave them a coquettish wave with her fingers, then slid into her car. 
 
    “Oh, great, now my teacher wants to sleep with my mom too,” Ken groused. 
 
    “I am completely incapable of lying about that,” Anna said, and shook herself. 
 
    Ken stormed towards the bus, jerking his luggage along behind him. “Aw, man, I already pissed him off,” Jason said. 
 
    They were the last to board. Lucy, near the front, looked between Jason and Ken, clearly thinking. She said brightly, “Ken, up here with me. Jason, I’ll want to speak to you too eventually.” To Anna, Lucy added, “Don’t worry. I have this.” 
 
    Anna wasn’t sure what Lucy had planned, but the other woman hadn’t failed her so far, so she left things in Lucy’s capable hands – more literally than she realized. As the bus started forward, Anna spoke to the other seniors in the last rows of the bus, going over the itinerary for the flight and making sure they all knew what they could and couldn’t take through security. The warning was almost utterly pointless. There was always some dumbass student who tried to bring something through, accidentally or on purpose. It never failed. 
 
    The students weren’t in any mood to listen to rules, so Anna gave up and plopped down in her seat across from Jason. Bullard, halfway up the bus, looked back at Anna, then out the window again, his expression unreadable. They hadn’t talked much more than a few words since he walked out of her house. Her heart hurt from that. She missed Bull, now more than ever.  
 
    Up front, whatever Lucy was talking to Ken about sure seemed intense. The two were looking right at each other, Ken listening without a word, Lucy talking quietly. The blonde English teacher seemed to be fidgeting, the way her shoulder kept moving. 
 
    Anna watched, wondering what they were talking about. As much as the drama with Bull hurt, she was seriously looking forward to that night. Everything was all set at the hotel for a night of debauchery with Ken and Jason, and if the two proved themselves capable, Anna and Lucy might sneak them away more than once. 
 
    “Ms. Marie,” Jason said. His voice was soft, and he was now seated on the edge of the aisle, leaning in towards their teacher. 
 
    She glanced at him, al too aware how turned on she was thinking about the two students spearing her and Lucy. “Hm?” 
 
    “Are they…?” 
 
    Anna didn’t get it at first. Then she looked up towards Lucy and Ken again. She still didn’t figure it out, not for a few long seconds, but the rhythm of Lucy’s arm soon made her want to gasp. 
 
    “I think they are,” she said wonderingly. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Jason said. 
 
    Holy shit, indeed. In another two minutes, Lucy’s arm stilled and Ken rocked. He was coming, she thought. Lucy, casual as you please, brought her hand up to her mouth as though she were yawning. She was nearly perfectly discreet, and if Anna didn’t know what she was doing, she would have never guessed her friend was licking her hand free of come. 
 
    Ken got to his feet and started towards the back, a dumbfounded grin on his face. “Jason,” Lucy called. “Up here. I need to talk to you.” 
 
    Jason bolted for the front of the bus, giving Ken a discreet low five on the way. Anna wanted to ask Ken what the two had discussed, but now the back of the bus was quiet enough that the other students might have overheard. Frustrated and more than a little turned on, Anna watched again as Lucy leaned in to talk to Jason. 
 
    Soon enough, that arm was bobbing up and down again. Lucy looked back over her shoulder, saw Anna staring, and grinned. 
 
    “You slut,” Anna mouthed, and Lucy’s grin widened. 
 
    A few minutes later, Jason stiffened too, and Lucy again brought her hand up to her mouth to lick up another treat. Anna didn’t know whether to laugh or be jealous, but she settled for awed instead when Jason came back to sit next to Ken and the two hugged and bumped fists. 
 
    What the hell magic had Lucy just done? 
 
    They arrived at the airport without further fanfare or fun, and the three chaperones guided everyone off the bus before Bull did a quick sweep of the vehicle, making sure no one left anything important behind. Herding a group of excited seniors was marginally easier than herding cats, but not by much. But they managed to check in their luggage and get through security with a minimal amount of hassle, with one exception, as there always was. Tamina Kelly tried to bring a bottle of moisturizing cream onto the plane, well exceeding the bottle size limit, and threw a fit. 
 
    “It’s just facial cream,” she said. “It’s not like some deadly weapon.” 
 
    “I understand that,” Anna said, trying to hold onto her last vestiges of patience with the young woman. “But as I explained in class this last week and on the bus and as the paperwork you were given told you, you can’t bring that on board a plane.” 
 
    “But it’s just facial cream!” Tamina repeated. 
 
    Lord help the human race. 
 
    Finally, though, the group got to their gate with twenty minutes to spare. Definitely one of the better starts to one of these trips, and Anna breathed a sigh of relief while she and Lucy watched the students take seats, jostling each other and nearly shouting in their excitement. Jason and Ken looked like nothing had ever come between them, stealing glances at their two hot teachers and grinning slyly as they whispered to each other. 
 
    “All right,” Anna said out of the corner of her mouth. “What did you tell Jason and Ken that has them so excited? How did you get them to make up?” 
 
    “I told Ken that if he loved his mother and he was friends with Jason, he ought to want to see them be happy. He kind of agreed with that but said it still hurt, so I told him well, what if he had a chance to do us up the butt this week?” 
 
    Anna gaped at her, then started giggling. “Lucy!” 
 
    “Hey. It worked. And don’t tell me you wouldn’t have let them, because we both know you love it.” 
 
    It was true. Anna did love anal. Then again, so did Lucy. And Ophelia. And Charity. And Candace. Especially Candace. Then again, Candace liked it any way she could get it, and preferably from a train of horny eighteen-year-olds. 
 
    Anna couldn’t help it. She hugged Lucy. “You are wild, and wonderful, and the best thing to happen to our little group.” 
 
    “I love all of you so much,” Lucy said. “And all I want is to see all of you in the Boob Crew happy. Whatever that takes.” She turned back towards the students, and added softly, “Two down. Three to go.” 
 
    “Three?” Anna asked. But she wouldn’t get an answer, not for a while.  
 
    * * * 
 
    The teachers tried to create a triangle of sorts around the students, one teacher to every column of seats. Anna took the left rear, Bull the right rear, and Lucy sat near the middle of the plane. That way they had a good angle on most their students. 
 
    Or at least, that was the way it was supposed to work, right up to the point where they leveled out and people could move around. Lucy stood up and made her way back to ask one of the students to swap places. For about ten minutes, Lucy and Molly Hurstfield whispered to one another. More than once, Molly giggled, and Anna muttered to herself, “What are you doing, Lucy?” 
 
    Her friend got up again, and this time made her way to the right side of the plane, where Rebecca Short was seated. Anna couldn’t make out the pair, thanks to the awkward angle, but when Lucy stood up again, she looked pleased with herself. 
 
    The third time she moved, she glanced at Anna. Her smile turned more tentative. Anna smiled back, then nearly jumped out of her seat when Lucy played musical chairs one more time, this time ending up next to Bull. This conversation lasted most the rest of the flight, and all the while, Anna’s heart hammered in her chest. There was little doubt they were talking about her. She wished she could hear the conversation. She wished she could tell Lucy to let it go, to leave him be. Anna hurt Bull enough. 
 
    But the only way to fly was to jump first, and no one in the Boob Crew knew that better than Lucy.  
 
    The plane began its descent sometime shortly after Lucy returned to her seat. Once they checked into their hotel, that afternoon’s schedule would be centered around the National Mall, a nice way for the students to work off their excitement and energy. And for hours on end, that was Anna’s sole focus, keeping the young men and women entertained and informed. This was her element, her first great love, and she cast aside her drollness for a while to share her enthusiasm with the rich history and beauty of the area. Did the students care? Probably not. She never really entertained the idea that they wanted a weeklong trip with their classmates as an opportunity for learning. But it was, as always, wonderful to revisit her own love of politics and history. 
 
    It was a beautiful day for it too, flowers blooming everywhere, the greenery on full display, the city bustling with tourists and life. It could be a brutal place, but it was so achingly beautiful too, especially in the snapshot way they approached it through the Errant Page Program. Tomorrow would come the memorial sites and the Smithsonian, but for now, there was walking and laughing and education the likes of which Anna lived for. 
 
    It would have been a great day even if without the moments to come. 
 
    As the kids stopped for professional photos at the Reflecting Pool, Bull approached Anna on the fringe. “Can we talk?” he asked. 
 
    She smiled faintly at him. “Any time you like.” 
 
    They moved farther away, watching the students. Bull stood close, and when he took her hand, she sighed with pleasure. He squeezed, and she said softly, “So. Are we a we, then?” 
 
    “I’d like to be.” 
 
    “What did Lucy promise you?” 
 
    “Is that how she got Jason and Ken to get along?” 
 
    “Yes. They’re going to get to have some fun with our butts sometime this week.” 
 
    To her surprise, he laughed freely at that. “Now that’s going to be a sight. She told me something along the same lines. I could watch your fun, and join in if I wanted. And I guess she worked something out with Ophelia, Charity, and Candace, because she said if I gave you a second chance, I had free use of them any time I wanted.” He brought her hand to his lips. The students were watching and gave a rousing, “Oooooh!” Anna stuck out her tongue in their direction, and Lucy, standing near the photographer, beamed in their direction. 
 
    Bull said, “That’s not the part that got me, though. She also said love is acceptance. She told me you wanting some fun with the students, that doesn’t mean you don’t love me too. She asked if I loved you. I did. Do.” He turned to Anna, and she blinked away tears. “I need two things from you.” 
 
    “Anything,” she said, and meant it. 
 
    “First thing. Honesty. Communication. I don’t want to do secrets anymore with you, Anna.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “In that case, you should know, I’ve had nose work done.” 
 
    He laughed, and rubbed her shoulders. “Second. I’m going to want to marry you someday.” 
 
    She stared up at him. “I’d like that.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    The students were all paired up for rooms. The teachers went into each one, did a head count, and warned them to behave and that they would be doing roaming patrols all night long. A total bald-faced lie, but the students more or less bought it. 
 
    Once everyone was checked on, Lucy, Anna, and Bull stood in the hallway, looking at each other. “So you two and…” Bull said, nodding towards Ken and Jason’s room. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay with it?” Anna asked. 
 
    He pondered that. “Yeah. I am. Ain’t either of them that can compare to me.” He grabbed her ass and squeezed, and she laughed. 
 
    “You’re right there,” Anna said. 
 
    “Oh, by the way, Bull, I have a surprise for you too” Lucy said. She strolled down the hallway and knocked twice, then three times in quick succession on Molly and Rebecca’s door. The young women opened up and stepped out into the hallway, grinning ear-to-ear. They were dressed in teeny tiny athletic shorts and tight tops, and Bull’s eyes bulged. He might have said something if Lucy didn’t bring a finger to her lips. When her hand dropped, she cupped both the young women’s asses and guided them towards Anna and Lucy’s room at the end of the hallway, out of earshot of any of the student rooms. 
 
    Anna gaped after her until the door shut on all three of them. “I… I didn’t know about this.” 
 
    “Sweet Jesus,” Bull said. He glanced at Anna. “Uh. You… okay with this?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” she said. “Have fun tonight. I know I will.” 
 
    She leaned up and kissed him then, a fond kiss, a sweet kiss. He roped his arms around her and pulled her tight. “I love you,” he said. “This is crazy, but… I could get to like crazy.” 
 
    “I love you too, Bull.” 
 
    They walked together to the room. Inside, Lucy was finishing pulling tall blonde Rebecca’s panties off – with her teeth. Bull watched, stunned, as both young women, now completely naked, waved and blew him kisses. Lucy stood up as he came into the room, already going for the buttons on his shirt. 
 
    Anna tore herself away just long enough to run down the hall to Jason and Ken’s room. Ken answered on the first knock. Both guys were shirtless and ready to go, cocks forming tents in their shorts. They had been warned several times to remain quiet, and followed their teacher out into the hallway without a sound. Each guy laid a hand on her ass, squeezing and pinching it as they hurried back to the teachers’ room. 
 
    Inside, Bull stood at the base of one of the beds, his big black cock being tended to by the two eager eighteen-year-old women. They licked him from both sides, staring up at him. Ken and Jason froze just inside the room. Rebecca and Molly giggled at the sight of the guys, and Anna had to push them in so she could shut the door. 
 
    “We don’t have to, uh, do anything with you, do we, Mr. Jackson?” Ken asked. 
 
    Bull didn’t look away from the two students eagerly licking his cock. “Fuck no.” 
 
    “Sweet,” Jason said. 
 
    “Get undressed, you goobers,” Anna said, and pushed them forward. 
 
    They did, hurrying off shirts and shorts in a hurry. Anna went to Lucy, and the two kissed hungrily as Lucy’s deft fingers started on Anna’s blouse. 
 
    “Thank you for him. And this. And…everything,” Anna said. 
 
    Lucy cocked her head, smiling her impis smile. “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “Kiss again,” Jason breathed. 
 
    “I’m with him,” Bull said, staring at the pair. “Jesus.” 
 
    “Aw, are we not enough for you, Mr. Jackson?” Rebecca pouted.  
 
    “I’m enough for all four of you,” Bull said to her, and gripped her head to pull her to his big slick cock. “But I love that woman and I’m gonna want to watch her kiss Lucy. So suck me and let me have my show.” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Jackson,” Molly said, and she and Rebecca giggled again before Molly sucked him down. Though they might only be eighteen, clearly they knew how to handle a cock, because they sucked him down nearly to his root, an impressive feat. They took turns, their faces driving down on him, guided by his big hands. 
 
    Anna’s attention shifted back to her own mini-party when Lucy gripped her slacks and tugged them down. She realized she was down only to her bra and thong once she kicked out of the pants. Jason and Ken didn’t know what to look at, their sexy teacher in her underwear or the show going on between their classmates and Bull. 
 
    Jason was the first to move. While Anna helped Lucy out of her top and blouse, he came up behind Anna, rubbing his cock against her ass cheeks as he wrapped his arms around her and cupped her tits. There was a flash of jealousy on Bullard’s face, but his only comment was, “You two treat them good. You don’t, I’m liable to whip your asses.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Ken said, grinning. He squeezed Anna’s big tits and tugged down her bra none too gently. Good. She didn’t want it gentle. She wanted it hard that night. 
 
    Lucy’s skirt dropped to the floor and Ken was there, rushing in to kiss the blonde teacher and making her fall backwards on the bed in his eagerness. She laughed and scooted backwards up it, Ken following. He tried to slide up her body but Lucy stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. “Eat my pussy first and get me nice and wet for you,” she said sternly. 
 
    Ken grinned and dove in. Meanwhile, Jason slid a hand into Anna’s panties and cupped her pussy. Anna thought about him with Mrs. Crane and shivered. Oh fuck, but she had to see that sometime. For now though, her gaze drifted between Bull and Lucy. Bull gripped blonde Rebecca’s head as he fucked into her throat, his massive frame rocking back and forth every time. She took it, gagging on him with a gleeful look on her face. 
 
    As for Lucy, she played with her tits and sucked her fingers while she watched Ken eat her out. Her wet digits joined him, playing with her own clit while his tongue whipped through her depths. To his credit, it looked like he was doing a hell of a job. At some point that week Anna was going to have to find out for herself. 
 
    “Lick my pussy, stud, that’s it, lick your teacher’s pussy…” Lucy moaned. 
 
    “Fuck,” Jason grunted, his hard cock sliding against Anna’s ass with more urgency. She twisted and kissed him. His tongue slid against her lips, untamed, eager, and she accepted it, grinning. 
 
    His fingers slid up into her pussy and Anna ground back against him, moaning as she twisted her head back to the action. Lucy coiled one leg around Ken’s back, driving up at him as hard as she could with her hips. Both Molly and Rebecca now were running their lips up and down the sides of Bull’s cock, and his hands rested on both the backs of their heads. 
 
    “That’s it, that’s it,” Bull said. “Fuck, you two are good little cocksuckers, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Molly said, pulling back. 
 
    Bull pushed her back in the direction of his cock. “Did I say stop? Until I come down your throats you don’t move these lips or your tongues from my dick.” 
 
    Whatever his hesitation before about teachers and students was gone, and his dominance, as it always had, turned Anna the fuck on. She pulled Jason’s fingers from her pussy and yanked her panties down. Over her shoulder to him, she said, “Fuck me,” and bent over the side of the bed next to Lucy, her ass thrust back. 
 
    Jason wasted no time in hilting himself inside her. His thick cock hit her pussy and slid deep inside as he grasped her waist. Bull’s eyes narrowed at this but he seemed more incentivized than angry. “Change of plans,” he growled. “Get up.” 
 
    Rebecca and Molly both stood. Bull grabbed Molly by the waist and brought her to the unoccupied bed. He guided her onto her back, her feet nearly dangling off the edge.  “Stay there.” Then he went back to Rebecca and grabbed a palmful of her nice taut heart-shaped ass. “Fuck, this is wrong.” 
 
    But that didn’t stop Bull from bringing the blonde to the bed and laying her on top of her friend. The two began to kiss immediately, Molly giggling intermittently and Rebecca more straightlaced. Bull angled Rebecca up a little bit and pressed his big dick against her tight little pussy. 
 
    “Take it,” Anna cooed as Jason rocked her forward with another thrust. “Take all of Mr. Jackson’s big fucking dick now, slut.” 
 
    “Oh, ohhhhh!” Rebecca gasped as Bull slid into her. “Mmmm, mmmngh!” 
 
    She crushed her lips against Molly’s as Bull drove deeper and deeper inside her. She took an incredible amount of his length, her pussy split wide by his big thick cock. Jason pounded into Anna as both of them watched. Lucy too, her butt still rising and falling, a finger sliding in and out of her lips as she watched Bull take the student. 
 
    Then the big man pulled back, and without pause, pushed inside Molly this time, faster but not rough. “Oh, fuck!” Molly yelped. 
 
    “I gotta see,” Ken gasped against Lucy’s pussy. 
 
    “Yeah, you do,” Lucy said faintly. “Um, um, on your back, where I am now.” 
 
    They swapped positions, Ken on his back, Lucy dropping down onto his cock reverse cowgirl style. She tossed her hair back and stared, wide-mouthed and eyes half-lidded, as Bull alternated between fucking Molly for a few strokes, then Rebecca. Anna knew that look. Lucy was almost there. 
 
    “Come on his cock,” Anna said, her voice a deeply satisfied purr. “Show Bull and Jason how sexy you are when you come, baby, show them that beautiful face, that’s it, that’s it, ride Ken’s big cock…” 
 
    “My… student’s… dick!” Lucy gasped. “Gonna come all… over… Ken’s cock.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Ken groaned. “You’re so hot, Ms. Fox.” 
 
    “Sh sh sh,” Lucy said, bouncing harder and harder on him and waving a hand back towards his face. “Don’t talk, don’t ruin this, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, Ken, I’m coooo-ming!” 
 
    And she did, slamming down one more time and quivering all over his dick. She didn’t pause but kept bouncing, her big tits slapping up and down like they were clapping and applauding the fucked-up antics all around them. 
 
    Jason went wild, slamming back and forth into Anna’s pussy until he jerked out by accident. She twisted around and dropped onto the bed, spreading her legs wide and playing with her pussy with both hands. He thrust back into her and grabbed her tits. Leaning down to suck them each in turn into his mouth, he moaned, and with his face buried in her tits, he started fucking her again. It made Anna giggle, but when his hand went to her pussy and shoved her fingers aside to roughly play with her clit, she cried out and dug her fingers into his back hard enough to scratch him. 
 
    Lucy reached out almost absentmindedly and grabbed a bottle of lube off the end table. Ken fumbled it when she passed it back to him, but quickly recovered. 
 
    “I’m gonna get off again in all of about two seconds,” Lucy said. “Get my ass ready because I’m going to want it. Hard.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Ken moaned. 
 
    “You know how to do that?” Bull asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Lube up m-my fingers, and, um, spread it around on her… on her…” 
 
    “My bud,” Lucy said, and dropped her pussy down again with a delightfully wet squelch. “Or my asshole. You can call it either.” 
 
    “I live the weirdest life,” Jason said breathlessly. Anna thought about how he fucked Ophelia and would fuck both Lucy and Anna that trip, yeah, okay, he had a point. 
 
    Ken set to work on Lucy’s bottom while Jason thrusted faster and faster inside Anna. He watched Lucy and his friend almost exclusively now, and when Lucy pulled off Ken to get on her hands and knees, he moaned, “This is hot, this is so fucking hot.” 
 
    Anna grabbed his ass as he hammered into her now. She would hurt but it was a hurt she wanted, craved. Jason was a much better fuck than she anticipated, even distracted, and she was right on the cusp of her own orgasm, her hips trembling, her fingers digging in. She heard Lucy say, “All right… fuck my ass,” and Anna came with a yelp, head twisting towards Bull, her eyes closing. Someone else cried out too – Molly, she thought – but she couldn’t see, not for a long moment of pure bliss. 
 
    That was, until Rebecca gasped, “Oh my God, he’s really fucking Ms. Fox’s ass.” 
 
    Anna jerked away from Jason and twisted onto her knees again, coming face-to-face with a red-cheeked, breathless Lucy. “Take him,” she pleaded, “take Ken up your ass.” 
 
    “Oh fuck, he’s good at this, he’s so deep and it feels so good, Anna…” Lucy said, her voice a faint high whine. 
 
    “Jason,” Anna said, looking over her shoulder. “Come here. Fuck her mouth while your friend’s fucking her ass.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Ken moaned. 
 
    Jason was a panting beast by that point, and all he could do was nod. Anna cleared out of the way, rolling off that bed and rushing for the other. Rebecca wasn’t being fucked so she rolled the blonde away from Bull and wasted no time mounting her face as Jason lined up with Lucy’s mouth. Ken rocked her forward, his dick buried halfway in her ass. She swallowed down Jason, inch after inch after inch, stopping not because she could take no more, but because she was pulled back by the force of Ken’s fucking. 
 
    Anna saw a lot of hot shit over the last two years, but this was far and away the hottest. She ground her cunt against Rebecca’s eager lips. Beside her, Bull’s big balls thwapped against Molly’s thighs. He got the hot curvy shortie on her knees at some point Anna missed, her hands pinned behind her back, punching her back and forth with his cock inside the student. 
 
    This was wrong, this was seriously wrong, but it was so fucking hot. 
 
    Anna came. Her throat constricted and her eyes rolled up. There was no sound or movement from her for a full ten seconds. She froze as beneath her, Rebecca eagerly sucked and licked at her pussy. When she finally snapped out of it, Molly was just crying out, her head down, her brunette hair a spill around her on the covers. She pulled away from Bull and he let her drop to come to Rebecca again, snorting like his nickname, a bull ready to fuck and fuck hard. 
 
    “Ms. Fox, I’m, I’m gonna…” Ken gasped. 
 
    Lucy pulled off Jason with a slurp. “Come in me,” she pleaded over her shoulder, “come in my slutty teacher ass, let me feel you inside me, let me have it…” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Ken said, and then he was hammering into her one more time, his face dipping and rising and dipping again, as though he were answering a question in class. He fell backwards, and come drizzled out of Lucy’s ass and onto the bedspread. Jason took over as Molly strode to them, licking her lips. She whispered in Jason’s ear and they got Lucy on her back, her legs high in the air for Jason. He fucked into her, and it was a fucking, nothing held back. Molly slid onto the bed and hovered over Lucy’s face. Lucy grabbed her hips and yanked her down to lick eagerly at her pussy, giggling at the taste. 
 
    The young man was nearly as impressive as Bull, but he wasn’t as well practiced, and the Jason had an orgy of flesh in front of him. He couldn’t last long, and soon enough, he jerked out of Lucy and jerked his cock, Molly shot down to take it all over her face, shot after shot after shot of come painting her until she dripped. She came back up, eyes closed and beaming as his come slid down off her chin and onto her breasts. 
 
    Bull had Rebecca sliding up and down the bed with the force of his fucking. Anna could only watch, her mouth agape, her mind gone to some delirious other place, leaving only the wanton teacher. Her whole body twitched with a string of multiple orgasms, tiny quakes before the big one. That came when Bull shot forward and grabbed Anna by the back of her neck. “I love you,” he said, and kissed her long and hard, his hips never stopping. Nor did Anna’s. She moaned it back to him, “I love you, I love you, I love you,” and then she was gone to the pleasure. It wiped out her every sense, the only sensation she could experience. Rebecca thrashed beneath her, in the throes of her own orgasm, but Anna never noticed, not until Bull was guiding her off the young blonde and onto her back. 
 
    They were the only two left standing, everyone else taking a seat and breathing hard, watching. Even Lucy had been fucked too ragged to continue for a while, watching her friend with a pleased smile.  
 
    Anna only noticed this in the periphery. Her hands were on her man’s face as he kissed her again and again and again, and they were free, free from doubts, free from consequences, free from tomorrow. There was just this, and in the end, when he came inside her, she’d never been happier. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Saturday morning. The day of divisionals. 
 
    Jabrail never really slept the night before. He couldn’t. That whole week he tried to give advice to his former teammates, to slap their backs and tell them they were going to kick ass. It felt hollow. They moved through the school like they were waiting for the end of the world, and Jabrail couldn’t blame them. He felt it too. 
 
    His alarm went off, the one he meant to change after he was kicked off the team. The Saturday one, the one that told him to get up, get ready, and run his heart out. He grabbed his phone, shut it off, and held it against his eyes. 
 
    He thought of Samantha’s disappointment in him and the way she wouldn’t talk to him that week. He thought of Tommy, who asked him on Monday why Jabrail wasn’t at the track meet. Jabrail told him the truth and it was like Jabrail’s friend deflated. “It’s good you’re not going to get hurt,” Tommy said. “But it sucks you won’t be there. It really sucks.” 
 
    Most of all, though, Jabrail thought of Coach Harper. He wasn’t so stupid as to think there was something there, but it was time to admit to himself he was more than intrigued by his PE teacher. It was the beginnings of a realization of what he wanted from life. He wanted someone strong like her, someone willing to take chances. Someone with fire to them. 
 
    He got up, showered, and shaved like he was going to compete. He always shaved before a football game or a track meet. It was his ritual. He did it now instinctually, even if his sports days were well and truly dead. That hurt, and in the mirror, Jabrail saw the man he might be someday, old and broken up over what-ifs and maybes. 
 
    “No what-ifs. No maybes,” he muttered to himself. 
 
    As he cleaned up, he heard his mother and father talking quietly out in the living room. The walls were so thin you could hear a mouse squeak out a fart in that place, so they always kept it down when the girls were still asleep. Jabrail headed back for his room, repeating his words silently as he thought of Coach Harper and Tommy. 
 
    No regrets. 
 
    No what-ifs. 
 
    He dressed fast and grabbed his phone and his keys. His dad was seated on the couch, his mother laying sideways on it, her feet on her husband’s lap. They looked up at Jabrail as he came out. 
 
    “I’m going to the track meet,” he blurted. 
 
    His father’s eyes narrowed at that and his mother pushed herself to a sitting position. “You’re off the team. You could seriously hurt yourself,” Coby said. 
 
    “I’m not going to compete, I swear. I’m not going to do anything to screw myself up. But I know Tommy can do a hell of a lot better than he did last week. He’s so close to a good throw and I want to see that. I want to be there to cheer him on. Him and everyone else. You can get mad, you can take my keys all summer if you want, but I’m going. This is important to me.” 
 
    His parents looked at each other, then him. His mother said cautiously, “You won’t try to run?” 
 
    “Or throw, or jump, or any of it,” Jabrail said. “I swear. Not gonna try to skirt around that, either. I’m there for my team.” 
 
    “Okay,” Coby said. “What time is the meet?” 
 
    “About an hour and a half.” 
 
    “We’ll see what the girls want to do, then we’ll be on the road behind you,” Coby said. 
 
    “We’ll cheer them on too,” Lexi Rae said. 
 
    Jabrail rushed to them, hugging his dad and giving his mom a kiss on the head. Then he was out the door, and driving. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ophelia’s mood was as gray as the weather. The underclassmen were spirited and powered through their warmups like they were getting ready to go to war. Her seniors, on the other hand, looked like they already lost the battle. 
 
    To make her mood even darker, across the field came a sight that made her clench her hands into fists. Jabrail. 
 
    How humiliated he made her feel. How stupid and reckless. She knew better than to trust a student, but she never thought a senior athlete with as much history in sports as him would ever stoop so fucking low as to forge a doctor’s note. She should have checked it. No question. If he’d been seriously hurt… 
 
    There was more to it than that, though. Her surface level attraction for the young man threatened to blossom into something more when she saw how good he was with the team. It wasn’t like Ophelia wanted to date him or anything. That would be insane. But it was pointless to deny that he really had hooks in her. 
 
    Samantha and Tommy saw him coming. Samantha shut herself off and threw herself into her stretches. Ophelia had a feeling that door had closed. But Tommy stood up, and for the first time in a week, he grinned. Jabrail grabbed Tommy by the cheeks, yanked his head down, and kissed the top of it. 
 
    “You ready to kick ass?” he said to Tommy. 
 
    “Yeah,” Tommy said. 
 
    “What was that? You whisper something to me?” 
 
    “I said yeah,” Tommy said. 
 
    “Then say it louder. All y’all, say it,” Jabrail said, his voice rising. “You ready to kick ass?” 
 
    “Yeah!” most the others shouted, Tommy loudest of all. Samantha said nothing, keeping her eyes on her shoes. Jabrail brushed her shoulder as he passed, but she gave no acknowledgement, and in his eyes, Ophelia saw a flash of sorrow. 
 
    He walked to her, and she folded her arms across her breasts. “You were kicked off the team,” she said. 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry, and I’ll apologize a thousand times if I need to. I’m not here to run or try to compete. I’m just here to cheer them on.” 
 
    “Hm.” She turned away from him, towards the other students. “Then you better call out the exercises.” 
 
    Jabrail lit up. He bellowed out the names of exercises, and the team roared to life. A couple men and a woman in the stands watched, amused. College recruiters, no doubt. Jabrail would do all right, sports scholarship or not.  
 
    By the time the team worked up a light sweat, the day was ready to begin. Tommy’s first event was discus, and Jabrail stuck to him like glue. He even got Tommy to take some warm-up spins in a grassy area behind the safety netting. Ophelia had other students to watch, but her eyes constantly drifted back towards the pair. Whatever came, she thought, they deserved their reward. Both of them had come so far that season. 
 
    Tommy wouldn’t place in discus but he didn’t scratch any of his throws, and was only four feet from the lowest placing score on the board. Four feet. Just weeks ago he was throwing less than half his distance. Shot put, he faced fierce competition, but he held himself up with pride and did his rotations flawlessly. It looked like he might flub his third throw but it sailed two feet farther than his last – and two feet was enough to get him to state. Tommy beamed with pride when Jabrail sprinted to him after that throw, hugging him and pounding his back. 
 
    And then there was javelin. By that point, some of the other students were done, and came to cheer him on. Tommy high-fived them, but it was Ophelia he stared at for a moment before smiling sheepishly and throwing not just his best throw of the year, but the best of the Honeypot High team. They went ecstatic, and Tommy nearly fainted. It would be enough to land him fifth place, marking the second event in which he’d compete at state. 
 
    Oh yes. He and Jabrail were seriously getting laid. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The day after divisionals, Ophelia met them where it started that season, in the locker room, though this time, Jason Jennings was hundreds of miles away and firmly Lucy and Anna’s problem. 
 
    Ophelia wasn’t the only one there to congratulate her guys. In ridiculously short cheerleader skirts and crop tops with just enough fabric to cover half their nipples and not much more, Candace and Charity waved pom-poms as the heroes of the hour entered. 
 
    “Holy crap,” Tommy said. 
 
    Jabrail stopped, his grin going huge. He slapped Tommy on the back as the teacher and the principal’s receptionist cheered and kicked their legs up, Ophelia between them, unable to contain her laughter.  
 
    “I told you I had something special lined up if you did well,” she said. 
 
    Jabrail guided Tommy forward. Ophelia’s dancing eyes landed on him and she smiled brighter. Jabrail returned it as Tommy started to pull his shirt up. Charity and Candace rushed to him to do the job themselves, their fingers teasing his skin as it was revealed to them.  
 
    Ophelia came to Jabrail, and he guided her back to the hallway, both of them watching Tommy and the other two women as they undressed him. Jabrail finally broke his gaze and gently pushed Ophelia back against the wall. His mouth went to her neck, and he kissed it softly, his breath hot on her skin. She shivered for him, and again when he breathed into her ear, “I’m not saying you should wait for me. But when I graduate from college, I’m coming home, and I’m asking you out.” He kissed her right beside her ear, then whispered more, “A real date. A real relationship. Don’t say yes or no. But promise me, if I try, you’ll at least think about it.” 
 
    She twisted his head and kissed his lips as he slid a hand up under her shirt to cup her big breast. “Work hard. Be a good man. And I’ll think about it.” 
 
    Jabrail slipped his tongue against hers, the hand on her breast sliding around back to undo her bra. “That’s all I can ask,” he said. 
 
    Neither of them expected the other to keep to those words. They thought it was something silly the other was agreeing to in the heat of the moment. But in four years, when Jabrail graduated with a teaching degree, he really did come back to Honeypot High to join their staff as a middle-school science teacher, much like Bull did with high school. But it wasn’t teaching or coaching he was really interested in. It was the blonde high school PE teacher who still held his heart and his mind, and on the first day, after classes, he would come to her when she was alone, kiss her, and ask her to start something wonderful with him.  
 
    But that was the future, and this was now. Ophelia kissed him hard as he brought her spaghetti strapped top up and over her big breasts and dropped her bra to the floor. She pushed his head down to one of her nipples and coiled a leg around his as his hungry mouth encircled her nipple. Her head bopped back against the wall and she closed her eyes, already so wet for him, her star pupil, her favorite student. 
 
    With Tommy now seated on the same bench where Jason Jennings had once taken Ophelia, Candace and Charity rested one knee on either side of him, pressing their breasts to his face. “This is heaven,” the big student moaned, and they giggled. 
 
    Ophelia smiled too, but the day had taken on a different meaning for her. She meant this to be a silly orgy, a fun way to let off steam, but instead, what she felt was more peaceful than she ever had. She was not a woman who let her guard down easily but Jabrail stripped it away. He knelt in front of her, staring up at her worshipfully as he brought her sweats and thong down. 
 
    “Beautiful, Ophelia,” he said, and she was already there before he even brought his lips to her pussy, her orgasm rolling through her with slow abandon, making her wild for him, making her fall for him. How those words would caress her into dreams for years to come. Beautiful Ophelia. He hooked her leg over his shoulder and ate her, his tongue sure in its strokes. 
 
    Neither of them noticed Tommy resting on his back on the bench, Candace dropping her pussy on his face or Charity kneeling to suck his cock. They heard his pleasure, and both of them cheered him on, but their eyes were only for each other. Jabrail ate Ophelia with growing passion, his tongue speeding through her depths, his thumbs going to her clit and pinching it gently between them. 
 
    She clawed at the wall behind her and Jabrail’s shoulder, rocking her hips up at his chin. “Jabrail, ohhh, Jabrail,” she moaned. 
 
    The sound of her like that did more to harden his cock than anything else going on. He brushed her clit with quick flicks and slower circling, never quite the same speed twice, but his tongue was nothing but controlled, save that it dove through her wet pussy faster and faster. He stopped to drive it deep and fuck her with it before sliding it against her clit and moving his fingers to her pussy, shoving two deep and rubbing her lips with his other hand. 
 
    That set Ophelia off again, and fast. She clutched his head and cried out, “Just like that, don’t stop, oh ohhhh, fuck, Jabraaaail!” 
 
    She came so hard her vision blurred and her knee went weak. Jabrail stood in a hurry and caught her, wrapping one arm around her waist and guiding her towards the other bench seat in the locker room. She kissed him with frantic, desperate need. 
 
    “Big… fucking… oh fuck!” Charity wailed. They both glanced over to see Charity delicately balanced over Tommy. She could only take the first couple inches of him, swaying more than fucking him. His cock bulged spread her pussy lips wide around him. “That has to be… ungh… the biggest… fucking… fuckstick… I’ve ever haaaad oh my God I’m fucking coming already!” 
 
    Jabrail and Ophelia looked at each other again. She shrugged as she rested on her back, legs spread wide. “We get vocal.” 
 
    “I never would have guessed,” he said. “She seems so innocent.” 
 
    That drew a sharp “ha!” from Candace, who was riding Tommy’s mouth like a bucking horse. Ophelia watched her friends while Jabrail hurried out of his jeans and boxers, dropping them to the floor. Then he was on her, guiding himself to her pussy without any hesitation. She returned her attention to him and stroked his face as he slid into her, filling her so well.  
 
    Theirs was a distinctly calmer experience than Tommy’s. The big student gasped for air when he could get it, his hands rising to Candace’s big MILF tits or running down to her ass while she ground her pussy on his face. Charity was doing little work on top of him, quaking and swirling her hips, her tongue poking out of her mouth, her eyes dazed. It was like she found the world’s best sex toy, and she was using it for all she was worth. 
 
    “I want a turn,” Candace pouted. 
 
    “I love you, but no. My dick. My giant horse-dick.” 
 
    That set Ophelia off, and she leaned her head against Jabrail’s shoulder, giggling softly. He held her like that, wrapping his arms under her back and keeping her close while he pumped into her. She breathed, “Faster,” and he obliged, rocking into her with more force, filling her up but careful not to go too deep. She kissed his neck, sucked at his ear, and coiled her legs around him again when she was close. “Oh, oh fuck, Jabrail, I’m… I’m…” 
 
    “Come for me, Ms. Harper,” he breathed, and she cried out, her body so in tune with his, her eighteen-year-old student’s. 
 
    She should have been approaching her limit, but instead, she pushed Jabrail back just far enough to give him a wild grin. “It’s time we try something I’ve been looking forward to.” 
 
    “Oooh, it’s time, it’s time,” Candace said. She hopped off Tommy and grabbed Charity. “Come on, slut. Let’s get them ready for her.” 
 
    “But… but… big… fucking dick…” Charity gasped. 
 
    “I know. I’m a little mad at you for hogging it. I get dibs when they’ve showered after they’re done with Ophelia.” 
 
    Charity groaned in frustration, but came free of Tommy with a wet slurp of her pussy that set the whole room to wearily chuckling. Tommy sat up but Charity pushed him right back down. 
 
    “Uh uh,” she said. “You need to stay right there. She needs control, so she’s going to be on top of you.” 
 
    Jabrail helped Ophelia up, one hand on his dick and keeping himself hard. Both guys’ eyes widened when Candace produced a bottle of lube from atop the lockers. She pranced over to Jabrail and grabbed his hand while Ophelia settled in over Tommy. “I really am proud of all your hard work,” she said, and kissed him fondly.  
 
    Tommy tensed as she guided his humongous cock upward and against her pussy. They both sighed as one as she lowered herself down onto him, only taking a couple more inches than Charity could. “Oh Jesus, oh fuck, that is… that is amazing,” she said. 
 
    As she started rocking on Tommy, Jabrail was being tended to by Candace. She lubed up his cock, jacking him slowly as she handed the bottle to Charity. She, in turn, lubed up her fingers and pressed Ophelia forward so her chest brushed Tommy’s.  
 
    “Ready, babe?” she asked. 
 
    “Let’s go for it,” Ophelia said. “Jabrail, I’m not actually sure I can do this. If we can’t, Candace could take a jumbo jet up her ass.  She’ll take care of you.” 
 
    “Hey!” Candace grumbled. 
 
    “Slut, you know it’s true,” Charity said. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” Tommy asked. “Wait. Are you going to try to take both of us?” 
 
    “Yeah?” Ophelia said, and kissed his face with a dozen light brushes of her lips. “Only you’re so damn big I don’t know if we can fit the both of you.” 
 
    Tommy laughed freely at that, and Jabrail grinned too. Charity prepared Ophelia with easy but practiced dabs of her fingers. It was obvious to Jabrail this was not the first time these women had done this, and now he wondered how many of the whispers around the school about them were true. He didn’t much care, though, especially when beautiful redheaded Candace Sparks led him towards Ophelia’s tight athletic ass. 
 
    “Ready, stud?” she asked. “Be gentle with her now.” 
 
    Jabrail was. While Charity grabbed a phone for some extreme up-close shots, he lined himself up and pressed his tip to Ophelia’s bud. She drew a breath, but knew enough to relax, and let it out with a nod. Jabrail eased forward, his tip sliding into her with no trouble. 
 
    “Ohhh, shit,” Ophelia breathed. 
 
    “Too much?” Jabrail asked. 
 
    “No no no, it’s good, it’s good, it’s so good, but oh my God, I’ve never been this full before. Little deeper.” Jabrail obliged, sliding forward into her, just barely moving. Ophelia didn’t complain or tell him to stop. Instead, her head twisted and she seemed turned the fuck on. Her hand finally rose and she gasped, “There, right there, fuck me, but not any deeper than that.” 
 
    Jabrail pulled back, and at Candace’s quiet urging, he added more lube to his cock. When he sank back into Ophelia, he noticed for the first time how Tommy inside her pussy bulged through the thin wall between her two holes. It was an odd feeling, but neither man was about to stop this train.  
 
    Jabrail fucked into Ophelia slowly, and she took charge on Tommy, rocking with Jabrail’s thrusts and keeping her head up, eyes closed, lips pressed tight except when a soft sound of pleasure escaped her. As the pace built slowly, those sounds grew louder and louder. “F… f… fuck… m-my ass, my ass… oh… students in my… my pussy and my… my ass.” 
 
    She came without warning, her shoulder and head rising up, her mouth parted, her stomach still low and nearly brushing Tommy’s. She started to bounce then, an erratic, series of jittery movements and her head twisted to the side in a way that alarmed Jabrail until Charity kissed his shoulder and said, “It’s okay, this is her at her most excited, she’s okay. Aren’t you babe?” 
 
    “Oh fuck, yes, yes, guh, guh, fuck m-my ass, fuck my pussy, mmmm, mmm, ungggh…” 
 
    “Ms. Harper…” Tommy grunted. “I’m… I’m gonna…” 
 
    “Come for me, Tommy, ooh, fill me up, fill me with that come, fuck your teacher good now, oh fuck, ohhhh… big fucking… cock…” 
 
    “I’m… ohhh, oh, shit!” Tommy said, and squeezed his eyes shut. Through the thin walls of Ms. Harper’s ass and pussy, Jabrail felt the other student surge. He held onto Ophelia’s shoulder as she froze up again, her mouth working, her eyes closed. Tommy came and came and came, and she dripped him all over the bench and the floor. Ophelia involuntarily came up off him, gasping as his cock sprang free and rivers of him doused what had been a dribble just a moment ago. 
 
    “Jesus,” Candace breathed. “I need to have that dick inside me before today is done.” 
 
    “R-really?” Tommy asked. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Candace said. 
 
    Ophelia and Jabrail paid them no mind. She told him breathlessly, “My clit, my clit, I’m so close again, please…” 
 
    With one hand on her waist, he reached under Ophelia and strummed her clit as he began pumping into her ass. She bucked back against him, nearly taking him too deep, but then she had her control again, clawing at the bench and whimpering in time to the ass fucking. Charity was there, taking more pictures. Jabrail would get some of them throughout the summer, pictures of Ophelia’s bouncing tits, his cock buried in her ass, the spill of her long blonde hair down along her back. 
 
    He also got one special one, one she told him never to share with anyone else. It was a video clip taken before she came, his name on her lips. “J… Jabrail… coming… coming so hard for you.” That was it, but it would fuel the fire inside him for years to come, that beautiful face of hers, him behind her, his big black cock buried in her tanned tight teacher ass, his face tensed, right on the verge himself. 
 
    She came, her words gone, but a huge, delirious smile on her face. This was how Ophelia wanted it, ever since she started teasing the guys about what they’d get if they did good that year. No. It was more than that. So much more. This was seriously wrong but it made her feel light and free. She felt Jabrail shudder and say her name. 
 
    “In me, in me,” she whimpered. Jabrail came, and Ophelia Harper hoped someday he would come back to her. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Senator Darby Carlton strode down the stairs as he made plans for lunch with a man who the media thought was his fiercest enemy. The truth was, they were old friends, and often went up to each other’s properties, Darby’s for fishing on the sea, his rival’s for fishing on the lake. Sure, they didn’t agree on policy on the surface, but it was all a charade to placate the voters and make sure their butts stayed nice and cushioned in Washington for another decade or two. 
 
    In midsentence, he saw her. Anna Marie. The one who got away, and who in his heart of hearts, he still loved, in some small, strange way. Not that he didn’t love his wife too, and he would always be faithful to her, but what he had with Anna was special too. It would have wrecked his career to stay with her, and making that choice gutted him, but not as much as it hurt her, he knew that. 
 
    She was with students, as she always was when he bumped into her in Washington, and she was still so achingly beautiful. He remembered like it was yesterday running his fingers through that silken black hair, and how her lips would part and her eyes would close on instinct, like the touch of just that simple part of her brought her close to coming. 
 
    She was standing with someone, a tall, broad-shouldered Black man with a big gut and a rugged face. She said something to him and he smiled broadly before taking her hand in his and squeezing. It was such a small, simple gesture, but it was like the beginnings of a warm day. 
 
    Good for you, baby. 
 
    Anna turned towards the steps and whatever she was saying died on her lips. Darby, still walking down at a slow clip, saw her, gave her a slight smile, and raised his hand in a small wave. 
 
    “Wow. She’s a beautiful one. Know her?” 
 
    “In another life. She worked on my first campaign.” 
 
    “No kidding.” 
 
    “No kidding.” 
 
    She waved too. Darby thought about stopping to say hello. He might have, if she called to him. But no. Let her be. Let the past stay where it was. He’d love to talk to the man, to tell him Anna deserved to be happy and that he should always fight for that, but he saw the way the man looked at her and Darby knew he didn’t need to say a word. That was a man in love. 
 
    Goodbye, Anna, Darby thought. 
 
    Anna, at the same moment, silently thought the same thing to him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jason and Ken came home exhausted, sore, and deliriously happy. When the bus stopped in the school’s parking lot, Ken grabbed Jason’s arm and told him to hang on a minute. Their mothers waited in the parking lot along with a handful of other parents. Jason ad Ken waved, and they waited until most the students cleared out before Ken started talking quietly. 
 
    “You and my mom… just be nice to her. Okay? Don’t be like my dad.” 
 
    “Wait,” Jason said. “You mean…” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m okay with it. I never ever ever ever want to hear the details. But you’re my best friend and she could do a lot worse.” 
 
    “Dude. I’m going to sleep with your mom. I’m going to sleep with your mom!” 
 
    “Don’t say that out loud,” Ken grumbled. 
 
    “I could be your dad! Ken! Go to your room! Make me a sandwich!” 
 
    “Aw shit. I hate this already.” 
 
    Jason laughed and threw an arm around his friend. “Thanks man. Best friend ever.” 
 
    Ken never did tell him Lucy Fox’s deal with him, that if Ken let Jason begin a relationship with his mom and give them their space and his blessing, he would get to sleep with not just Ms. Fox and Ms. Marie, but two other teachers, all of them at once. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Boob Crew showed up in force for the state track meet. The students tried their best and came up with an impressive third in the team standings, but the way they crackled with energy afterward, it seemed like they won first. As they broke camp on the fringe of the track, the Boob Crew sat up in the bleachers, talking and watching. 
 
    “He won’t get the official letter for another week,” Ophelia said, “but I know the admittance people at State and they’re eager to have Jabrail on board.” 
 
    “Tommy’s going to State too, isn’t he?” Charity asked. 
 
    “He is. They won’t get to be roommates the first semester, but maybe their second. That’d be good for them.” 
 
    “I hope they’re friends forever,” Lucy said. 
 
    “I hope they’ve got enough energy to fuck all of us tomorrow,” Candace said. 
 
    All of them cracked up, except Ophelia, who glanced around, red-faced. Most everyone was gone or going, though, so they were safe. 
 
    “Another year gone, another group of students to say goodbye to,” Anna said. “That’s sad. I don’t want to be sad.” 
 
    Bull, their new and only male member, said, “There’s always next year’s class. Funny how they’ll all be eighteen again.” 
 
    “Yeah, funny,” Charity agreed. “Welp, time for us to go. Pedro!” 
 
    Pedro, down near the cars, called back, “Yes, Mis… Charity?” 
 
    “Get the car warmed up, pet. There’s a good boy.” 
 
    Bull rubbed his face. “That’s one aspect of this group I’m never going to get used to.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Anna said. 
 
    “So you don’t want to hear about the new toys I bought for us?” Charity asked. A resounding chorus of no’s and hell no’s greeted her, and she giggled. “I love you all, and I will see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “We should go too,” Anna said, reaching out and taking Bull’s hand. 
 
    Candace followed them, leaving only Lucy on the stands. She smiled fondly after her friends. What she wouldn’t do for them, she thought. Anna and Ophelia looked back at her, and she waved, her heart growing even lighter. All of them were part of this debauchery now, and the fun, she suspected, would continue again with the next ring of the school bells that fall. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading! 
 
      
 
    If you liked this series and want to keep up with me, you can sign up for my mailing list or find my work all over the Internet at the following link. 
 
      
 
    https://iansnowwriter.carrd.co/ 
 
      
 
    Also by Ian Snow 
 
      
 
    STEAMY ROMANCES 
 
      
 
    Neighbors 
 
      
 
    The Wives 
 
      
 
    Summer Swells 
 
      
 
    Wisps 
 
      
 
    The Dads Project #1 – Rebirth 
 
      
 
    The Dads Project #2 – Rearrange 
 
      
 
    The Dads Project #3 - Renew 
 
    
TEACHER/STUDENT FANTASIES 
 
      
 
    Bodies of Knowledge 
 
      
 
    Give Me a D! 
 
      
 
    Hudwell Heat #1 – Summertime Craving 
 
      
 
    Hudwell Heat #2 – Stormy Weather 
 
      
 
    Hudwell Heat #3 – Spring Escape 
 
      
 
    Perfect Scores #1 – Teacher’s Pet 
 
      
 
    Teacher Harem #1 – Ms. Perkins  
 
      
 
    Teacher Harem #2 – Ms. Wilde 
 
      
 
    Teacher Harem #3 – Ms. Taylor 
 
      
 
    (All students are eighteen or older) 
 
      
 
    HOLIDAYS 
 
      
 
    Ginger Bred 
 
      
 
    Stuffers 
 
      
 
    Christmas in the Sack 
 
      
 
    GAMES/COMPETITIONS 
 
      
 
    Casual Games 
 
      
 
    MIND CONTROL 
 
      
 
    Strings 
 
      
 
    Hearts and Minds 
 
      
 
    THREESOMES AND MORE 
 
      
 
    Trio Trysts and Twists 
 
      
 
    Trio Tales 
 
      
 
    ALPHA MALE/POWER FANTASIES 
 
      
 
    Power 
 
      
 
    Billionaire’s Bequest 
 
      
 
    EROTIC THRILLERS 
 
      
 
    His Rule 
 
      
 
    Cross 
 
      
 
    SUPERNATURAL/PARANORMAL 
 
      
 
    The Heart Wants (Dark the Night #1) 
 
      
 
    The Mind Burns (Dark the Night #2) 
 
      
 
    The Soul Rises (Dark the Night #3) 
 
     
 
    PREGNANCY FANTASIES 
 
      
 
    Life 
 
      
 
    RANDOM COLLECTIONS 
 
      
 
    Bites 
 
      
 
    Delectable Fancies 
 
      
 
    STANDALONE STORIES 
 
      
 
    Misbehaving 
 
      
 
    Trophy 
 
      
 
    The Eighteen Club 
 
      
 
    Gym Brat 
 
      
 
    Live In 
 
      
 
    Party Wave 
 
      
 
    Wrecker 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
l E ) PerfectScores#Z l






