
        
            
                
            
        

    






Field Trip



A Steamy Age Gap Teacher-Student Story



 



Ian Snow









Copyright © 2024.



All rights reserved.



 



No part of this book may be reproduced without signed consent from the writer.



 



This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and incidents are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, businesses, or events is purely coincidental.



 



Cover by
 
Kingwood Creations




 



 









Chapter 1



 



Contains: MFM+ (no crossing of swords in this or any of my stories), oral, anal, teacher-student fantasy. All characters involved in sexual situations are 18+.



 



Colbie Johnson never expected to sit on the very literal edge of her seat at the state awards ceremony for the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club. She didn’t give a damn about the four students on stage or the organization, but she did care about a work vacation to New Bainbridge, where the national competition would take place. In ten years of Colbie coaching the organization, the school had never sent a team to actual nationals. Now… now they had the slimmest of chances.



Her eyes locked on the four eighteen-year-olds from Honeypot High down there on stage, waiting excitedly to hear how they placed in the competition. Two of them had their arms around each other, eyes locked. A third had his eyes closed, whispering silently to himself.



“And in sixth place…. Pepperidge High School!” the announcer called.



Colbie stood up. She couldn’t help herself. Just one more name that wasn’t Honeypot High, then it was off to New Bainbridge in a few weeks to drop off the dorks at their competition and fuck off to shop and visit a halfway decent spa. Colbie bet she could even talk the school’s principal into a hotel room upgrade for a blowjob. Fair trade.



“In fifth place… Snake Ridge High!”



They did it. The little shits did it.



Colbie shouted, “We’re doing to fucking New Bainbridge! Yeah!”



Everyone in the gym fell silent and turned to look at the teacher. Colbie cleared her throat and sat down. “Go team,” she added, much quieter.



* * *



“Jesus, Colbie,” Principal Pedro Smalls said, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “I should fire you.”



“For which part?” Colbie asked.



“The fact that you feel the need to ask that is exactly my point.”



They were seated in his office. It smelled like stale sex, as it usually did. Pedro might have been a fat pig, but he was morally loose and hung like a freaking donkey. If any of the female teachers or staff needed something, they came in for a “private meeting.” It was a hell of a lot easier than going to the school board, all of whom were just as just sexist and corrupt as Smalls, but there were more of them to blow. And to the principal’s credit, if Pedro said he was going to do something, he came through. The school board couldn’t be trusted like that.



Colbie uncrossed and crossed her legs again, knowing his beady eyes would be drawn to the tiny flash of her red bikini briefs and tanned thighs. The skirt was way too small for the school’s dress code, but she had changed after classes specifically for this meeting. “Look, I got excited. These kids, they… they worked so hard, you know, and they deserve this, they really do, the recognition, the, the, the career opportunities…”



“And I suppose four days on vacation doesn’t factor into this at all either, hm?”



Colbie’s jaw nearly dropped. Four days? The competition was only two and a half days. Oh, this got better and better. Bless those young fucking nerds. “Four days? We wouldn’t have to fly out the night of the awards ceremony?”



“No flights that late. I checked. I know it’ll be asking a lot of your personal time, but you’ll manage. It is what you signed up for.”



She could have danced. Instead, Colbie said somberly, “It is. I’ll have to, um, get lesson plans for my sub ready and clear some things from my schedule, but I’ll figure that out. So… you’re not going to fire me?”



Pedro stood and walked around the desk to the office door. To his secretary, Charity, he called, “No calls or interruptions for a while,” and shut and locked the office door. Instead of going back around his desk, he stood between it and Colbie, his bulge unmissable. Now the negotiations truly began.



“No. I’m not going to fire you,” he said. “But you are going to see after those students in New Bainbridge.”



“Of course,” she said demurely, her fingers rising to the top button of her blouse and popping it. His piggish eyes were drawn to the valley of the valley of her cleavage. At thirty-four, Colbie was a fucktoy fantasy of a teacher and she both knew and loved it. Big, all-natural tits and an ass and hips that even the most staid of skirts and dresses couldn’t contain. A trim but soft little waist and long, toned legs were made for a man’s grip while she was getting railed. The angelic nature of her face made her the complete package, framed by long light brunette hair.



Pedro slid a finger into her blouse’s neckline, tugging the top down further on her chest, revealing the cups of her bra. It was stretched to its absolute limits over her big tits. Most the teachers in school were immensely fuckable women thanks to the whims of Pedro and the school board, but even among their numbers Colbie was one of the bustiest. The principal was definitely not immune to that.



“A hotel suite,” she said, her voice a purr as he flicked open another button.



“For three nights? Get the fuck out.”



“Fine. I will,” Colbie said, rising to her feet.



He gripped her shoulders and pushed her back down to the chair. She went willingly, but blocked an attempt to undo another button. Already the fat pig was starting to sweat staring at her knockout body, but then again, she was getting a little wet too. Repulsive guys sometimes did that for her, Pedro doubly so when she found out the rumors about his fat cock were true.



“I can put you in a deluxe room,” he said, staring at the expanse of Colbie’s chest already visible. He unzipped himself as she thought about that.



“Fine. But not at the competition’s hotel. I want to be able to come and go without those bitchy teachers and chaperones looking at me.”



“Deal,” he said instantly, and tore at the rest of her buttons. She rolled her shoulders back, jutting out her tits in the bra to him.



“And a decent rental.”



He dropped his slacks to his knees and flopped out his dick. He was average length, neither long or short, but it was massively thick, the thickest she’d ever had, and Colbie nearly drooled seeing it. He always hit her spot just right with that thing, and she was pleased to see someone, probably his secretary Charity, convinced him to shave his giant sweaty patch of pubic hair. Rumor had them fucking for the better part of a few years.



Before Colbie took him in her mouth, she said, “The car, Pedro.”



“A luxury car’s not doable.” She glared at him, and he added hastily. “Wait. You have four teenagers and their luggage to haul around. I’ll get you a nice SUV. I’ll tell the board…” She gripped him and kissed his cockhead, staring up at him. Her face was soft and sweet and she knew how good she looked sucking dick. She let a couple guys record her. A mistake, since the videos were leaked online, but so far as she knew, other than the assholes’ friends and frat buddies, no one knew about it. “…I’ll tell them… I’ll… ah fuck, suck it, you slutty bitch.”



Colbie would have taken offense but it was true. She was a slutty bitch and she loved it. Loved cock. Loved men in her pussy, loved them in her tight little ass, loved them fucking her big bouncing tits, loved them coming all over her pretty face, loved them filling up her mouth and her stomach. She liked women too, a pussy riding her face, a beautiful mouth on her cunt, but it was dick she craved so fiercely sometimes she couldn’t help herself.



Like now.



Colbie saw his glistening tip, as fat around as her fist, and hunger roared to life inside her. She wanted that cock any way she could get it, and she devoured him now, gripping his shaft and swallowing his first few inches. She got him good and wet with her tongue as his hands went to the back of her head. Her mouth came off him long enough to glare up at him.



“A bigger per diem for food and expenses.”



“I can give you ten extra a day.”



“Fuck you,” she said, and he groaned in desperation.



“Fifteen.”



“Twenty or you can zip up your pants.”



“Like you’d say no, Ms. Johnson.”



Pedro emphasized the “miss,” and she knew he had her. She was already fighting the wiggles, as an ex-boyfriend called them, when she got so physically excited she’d grind on whatever she was sitting on. “Twenty and I blow you when I get back too.”



“Twenty-five and I creampie your pussy today and your ass when you get back.”



“Done,” she nearly shouted, and swallowed him down again, jacking him hard with one hand and keeping his bush out of her teeth. As always, he smelled like sweat but she liked it, devouring him with mad grunts and slurps of hunger, bobbing her head up and down his cock, twisting it side to side. Her other hand went to her cunt, and she rose up just far enough to tug her skirt up to give herself easier access.



“Get those tits out too,” he grunted, and she hastened to do as she was told, glaring up at him but loving this. She yanked the bra down, making her huge tits bounce free. They were natural, despite the rampant theories of her ever-horny students, and were capped by thick dark nipples she teased now into stiffness, pinching and twisting them.



“Fuck!” Pedro grunted, and he yanked back. “On your knees. I want to fuck those things.”



She did as she was told, offering her tits up to him. He slammed his wet cock between them, fucking her tits fast and hard as she squeezed them around his thickness. Even this she liked, rocking back and forth, her mewls of, “Yeah, yeah, fuck my tits, fuck my big tits” coming from a place of genuine lust. She knew men loved her tits best of all and she was proud of that, though she personally thought her ass and thighs were killing it lately.



“We’re not finishing like that,” he said, yanking away from her tits and gripping his cock in his meaty hand. “Uh uh. I’m coming inside that big peachy cunt. I’ve waited too long to feel it around me again.”



Colbie didn’t need to be told twice. He got her to her feet and practically threw her down on his desk, her big tits squashing out to the sides. Her head twisted as he jerked down her bikini briefs and tugged the skirt higher over her big curvy ass. “Fuck yeah, there’s that sexy ass,” he grunted. He lined up behind her and shoved that fat dick deep inside her.



“Ohhh, fuck!” Colbie cried out.



“That’s it, that’s it take every fucking inch of me, you dirty slut,” Pedro panted, hammering back and forth inside her. She felt something patter on her ass and lower back – his sweat. It turned her own, knowing that fat fuck was dripping from the effort of fucking her.



“Take me you fucking pig, shove that thing deep, God, yes, just like that, unnngh, fuck…”



“You love this. You love… ungh… getting used.”



“F-fuck you.”



The deranged principal laughed, his flabby hips slapping against her ass. “Tell me. Tell me you love it, slut.”



“I… I…” His hand rose and fell, cracking her ass so hard she jolted upright, howling. “I love it! I love that cock filling me up!”



Pedro spanked her hard again, the stinging pain bringing with it a red-hot flush of pleasure. He massaged her sore ass with one hand as he gripped her auburn hair with the other, tugging her back as he fucked harder and harder inside her. She stared sightlessly out the window, heat blazing from her core, making her spine tingle, her brain goo.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, keep going, keep… nnngh… fucking me… you… asshole!” she cried out, and she came, her back popping, her body jolting and forth as much as the fat prick would allow. He let go of her hair and pushed her back down to the desk, gripping her shoulder and leaning over her, stinking of sweat and onions, and she loved it, loved being debased like this.



“Take it, take my come, fuck, here it is, you needy little slut!”



Pedro drove deep, spilling inside her, shot after shot. Her feet slid apart and she would have tumbled to the ground nearly doing the splits if he wasn’t holding her in place with both a hand on her shoulder and his cock buried inside her. When he pulled free, his come spilled out of her, down her legs and dripping onto the tile floor.



He chuckled and smacked her ass again before heading behind his desk and pulling a seltzer water out. He took a long drink, then slid it across the desk to her as she did herself up.



“Clean yourself up with that,” he said. “Christ, of all the teachers here, I love fucking you the most.”



“You’re a prick,” she muttered, but secretly she was pleased with the compliment. There were some insanely hot teachers at Honeypot High and Pedro had probably slept with half of them. She cleaned herself up with a tissue and the seltzer water. “The SUV, the hotel upgrade, and the per diem.”



“I’ll give you the normal per diem contract and pay you out of pocket for the rest. Good?”



“Good,” she said.



“And Colbie… try not to make the trip entirely about yourself. Those students really did do amazing work.”



“Like you care,” she said.



Pedro shrugged. “I was a nerd once too.”



“’Was.’”



“Want another spanking?”



Colbie shivered, and muttered, “Maybe when I make good on the back half of my end of the deal.”









Chapter 2



 



The day the four Starflight Entrepreneurs Club members and their utterly reprehensible coach were scheduled to fly out started like any other, but for them, their excitement built steam all day, not to release until they were on the plane.



Only Kirk, the group’s de facto leader and the talent that propelled their team to nationals, kept any sort of cool, but even he was a bundle of energy. It wasn’t so much the competition – that was exciting – but getting to travel with his three best friends to New Bainbridge, not to mention their insanely hot coach Colbie Johnson, also supposedly their programming teacher, though she was absolutely shit at it, just like she was a godawful coach. Aside from a roaring lust for her, he held her in nothing but contempt, a woman who coasted through life solely based on her good looks, who didn’t give one fuck about her students or her job. He did care. Programming was his life, and it would make him rich someday.



Apart from his family and the Starflight Entrepreneurs who weren’t going on the trip, no one acknowledged Kirk leaving. That was okay. He was used to moving through life alone. His father was gone most weekdays to his engineering job in Fort Cloud, only coming home on the weekends. His mother worked long hours at a local bar. Sometimes she didn’t come home at all at night. Kirk knew why. He was no idiot. Neither was his father, which was probably why his parents fought a near-silent war when they did see each other. They tried to pretend like everything was okay around Kirk, but it was a token effort and it was the worst kept secret of the family that once he left for college, they’d get a divorce.



So when it came time for the final bell to ring, there was no one to slap Kirk on the back. No one to tell him good luck, aside from a message from his dad telling him to have a good flight. His mom told him she’d make him banana pancakes that morning, her favorite celebration meal even if it wasn’t Kirk’s, but she was drunk again and passed out in her bedroom. He thought about texting her after school to tell her he would be on the road and in the air soon, but didn’t bother.



None of that could ruin his dark energy. He was the first to arrive in the parking lot, his luggage fetched from the administrative offices, an earbud in as he thought about what he intended to try – and smiling about it.



* * *



When the bell rang, Big Ben, as he was commonly known as for two very different reasons, shot up out of his chair so fast he knocked it against the table behind him, making Susie Colton shout, “Hey, watch out.”



He turned and said in his slow, lumbering voice, “Sorry, I’m sorry,” and snatched up his backpack and rushed out of there, never hearing Ms. Lucy Fox, his English teacher, call after him to have fun and good luck.



Again in the hallway he proved he was the most uncoordinated eighteen-year-old in the history of the world and nearly sent two other students flying as he barreled past them to the exit. He did a shockingly graceful – for him, anyways – pirouette and bellowed, “Sorry, I got the… the competition… gotta go!”



He nearly made it to the main doors before he remembered his last embarrassing time on a plane when he tried to squeeze into the tiny bathroom and could only fit half his humongous frame in there. He lumbered back to the bathrooms, ducked in, and came back out to hit a third student so hard he banged her against the far wall. Kallie Graham shouted, “Jesus, Ben!” and he stopped long enough to make sure she was okay.



“I’m sorry, I got excited, I’m going on a big trip,” he said.



“Well… just… watch out,” she muttered. “The programming thing?”



“Yeah!”



“Have fun.”



“Thanks,” he said, blushing hard. Kallie was a tiny thing for eighteen or nineteen but he thought she was super cute. Then again, he thought every girl in their class was super cute. Of course, the female teachers at the school showed them all up. There were so many big-boobed women that taught at Honeypot High, Ms. Fox and Ms. Perkins and Ms. Marie, and he heard rumors like every other senior guy that if you were older than eighteen and took Ms. Sparks’s Family and Consumer Sciences senior course then you were in for a really wild time but there was no way that was true.



In Ben’s estimation though there was no hotter teacher than the one they were going with, Ms. Johnson. She was so stupidly attractive, with pancake makeup that always made her look like her lips were candy and her eyes smoky. She had a face that matched her personality, kind of haughty and bitchy. That angry look always made her so hot to Ben. His favorite fantasy was Ms. Johnson looking up at him on her knees with those dark eyes and her usual sneer in place, right up until she unzipped him and found out the rumors about his dick were true.



Already he could feel himself thicken, which was both embarrassing and uncomfortable. Even soft, the eighteen-year-old’s dick hung against his leg like one of those really tall cans of beer. Hard, well, it was torture. There wasn’t a pair of jeans in existence that made it comfortable to have a pretty big dick. He tried wearing sweatpants that senior year but got called into the principal’s office and was told to change. That had been sort of weird. Ms. Charity, Principal Smalls’s secretary, kept eyeing the big eighteen-year-old and even came around her desk to lean in and ask if he needed anything, brushing his arm. Her breathing had been kind of funny too.



Incidences like that happened to him more and more frequently, like that time a couple months ago after he turned eighteen and was staying over at his friend Finn’s place. Ben was bored and couldn’t sleep, and so he went into the guest bathroom to jack off, only he left the door open. He thought he heard movement but by then he was so close he couldn’t stop. When he finished into a tissue, he looked out in the hallway, and while there was no one there, he had the weirdest feeling he wasn’t alone. The next day, and every time he saw her since, it felt like Finn’s mom was hitting on him, laughing at all his jokes, touching his hand, and staring at him at odd times only to quickly look away. But that had to be his imagination.



Right?



* * *



Kirk might have been the best programmer of the four but Jerome was its nerdiest. The tall, slender – he preferred to think of himself as slender and not skinny or a beanpole – Black eighteen-year-old was the king of nerdery at Honeypot High. Anime, manga, TV shows, movies, video games, tabletop games, there wasn’t a bit of fandom out there he didn’t dabble in. On the walls of his locker were his own drawings of his favorite anime characters, at least the ones that were safe for display at school. His real pleasure was in drawing adult art, and he was already starting to make some money from it online.



He was also the group’s shyest member, thanks in large part to only having recently started to grow into his body. He’d always been tall and awkward, with arms so long his sister told him they probably belonged in the Guiness Book of World Records. He preferred glasses, which dominated his thin razor-blade face, and his curly hair was forever wild and untamed. All that added up to a painful shyness, which was why he was paralyzed when Amelia Mullen, the cutest girl in the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club, was so blatantly hitting on him.



“Gosh, I hope you have so much fun,” she said. She was nineteen, and in his estimation, maybe the most beautiful creature in the world, even with her slightly crooked teeth and her own glasses. She had long naturally honey-blonde hair and a cowgirl’s body, which was appropriate, since that was what she was when she wasn’t behind a computer screen.



“T-thanks,” Jerome muttered, feeling heat in his cheeks. “It’s too bad you can’t go too.”



It was about as long a sentence as he’d ever spoken to a girl and she lit up. “I knoooooow. We’d have so much fun. I love flying. And we could just hang in the hotel pool all day when we weren’t competing.”



The thought of her in a swimsuit – or even a bikini! – sent his cock threatening to skyrocket upward. “Um. Um. Yeah. Too bad.”



“Too bad,” she agreed. They were silent for a long, awkward moment, Amelia bobbing side to side slowly, like a reed in the breeze. Finally, too late, Jerome realized she was probably waiting for him to say something, but she was already speaking again. “Well… good luck. Have fun.”



“You too,” he said automatically. His eyes bulged. “I mean… uh… have fun… here. You know. In class. And. And.”



Someone please shoot me now.



She grinned. “I guess I will. In class. Calculus. So much fun. Later Jerome.”



“Yuh. Later.”



Amelia walked off towards the exit. Jerome turned and banged his forehead against the locker next to his. When he glanced in her direction again, she was looking over her shoulder at him.



“I’m the most awkward human being in the world,” he muttered to himself. Even more awkward than Big Ben, and that was saying something. He sighed, shut his locker, and glumly headed for the exit. Maybe he’d get lucky in New Bainbridge and some mugger would stab him to death and spare him the nightmare of having to talk to Amelia again.



He stepped out into the sunshine in time to see Big Ben getting his face wiped down by his mother in the parking lot. His father looked mortified for him, but his little sister broke out in her wild cackle of a laugh. The sound made Kirk laugh too, and Jerome grinned at the sight. Kirk never really smiled or laughed, so seeing him do it now was a rare thing.



Jerome’s own parents were just pulling in as he joined the others. Father and son were mirror images of each other, tall and lanky, almost but not quite handsome, and with the same taste in garish button-downs. His mother was tall too, but began to gain some extra weight over the last few years, wearing it mostly in her hips and jowls. His mom gave him a bone-rattling hug while his father unloaded his luggage from the back. Everyone greeted everyone, with more hugs going around.



Finn was homeschooled and was the last of the teenagers to arrive. He was the only one of the four with some cool credit to his name since he had a car, a pretty neat Volkswagen Golf. He was also the only one of the four who was at all good-looking, his face slender, his cheekbones pronounced and his pointed chin working well with his big, expressive eyes. Everyone always gave him crap about how short he was.



That day, Finn wasn’t in the Golf but rode in with his mom Annie, a beautiful woman who endured her son and his friends with a general sort of bemusement, as if she couldn’t believe she gave birth to a geek. She was fucking hot, Jerome, Kirk, and Ben agreed, much to Finn’s annoyance. Her long blonde hair was done back in a simply ponytail, and she was dressed in crazy tight bellbottom jeans and a tee shirt that showed off her impressive boobs. Not as big as Ms. Johnson’s or some of the other teachers at the school, but much like Amelia, she had a hot cowgirl thing going on that left Kirk, Ben, and the present dads eyeing her with straightened backs and sucked-in stomachs.



Jerome barely paid Annie any attention. His focus was on Kirk, his feelings complex. He felt a spike of jealousy that the other guys felt like Kirk single-handedly got them to national competition but he had to admit they had a point. Kirk’s brilliant analytical mind certainly was their secret weapon. But Jerome wished he got some credit too. The code they came up with at state to place hadn’t all been Kirk. Jerome and Ben put in a lot of work fleshing it out.



But still, at the end of the day, Kirk was Jerome’s best friend, and the reason for his sadness that day was not jealousy. Someone should have been there for Kirk. His drunk mom, his dad, his distant relatives… someone. Instead, it was just him, smiling politely at Jerome’s dad’s bad jokes. Kirk caught his eye, and in the strange unspoken language of teenage best friends, Jerome knew what the look meant.
 It’s all right. I’m fine. Everything is cool.



Jerome nodded back, but still, he wished things were different for him.



* * *



Finn was pretty sure his mom wanted to sleep with Big Ben.



He watched with open-mouthed annoyance as his mother hugged the tall, awkward Ben tight, kissing him firmly on the cheek and wishing him good luck. Of course, she’d done that with all the other guys too, and Jerome had nearly tripped and fallen on his ass when Annie kissed his cheek. But with Ben, she lingered just a moment longer, standing next to him in the circle of students and parents. Once, Finn thought he saw Ben’s eyes widen just a hair and his mom’s hand had suspiciously dropped low behind Finn’s friend, like she might have grabbed his ass.



The reason for her flirting was obvious. Somehow she found out Ben had a great big old donger.



Greaaaaat.



Finn banished the troubling thoughts from his mind because, at the end of the day, Ben was his best friend and surely he wouldn’t sleep with Annie. Probably. In any case, that was a worry for later. Right now, they had a plane to catch, and if their teacher didn’t show up soon, they ran the risk of being late.



“Of course she’s going to be late for the most important day of our lives,” Finn said.



“She’ll show,” Kirk said. “Remember how she reacted at the state competitions.”



“I still think the school should have sent along another chaperone,” Jerome’s mom said. “She’s… not the most reliable.”



“She’s all right,” Jerome’s father said with a grin.



“Yeah she is,” Ben’s dad said, earning him a swat from his wife.



Ben’s mom asked, “Did you remember to use the bathroom now, Benjamin?”



“Mom,” groaned Ben.



Finn’s mom Annie turned to her son and he said preemptively, “Yup. All good.”



That got a laugh out of Jerome. Finn smiled too. He liked making the other guys laugh. It was maybe the one thing he was good at in the group. Even among four outcasts, he felt like an outcast, being homeschooled and all sorts of awkward in social situations. Maybe not on Jerome’s level of awkwardness but Finna always felt set apart from the other guys. Part of that was because, at the end of the day, he was really just filling up a slot on the team. They needed four members, and Finn was a warm body, even if he couldn’t code for shit.



He probably wouldn’t have even joined the organization if Ben hadn’t asked him. They were friends longer than either could remember, their mothers having met when both guys were in preschool. When Ben said they needed a fourth programmer, of course he agreed. Finn was smart – all of them were – but unlike the others, his interests lay more in the arts, especially writing. When he was younger, he won every county spelling bee he entered, all five of them, and placed high at state all five times, never quite winning but once getting third place and never lower than twelfth. The year before, he got a wild notion to enter a statewide poetry contest and won for the best youth entry, something he was immensely proud of but which no one really knew about. He used the hundred-dollar winnings to buy two video games, his soul fit to burst if he didn’t tell anyone, but he knew in his heart no one would really understand or care.



That was okay. Finn still liked to write poetry, and had even begun working on some erotica for fun and to make a little money. Someday he’d like to try writing a romance novel but considering he only had one girlfriend in his entire life and that relationship had lasted all of two weeks, he didn’t exactly have a lot of experience to draw upon.



His thoughts were broken by the appearance of a van pulling into the lot. Cheers broke out. The parents clapped, led by Jerome’s dad. Even Kirk grinned.



Ms. Johnson had finally arrived.









Chapter 3



 



Honeypot wasn’t big enough for its own airport, so one of the substitute bus drivers, Monroe, drove the four students and Colbie two hours to the nearest one. He kept up a lively stream of chatter with the excitable young men while Colbie wondered vaguely if she could somehow convince Monroe to stop at a liquor store for a bottle of wine so she didn’t have to make this trip sober.



She’d spent some time after school ditching her dowdy jeans and loose blouse for a mini-skirt and a spaghetti-strapped top hidden away under sweats so the parents didn’t freak out about her corrupting their eternally horny eighteen-year-old boys. But there was no way she was strutting around New Bainbridge in boring teacher clothes either. In the back of her mind she wondered if there might not be some rich business-class asshole who’d take notice of her and treat her even better in New Bainbridge. Or maybe some guy at the hotel would turn out to be a diplomat or something. She wasn’t sure if diplomats got paid well but whatever, she just wanted some rich hung guy with a fat wallet to pay attention to her. The Honeypot dating pool was as shallow as a puddle.



At the airport, Monroe helped them offload their luggage and took off. Before they checked their luggage and went through security, Colbie gathered the four guys and gave them her version of the rules.



“All right, listen,” she said. “I’m not asking for much these next few days. Just don’t be idiots. That’s it. I’ve given you checklists of things not to bring on the plane. If we get held up because you brought something stupid through security, I swear to you, I will buy duct tape in New Bainbridge and I will wrap you up like a mummy because I do not want my vac… my trip ruined by someone who cannot do something as simple as read instructions. The same goes for the rest of the trip. Do not make me feel like I need to babysit you. You’re all eighteen. Act like it. Understood?”



Big Ben asked, “Is it okay to bring on a candy bar?”



“Jesus fucking…” She bit her hand to keep from finishing the sentence and pulled a folded list of acceptable items on the airplane out to him. “Read.”



He did, and passed it around. A minute later, after everyone but Kirk dumped a few things into the garbage, they made their way inside the terminal.



They were early by half an hour and Colbie left the guys alone to head into the bathroom and ditch her sweats. When she came back, all four guys stared at her. Okay, so the skirt was a little inappropriate for a trip with four horny teenagers, and there was no way a bra was going to work with her spaghetti-strapped top, but she had on bikini briefs and pasties. It wasn’t like they could see her pussy or her nips.



She took a seat across from Big Ben and Finn, who nearly bumped heads looking up her skirt as she demurely crossed her legs. “Jesus,” Ben whispered. “Uh huh,” Finn agreed.



Every once in a while, one of the staff would hear things about the eighteen or older studs in the school and report back to the rest of the busty teachers. In Ben’s case, that rumor had come from the group of teacher friends collectively called the Boob Crew, so named for… well, their boobs, which were uniformly spectacular. One of them heard from one of the cheerleaders that her boyfriend saw Ben take a shower in the locker room after someone dumped a soda on his head and that he had a cock like a log. They had giggled about that, the sluts, and Candace Sparks, maybe the sluttiest teacher in school, said dreamily, “Maybe I should convince him to swap to my spring class at the end of the semester.”



It was all probably bullshit, but now, sitting idly across from him, it was hard not to let her imagination wander, especially with his eyes locked on her thighs and the occasional flash of her panties. Was the rod in those jeans really his cock? It really did look pretty damn big.



Interesting. Colbie had never fooled around with a student and never intended to. It wasn’t that she had some sort of moral stick up her ass about the whole thing. She didn’t care that the other teachers slept with students so long as they were all over eighteen. But students had nothing to offer her other than a momentary thrill. It wasn’t like they could buy her a new car for Christmas or take her out to a nice dinner or something.



Although now that she thought about it staring at the thick pole making a bulge in Ben’s jeans, they could offer stamina. And that was a thing her lovers had been without lately.



Hm.



The boarding call woke her out of a fugue. Colbie realized she was fighting the wiggles, as turned on as she was, and squeezed her thighs together as she stood up, wondering uneasily if she’d shown Finna and Ben a damp spot. They hung back, whispering to each other and Kirk. Whatever. Let them have their thrill. No one would believe the four dorks anyways. They could gangbang her in her hotel room and take photos and videos and no one in the school would believe it because they were so fucking weird and geeky.



Christ, now why did that thought bring a shiver of desire through her?



* * *



On the plane, all the seated passengers stared at the four young men with uncomfortable dread, especially Ben. His size left people visibly murmuring prayers under their breath for him to keep moving, to be someone else’s problem. He crammed himself into a window seat, making the guy behind him groan out loud.



The school couldn’t get their four seats together, leaving them two and two, with Colbie taking a seat near the rear of the plane. Ugh. She hated being that close to the bathroom. Kirk was supposed to sit with Jerome, but he came to Colbie’s row and leaned in to ask the passenger next to her, “Hi, I’m sorry to do this but is there any chance we could swap seats? Ms. Johnson is our coach for a school event in New Bainbridge and I need to talk to her about that.”



The middle-aged woman sighed irritably. “I suppose. Help me get my bag.”



Kirk did, smiling blandly at her. He showed her to the seat next to Jerome, who looked panicked at the idea of having a stranger beside him. After pushing the woman’s bag up into the storage bin, Kirk returned to Colbie and sat beside her once he stowed his own bag.



“All right, what is this about?” she asked in a low murmur. “You know what the schedule is. The welcoming dinner and the dance tonight, first round of competition tomorrow, the final competition and awards the day after, and we fly out the morning after that. What about that was unclear?”



“Nothing,” he said. “Let’s talk when we’re taking off.”



“What?” Colbie asked, then sighed and beat her head against the back of her chair. Ugh, she couldn’t stand these dorks.



The preflight took forever, and again, she wanted to grind her teeth at the fact that she couldn’t get a good buzz on before they flew out. The flight was too short for an on-flight movie and she didn’t have anything else to keep her entertained, so she closed her eyes and tried to relax. Not long until she was in New Bainbridge. Not long until she ditched the guys at the welcoming ceremony and either got in a little shopping if the stores were still open, or if they weren’t, there were a couple bars close to the hotel that looked nice and trendy. Plenty of action to be had there.



That brought a smile to her face. She slipped into a pleasant doze as the safety information came over the intercom, and with that, they were finally off. The whine of the engines interrupted her nap, but that was okay, because it meant she was free of Honeypot and her obligations for a while.



“Ms. Johnson,” Kirk said. His voice was always cool and mellow. He was the ugliest of the four in her estimation, although Ben was fat and fat people were gross. How hard was it to not eat a fucking sandwich or a candy bar? But Ben would at least be pleasantly proportional in the face if he lost some weight, and he could even be handsome if he gained some muscle, especially as tall as he was with those broad shoulders. Same with Jerome, if he wasn’t such a beanpole. But Kirk would never be handsome. His face was all wrong, his chin long and sharp, his eyes too huge for his face, his forehead already high. He’d be bald before he was thirty, more than likely. And he was chubby. Maybe not fat like Ben, but thick.



“What?” she asked with a note of a whine to her voice.



“Can you try to give a shit about this?”



Colbie’s eyes snapped open. “What did you say?” she hissed.



“This competition, this trip, this means everything to my friends. They worked their asses off to get here. But you, I know exactly what you’re going to do.”



“And what am I going to do, Kirk?” she asked, foregoing the usual Mr. X name she’d use with a student any time they were one-on-one. Her hackles were up.



“You’re going to drop us off at the hotel or the opening ceremony. Then we won’t see you until it’s time to fly home again. You’ll fuck off-” her eyes widened at the use of the language, and several heads turned to look in their direction “-and you’ll do whatever it is you want to do in New Bainbridge.”



“I don’t know why you’d think I wouldn’t support you and your team,” she said, but Colbie had no legs to stand on and she knew it.



“They got you here. And you’re going to blow them off and treat them like everyone else does. Like they don’t matter. Because we’re not football or basketball players. Because the competition we placed in isn’t something the school and the parents can understand or see on a court. It’s dork stuff. Tell me I’m wrong.”



She couldn’t. That had always been the case with the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club. There were no Homecoming parades with them in it, no trophies, no fans in the stands. Not one Honeypot parent showed up to the state competitions. True, the organization never produced any winners, but that wasn’t really the fault of the students in it, was it? Wasn’t that sort of disdain why she gave up on her own geeky dreams?



Ugh, don’t think about that
 , she told herself.
 You are not that stupid girl anymore. You’re somebody. Or you will be, as soon as someone realizes that your tits and your ass are worth a cool couple million and a divorce lawyer.



Quieter, her voice barely a murmur, Colbie leaned in and asked, “So let’s say I agree. I owe you four. What is it you want? Hm? Sex?”



Kirk snorted. “I’d be an idiot not to want to fuck you. You’re the hottest teacher in that school. So yeah, maybe. But what I really want is for you to treat them like you care. Like they matter. They deserve that much.” It was his turn to lean in closer, and now his hand fell on the tanned skin of her bare thigh. She shivered with pleasure, wondering what the hell had gotten into her that this would be turning her on. “And I want you to make them feel good about themselves. Give them some confidence.”



The seatbelt lights dinged and turned off. Someone a couple rows ahead of them stood and headed for the bathroom. Kirk took his hand back while Colbie fumed – and squeezed her thighs together. Kirk saw, and smirked. It did not touch his eyes. She didn’t think any emotion could.



He leaned in, his lips so close to her ear she could feel his hot breath. “Are you turned on?”



“S-shut up,” she whispered back.



“I think you are. You tell me to leave you alone and I will. But I think some part of you wants this to happen.”



As people shuffled and headed for the bathroom and back, Colbie thought about his words. His words, and his touch. He had turned her on. And Big Ben did the same earlier, that massive raging cock in his jeans flittering through her mind, interspersed with a flash of a fantasy of Kirk moving that hand under her skirt, playing with her pussy.



And he was right. Goddamn it, but he was right. Colbie did owe them. It pained her to admit that, but her earlier thought hit her. No one would believe them. Not a single fucking soul.



She closed her eyes, fighting a thrill of heat throughout her body. Finally, minutes later, she leaned in and whispered in his ear, “Go ask the flight attendant for a blanket and a pillow.”



Kirk glanced at her sharply. Gone was the cool exterior, at least for the moment. In its place was confusion, then realization. He smiled, and again, it didn’t touch his eyes.



Was she really going to do this? There were a lot of lines Colbie crossed in her life. To make up for her near-constant absences in college, she’d fucked three professors, individually and all at once. She’d let a bank loan officer pump his two-inch cock inside her while he gasped apologies to his absent wife, all so Colbie could afford her crummy one-bedroom house. She was a semi-regular in Pedro Smalls’s office, earning herself a nice fat pay raise every year and a Christmas bonus out of his pocket.



But this… this was a new low, and she knew it as she watched Kirk try not to run down the aisle to the flight attendant. She’d never slept with any of her students. Oh, sure, she’d been attracted to a lot of the eighteen-year-olds that passed through her classes in the last decade. There wasn’t a teacher in the school that hadn’t been tempted by some young, tight, lean, or well-muscled bit of forbidden candy. But never had she acted on those urges, no matter how bad things got.



But some part of her, some not insignificant part, remembered being the girl crying as she cut up her acceptance letter to one of the most prestigious colleges for programming, her crush Christian’s words still ringing in her ears a decade and a half later. “Wow, you’re really going for it with all that nerdy shit, huh?” A very significant part of her died with those words, and she began to rapid process of changing her whole identity.



Colbie found out what college Christian was going to and applied there, thinking she’d someday win him over. Like a snake, she shed her skin, and while she’d always been pretty, now she flaunted it, learning everything she could from the hottest girls on campus. Later that year, at a frat party, she really did hook up with Christian. He didn’t recognize her in the hazy room, not with her red-tinged hair and heavy makeup. She rode him in front of his would-be frat brothers, making him come pathetically fast and laughing in his face about it, all the while wondering why she let this guy change her whole life. Only after did he recognize her, when it was too late, when his frat brothers were hooting and laughing at his shriveling dick. Colbie promised herself in that moment she’d never sleep with anyone who couldn’t give her something in return. No man would ever have power over her again who couldn’t deliver.



Nowadays, Christian drove a delivery truck and had a beer gut and a divorce, thoughts that usually made Colbie cackle. But was she any better? Here she was, about to do things with yet another guy because he pissed her off, changing the course of her life. And why? Kirk had no power over her. He was an ugly little shit with no real future and nothing to give her. Was it pity? A little bit. Anger? Most definitely. The young fucking sociopath had her number and… well… she kind of liked it.



Kirk came back to her with a tiny travel pillow and a wispy rough blanket in hand. Ahead a few rows, Finn twisted in his seat and looked back at them. When Kirk handed over the blanket and the pillow, Colbie made a show of patting the pillow into place against the window and resting her head against it, drawing the blanket up and over her short skirt.



When Kirk was seated again, she tugged the blanket over his lap. There was only enough material to cover one of them and it had to be him. She could not get caught doing this. Kirk’s classmates back home wouldn’t believe him if he said his teacher jacked him off on a plane, but if they wound up in jail for a public display of nudity or whatever the offense would be, that would be a different story. She could kiss her career goodbye, not that it was such a great career to begin with.



Colbie glanced around them slowly. The people on the other side of the aisle were elderly, the man with his eyes closed, his wife reading a paperback. The people behind them wouldn’t get much of a view unless they leaned over the seats, and the two thirty-something women in front of them were engaged in a lively discussion of their cats back home. It was now or never.



Colbie leaned over and whispered into Kirk’s ear, “Unzip. And if you make a sound, I will shriek like you just tried to molest me.”



He stared at her, his eyes burning holes into his teacher with their intensity. His hands snaked under the blanket and a moment later, he nodded. As discreetly as Colbie could manage, she brought her hand to her mouth like she was stifling a yawn and leaned against the pillow. She licked her palm quickly, wishing she could get away with spitting into it.



This was her last chance to back out of this. She hesitated… then his hand moved too. She fought not to gasp as his fingers slid under the hem of her skirt. His eyes hadn’t shifted, still holding her rapt as he brushed her pussy through the fabric of her panties, rough, eager probing that left her clapping her thighs against his hand. She thought about telling him to be gentle but she didn’t want it gentle. She had been soaked off and on since Ben and Finn stared at her barely clothed cunt at the gate, and she didn’t mind a little boyish overenthusiasm now as her core responded with a roar of lust.



Her hand shot under the blanket and nearly sent it sliding off him. He held it in place with his free hand, his gaze finally breaking away from her to glance all around. “Act. Natural,” she breathed, and he nodded.



His fingers moved along her folds, her thighs spreading to accommodate his exploration. Kirk had clearly never done this before but it didn’t matter. She was going to come fast and hard in just minutes, as excited as she was. And when she discovered what he had between his legs, her mouth opened in shock.



Ben wasn’t the only one of the four who was hung.



“F-f…” she started to whimper as she tried to encircle his big fat cock with her hand. Colbie caught herself and zipped her mouth shut, feeling the length of him thicken. His hips jumped as she began to stroke him, using his precome to lube the first half-inch or so of him.



Kirk gave her a smug smile, staring again into her eyes as his fingers moved faster and faster against her. More by accident than anything else, the base of his fingers pressed against her clit, but deliberate or not didn’t matter. It was just the right kind of pressure she needed, her eyelids fluttering, her breathing quickening.



She pulled her hand back and licked it again, no longer so worried about what anyone else might see. The hand shot back under the blanket, and she couldn’t help a soft moan as she came in contact with his length again. Someone would need to teach him to shave, but God, when the girls found out about him, it wouldn’t matter if he was ugly or fat or a geek. He’d have a date every weekend if he wanted it.



An image of him pulling her onto his lap and fucking her face to face fueled her imagination. That ugly, pimple-scarred face leering up at her, his hands on her ass and her tits as she bounced away on him, fucking his fat eighteen-year-old cock for all she was worth, shoving her tits in his face, letting him suck them, letting him come inside her.



A wail of pleasure built and built inside her throat but she could not release it. Her orgasm hit her fast and hard, and she clamped her thighs to his hand as her pleasure ripped through her. She jerked involuntarily, gritting her teeth through it, her eyes closing.



And still he kept going, getting bolder, his hand shifting and moving inside her panties. He shoved three fingers inside Colbie, and if she hadn’t been so wet, it might have been too much. But she was soaking the seat with her pussy juices, and the three fingers, even as rough as they were, felt nearly as good as her toys back home. She jacked him faster and faster, breath catching, hips rocking harder as he fingered her. Neither of them looked around now, focused entirely on each other, never seeing the flight attendant watching them and fighting back a clear case of the giggles.



He stiffened, his free hand falling away from the blanket, and she knew he was there, he was coming, her fucking student was coming thanks to her, and quickly, she capped his cock with her hand, catching the warmth exploding from him, burst after burst after burst. There was so much of him, so fucking much, and quickly as she dared, she brought the come to her mouth, slurping it down. Only later did she think to wonder why she didn’t just let him fire into the blanket or his jeans. That was followed quickly by the realization she wouldn’t have been satisfied with anything else but his hot come in her mouth, in her belly.



In his teacher’s belly.



Her hand joined his, strumming her clit. She saw the flight attendant now and was powerless to stop, her eyes widening but her body uncontrollable. To their left, the old woman watched too, holding the paperback nearly to her lips to hide her smile. Colbie came with a hard jerk of her hips, teeth clenching again, her sight lost to her for a long moment of pleasure. She came down, and horror and realization hit her. This could be it. This one stupid mistake could mean the end of her life as she knew it.



Instead, when the flight attendant reached them, all she said was, “And would you like something else to drink?”









Chapter 4



 



Kirk was always a quiet person, so Jerome didn’t see anything out of the ordinary about his near-total silence after they disembarked. What was unusual was the goofy, dazed grin on Kirk’s face. It wasn’t his usual smile, which kinda looked mean. Ms. Johnson seemed loopy too, looking occasionally at Kirk with an unreadable expression on her face. More than once, she looked in Big Ben’s direction too. That wasn’t so surprising, though. Before the flight, Ben kept hiding his crotch with his carryon, making it obvious he must have got a boner staring up Ms. Johnson’s skirt. Then again, who could blame him or Finn? She’d been showing off practically everything.



Jerome was the only one who seemed to notice something off about their fearless leader. Ben and Finn were too excited by the prospect of finally being in New Bainbridge for the first night of their stay.



They picked up their luggage and their rental, a surprisingly nice luxury van. Ms. Johnson muttered, “I said an SUV, Pedro,” but even she couldn’t be too mad about it. She programmed the hotel into the GPS and off they went, Ben and Finn in the middle seats, Kirk and Jerome in the way back.



“What’s up?” Jerome asked Kirk quietly.



Kirk looked at him so sharply Jerome knew he was right. Something happened. Kirk hesitated, then said under his breath, “Ms. Johnson jerked me off on the plane. And I made her come too with finger stuff.”



Jerome laughed. Kirk looked back up towards the front, where Ms. Johnson was glaring at both of them in the rearview mirror. When her eyes returned to the road, Jerome leaned in and murmured, “Riiiight. You. And her. On a plane.”



“It happened.” Kirk held out his fingers. “Smell them.”



Jerome wrinkled his nose. “No. I don’t know where they’ve been.”



“Smell. Them.”



Jerome did. They didn’t smell like anything. Soap, maybe something like sweat. “Man, you’re crazy.”



Kirk started to say something, then sighed irritably and didn’t say another word after that the rest of the way to the hotel.



It was a nice place, not quite downtown but pretty close to a walking mall and a street filled with trendy shops and restaurants. Jerome hoped the school’s per diem for them would cover the cost of a meal there. Ben and Finn would probably be all right. Their parents were pretty wealthy. But Kirk didn’t have much money. He would doubtless be a Silicon Valley tech bro or programmer in Washington someday, but right now, Kirk’s mom drank most of what his parents made. He would be too proud to ask for a loan from his friends, and if Jerome brought it up, he’d only wall himself off further. As for Jerome himself, he didn’t have a lot of money but he sure didn’t mind living off junk food for a few days.



They followed Ms. Johnson into the hotel, pulling their luggage along behind them, laptop and overnight bags slung across their shoulders. Jerome volunteered to grab Ms. Johnson’s luggage for her, which earned him a contemplative look and a, “No, I’ve got it.”



Finn cooed, “Jerome’s got a cruuuush on Ms. Johnson.”



Shit, we all do
 , Jerome thought. Then he thought of Kirk’s words.
 She jerked me off on the plane.



Such a weird thing to lie about. Weirder than even Ben’s story about how he was pretty sure Finn’s mom Annie watched him jerk off in their bathroom. But Ms. Johnson sure was acting funny.



The thought faded from Jerome’s mind as they checked in. Ms. Johnson doled out room keys with an obligatory, “Remember what I said. Don’t do anything stupid and we won’t have a problem.”



They all agreed to that. After all, it wasn’t like any of them was going to sneak in beer and there weren’t any girls in the group to visit at night. Not that any of them would. Although… maybe if Amelia was there…



Right. Like Jerome would suddenly grow a spine and say to her, “Hey, you want to have hotel sex with the world’s most awkward virgin?”



They headed for their rooms. Ms. Johnson would be staying down the hall, with the four guys in two rooms right next to each other. Jerome would stay with his best friend Kirk, while Finn and Ben were an easy combination, though as of late, Finn eyed Ben with more and more suspicion, probably having heard the rumor that his mom checked out Ben’s big honking cannon. The rooms were super nice, the beds big and tall. There was even a gift basket of food, and drinks in the fridge, though they would get charged for drinking those and there was a convenience store just down the street, so Jerome didn’t see why anyone would be dumb enough to do that.



Just about then, there was knock on the open door and Ben and Finn walked in drinking a ginger ale and a root beer. “Dude, drinks in our rooms!” Finn said.



Jerome started to say something, then sighed and let it go.



With two hours to go until the opening night welcoming ceremony, the guys split up to do their own thing. Kirk said he needed a shower, and even though there would be food served later, Ben and Finn went in search of something to eat down the street. Jerome decided after the long flight to change into some shorts and go check out the hotel pool.



He wasn’t really an athlete – none of the guys were – but if the school had a swimming team, that probably would have been a different story. Jerome loved to swim, and always had. It was the one physical act in this world he felt competent at, although he wouldn’t have been so dumb as to call himself competitive or anything like that. But in the water, his tall, awkward body became something more graceful and under his control. The repetition of laps helped calm his mind too. He could think without other distractions.



The pool was just off the same lobby they came through, and was unoccupied except for a couple women in one corner talking and a hotel employee depositing towels on a rack. Jerome swiped his card to gain access and stepped inside. The employee turned, saw him, and smiled. She was young and cute, with dark hair and a sparkle to her eyes. The formless work shirt and pants couldn’t hide away a nice curve to her butt, one that had Jerome immediately fantasizing about some crazy scenario where she paid him a late-night visit. “
 Oh, I couldn’t take another minute not knowing who you were.”



So lost in his fantasy, he didn’t notice the door opening behind him again, or the woman who stepped inside.



“Good afternoon,” the employee said. “Going for a dip?”



“Um. Just. Um. Water looks good,” he said, as always smacking himself in his own mind for his stupid mouth not working.



Her smile turned quizzical and she said hesitantly, “It certainly does. Enjoy your swim.”



“Uh. Uh huh.”



She headed past him and said, “And enjoy your swim too.”



“I will,” Ms. Johnson said.



Jerome whirled around. As the clerk left the pool area, their coach and teacher stood there smirking at him. She was dressed in the same sweats she wore before the flight, no doubt thrown over her bathing suit.



“Ms. J-Johnson,” he said.



She jacked me off on the plane.



“Jerome,” she said. “Always so very charming. You’ll win one over someday with verbal skills like that.”



“Ah, yeah,” he said. “Um, you going for a swim too?”



“No, I thought I’d oversee your painfully awkward interactions with anyone with boobs,” she said.



Jerome flinched at that. “This was a mistake,” he muttered.



Then Ms. Johnson did something strange. She held up a hand and sighed. “Stop. I’m… sorry. That was overly cruel of me.”



“Huh? You? Sorry?”



“I am capable of apologizing. Now and then.” Her lips quirked in something like a grimace. “Kirk has reminded me you all deserve to be treated a little nicer for getting me out of Honeypot for a few days. He’s right.”



Suddenly, Jerome wasn’t so sure that Kirk’s story was such a lie. It
 probably
 was, he thought, but this was the strangest Ms. Johnson had ever acted around him. A desperate urge to ask if she had really given Kirk a handjob on the plane rose up, but he couldn’t. Instead, he took off his shirt, noticing his teacher’s eyes on his skinny frame.



The two women in the pool laughed. Jerome turned to look at them, sure it was directed at his shirtless body. A hand touched his arm.



“They’re not making fun of you,” Ms. Johnson said.



“I…”



“They haven’t even looked in your direction.”



Her hand was still on him, making Jerome stir. He turned back towards his programming teacher, heat rushing through him. She gave him a knowing, haughty smile.



“Tell you what. I’ll make you a deal. Jump in the water. Swim down to the other end, and when you come up, tell them hello.”



“I can’t just… just do that. They’re strangers.”



She snorted. “And what, stranger danger has you scared? For God’s sakes, you’re eighteen. I assume you have balls.”



“Hey!” he said, real anger tinging his voice. And shame. And embarrassment.



“You go say hi to them, ask them how they’re doing, and if they’re in town visiting, and I’ll show you what’s underneath my sweats.” Her hand moved to his chest, and he swallowed hard. “And trust me, Jerome. You are going to want to see what’s under your teacher’s sweats.”



Fuck.



He didn’t realize he whispered the word out loud until Ms. Johnson’s smile grew even wider. He stared at her, the question about Kirk burning brighter in his mind. Instead of asking, he slowly kicked off his shoes, turned towards the pool, and dropped in. He looked towards the two women and hesitated. They were strangers. He said hello to strangers all the time. But with Ms. Johnson watching him, this got a whole lot weirder.



But… what was she wearing under the sweats? A one-piece? A bikini? Could he be about to see Colbie Johnson in a bikini?



He kicked off the wall and started swimming. His long legs propelled him swiftly through the water – too swiftly. Before he knew it he was reaching out and touching the other wall. He came up out of the water and looked at the two women. They looked back, giving him bland, friendly smiles.



Jerome cleared his throat. “H-hey. Hi. Hope you don’t mind me, uh, swimming.”



“Go right ahead. You’re not bothering us,” one of them said. She was a plump woman in a flower-print one piece, her curly hair just starting to go gray.



The other one, a tall, wire-thin blonde in a white one-piece, said, “I can only dog paddle. It’s so embarrassing.”



“I’m always doing something embarrassing,” Jerome said, and immediately winced. It was a dorky thing to say, and he knew it. If he turned his head, he knew he’d see Ms. Johnson smirk. It was her trademark, and he had to admit, it was kind of hot.



The blonde grinned broadly. “Oh honey, you’re talking to the queen of embarrassing. But we have a dinner date and we should probably get going. Enjoy your swim!”



“Thanks, you too… ah damn it,” Jerome said, and that made both the women titter.



“Okay, maybe you do have me beat. Don’t worry, you’ll get over it,” the blonde said.



“I hope so,” Jerome said. “Uh. Have a good night.”



“Nailed it,” the blonde said. The other woman touched her arm and they started up the stairs out of the pool. Jerome looked away and kicked off the wall, swimming back to the deeper end of the pool. That hadn’t been a total disaster, though he realized a few moments later he never asked them how they were doing or if they were in town visiting. Panic hit him, and he nearly stopped swimming to stand up and shout the questions at them.



But then he saw it. Or rather, them. Legs. Bare legs.



Ms. Johnson sat on the edge of the pool, legs in the water. When Jerome slowed and stood up in the deep end, his heart skipped a beat and his cock roared, “Oh holy shit.” Because Ms. Johnson’s red bikini could barely contain her huge tits, the tiny triangles of fabric and strings stretched to the limit of what they could handle. Her thick nipples were clearly outlined and the ring of her areolas peeked out. Even wilder, she had her legs spread just far enough to show him the vee of her sex barely hidden away by another barely-there triangle.



“What the…?” he started to say, then shot a sharp glance at the two other women as they toweled themselves off.



“Well done. You had a real conversation. With two women,” Ms. Johnson said in a voice so quiet it was almost a murmur. She golf-clapped but he barely noticed. His eyes were locked on the points of her nipples under her bikini top.  “I never expected one of you would actually do something physical on this trip, like use the pool or the gym, so bonus points for that.” That hit him like a slap, and she gave him that trademark smirk. “Oh, what, did that hurt your feelings?”



“You are the worst teacher in the history of teachers, did you know that?” he asked just quietly enough to not be overheard. But there was real heat in his voice, real anger. “First you hit me with snark, then you apologize, then it’s snark again.”



“I’m not Ebenezer Scrooge,” Ms. Johnson said. “Your friend fingering me on the plane didn’t turn me into a decent person in just a couple hours.”



“Wait,” Jerome said. “You and Kirk-”



“See you!” the curly-haired woman said, waving to Jerome. He waved back.



The blonde called, “You two have fun!”



“Oh, we’re not-” Jerome started.



“Thank you,” Ms. Johnson said. “We will.” They left, and when the door was closed, she shocked Jerome into complete paralysis as she moved a hand to her bikini bottoms and tugged them aside. Her clean-shaven lips and thighs were bared to him, and with two fingers, she showed off the pink walls of her cunt. “Yes. He did. He told you in the van, didn’t he? The little shit.”



“He… he tried to, but I didn’t believe…” Jerome dry-swallowed. “Did he blackmail you or something?”



“Jesus Christ, he’s your best friend and that’s the first question you ask?” But with her amused question came motion. She was rubbing her pussy. Jerome saw it done in a thousand porn videos but never up close like this. He couldn’t help coming closer and watching.



“I… I thought… we’re all virgins and I thought…”



“Like I said, he reminded me maybe I owe all of you. It’s not blackmail.”



Jerome thought for a flash of a second that wasn’t much better, but in that moment he gave zero shits. He watched her play with her pussy and reached a hand into his shorts to stroke himself.



“The water’s going to make that tough.”



“I’ll… I’ll manage,” he croaked.



“Have you ever seen a woman’s pussy?” Ms. Johnson asked.



His mind floated away on a haze. A teacher had just asked him that. One of the hottest fucking teachers at Honeypot.



“Oh fuck,” he whispered.



“Jerome. Pay attention.”



“W-what?”



“Have you ever seen a woman’s pussy like this before?”



“No. Nuh uh. I mean… in porn but…”



“Of course not,” she said more to herself than him. “See this?” She dropped her other hand to her pussy and tapped the little nub at its crest. “This is the clit.”



“I know about anatomy,” Jerome said.



“Good. Then get to licking.”



“What?” he nearly shouted. Quieter, he added, “You want me t-to…”



“To eat me. Yes. Come here, you little dork, and eat my pussy.”



 “Oh God. Oh fuck. Is this happening?” he moaned.



“It is, but only if you hurry. We could be caught any moment.”



Jerome shot for Ms. Johnson as fast as he could through the water. She spread her legs wider and leaned back, offering her wet cunt to him. He licked his lips, his hand working his cock despite the dryness that the water induced. Slowly, he leaned in, sure at any moment she would start laughing or yelling at him or… or something.



“Jerome. When a woman tells you she wants you, you act. You don’t hesitate. Stop. Fucking. Thinking,” she snapped.



“Yes, Ms. Johnson,” he breathed, and he pressed his mouth to her pussy.



His teacher’s pussy.



He was licking… his teacher’s pussy.



“That’s it, that’s it you little shit, lick my cunt, lick my pussy,” she said, moving one hand away and to the back of his head. She gripped his hair and brought him in tight, mashing his face against her pussy. He didn’t know why but Ms. Johnson insulting him didn’t just make him angry. It kinda turned him on.



“Like this?” Jerome asked, driving his tongue everywhere along her folds.



“The clit, get my clit too, focus on that.” She jerked when he brought his mouth to her clit and licked as hard as he could. “Oooh, yes, like that, lick my little fucking button hard just like that, nnnngh, fuck, I might make men out of you sad fucking geeks yet.”



“You’re such a bitch,” Jerome muttered.



She laughed throatily. “And you’re finally treating a woman like a real person instead of sniveling and stuttering your way through… fuck. Oh, oh fuck…”



He had chosen in that moment to reach up and roughly squeeze Ms. Johnson’s big tit with his free hand. The material had barely been clinging on and now it dropped, revealing her thick nipple and her tan lines to him. He ran his fingers across one nipple, rubbing it, and she clapped a hand to his.



“Pinch it, twist it just a little, fuck, a little harder, no, keep licking while you do it, fuck, fuck, yes, like that, little harder, stop being a pussy and… FUCK!” she wailed as he twisted her nipple. “Little hard, little hard, oh shit, oh shit, though, just a little less than that, fuck, yes, right there, right there, fuck, oh fuck!”



Her ass jerked and her head dropped back. Her feet splashed in the water and Jerome realized with dazed and wild lust that he’d just made his teacher come. In trying to please her he’d forgotten about himself, and now he was desperate for release too, jacking himself fast.



“Get out of the water,” Ms. Johnson gasped, “get out and jack it on my face, cover me in it.”



He shot for the closest ladder out of the pool and climbed it so fast he nearly slipped and faceplanted on the unforgiving concrete, but he caught himself and hurried around the pool, tugging his shorts down.



Ms. Johnson yanked down his shorts for him and gasped. “Jesus fucking Christ, why aren’t you and Ben and Kirk all getting laid?” She shook her head as if in a fugue and she leaned forward to spit on his tip. At first, he thought she was going to suck his cock, but instead she spat on his sizable length. He knew he wasn’t the thickest, but he had a pretty lengthy dick.



“Now stroke that fucking cock and come on my face,” she said.



“Yeah,” Jerome said faintly. “Gonna… gonna jerk off on you, Ms. Johnson. Gonna… oh… oh man… gonna, um, gonna c-come on… on your face.”



“That’s it, baby, jack that fucking cock…”



“Oh, oh, fuck, you are such a…” He stopped himself, eyes widening.



“What? A slutty teacher? A slutty bitch for you? Mm, yessss, Jerome, right now I’m both, I’m both for you, you fucking geek. Tell me I’m your slut.”



“Y-you’re m-my slut… my t-teacher slut…” he whispered, unbelieving the words were falling from his lips.



“Yesss, your slut, I’m your bitch…”



“You’re my…” He licked his lips, stroking his cock faster and faster. “My bitch.”



“Mmm, yes, that’s what I like to hear, now jack that fucking black cock and come all over my fucking face!”



“Ms. Johnson!” he said and he was coming, shot after shot after shot of him splattering on his teacher’s face. It dripped from her forehead, her cheeks, her chin. Her hand shot to her face and at first he thought she was mad, but no, she was scooping up his come and sucking it down like she was starving for it, her eyes closed, her breathing hard. Jerome stared as she licked her fingers and her palm, then finally opened her eyes.



His thoughts swam, his head spinning. Jerome couldn’t process what had just happened, what he and Ms. Johnson – a teacher! – had just finished doing to each other. He’d made her come, and he’d given her a facial. And the things she wanted him to call her… Jesus. What the hell was happening?



Ms. Johnson tugged her top into place, stood, and dove into the water. His eyes tracked the swell of her glistening ass through the water. She didn’t come up until she’d touched the wall and made a full lap there and back. When she stopped and poked her head up, she looked up at Jerome with disdain.



“Pull up your shorts. Your cock is still hanging out.”



“You really are a bitch,” Jerome said.



She grinned. “And fifteen minutes ago you would have never said that to a woman in your life. Go shower up. We leave soon enough.”









Chapter 5



 



It was a joke. It had to be.



“You’re lying,” Finn said dismissively.



“Yeah,” Ben said.



“We are not,” Jerome said.



Kirk shook his head. “Forget it. There’s no way they’ll believe us.”



“Here she comes,” Finn said.



Their teacher emerged from the elevator bank. How she managed such speed in heels, Finn wasn’t sure. Not that he had a lot of experience watching women in heels. His mom wore them sometimes, and one time he saw his lesbian aunt get drunk and try to walk in a pair of her sister’s, only to snap the heel on a pair of shoes so expensive Finn’s mom Annie still fumed about it years later.



Their teacher looked good in a knee-length long-sleeved black dress that was surprisingly conservative – for her, anyways. That still meant lots of cleavage, and a necklace that said, “Hey guys, my tits are down here.” Her light auburn hair was blown out to look deliberately wild, though even that seemed tamer than her usual “either I just got fucked or I’m ready to be fucked” look.



In short, Ms. Johnson was almost presentable – save for the bright blue lipstick and heavy makeup. Finn supposed some things would never change.



“All right, let’s get going,” she said as she approached. She eyed them all in turn and winced. “This is what you’re all wearing to dinner and the dance tonight?”



“We’re not going to the dance,” Jerome said.



“Yeah, none of us are really dancers,” Finn agreed. Ben looked like he wanted to say something but didn’t.



“You’re going because it’s an hour and a half I get to spend away from…” She caught Kirk’s eye and sighed. “You’re going because it’s an experience you’ll only get to have once in a lifetime, you’ll always regret it if you don’t, et cetera, et cetera. Let’s go.”



Finn and Ben both stared at Kirk.
 Nah
 , Finn thought.
 No way.



But Kirk only smiled. Jerome too.



* * *



The Starflight Entrepreneurs Club was a quickly-growing organization focused on three aspects of competition – programming, science, and math. With twenty-four events in total there was the potential for a lot of students to make it to nationals.



Finn, Jerome, Kirk, Ben, and their eternally put-out teacher and coach were among the last to arrive from their state, checking in at a table manned by a skinny older man in a black button-down festooned with mathematical symbols and a bright red bow tie. He was a cheerful, boisterous guy, and pointed them towards the conference hall where the opening ceremonies, dinner, and the dance would take place.



“I liked his shirt,” Finn said as they moved down the hall.



“You would,” Ms. Johnson muttered. She saw Finn flinch and sighed. “Sorry. It was very… appropriate for the event.”



The place was a madhouse, with hundreds of students from freshmen to seniors trying to be seen amongst their own. Ben and Finn grinned at it all, while Jerome of course looked uncomfortable and fiddled with his clip-on tie while Kirk was Kirk and ignored all of it, focusing instead on the tables. Each grouping was marked with a state flag, and he nodded towards theirs. “That’s us.”



They recognized some of their competition from the state level and chose to sit near them, enduring some good-natured shit-talking in the process. Finn was the only one to give it right back. When he shouted at one of the other students with glee, “Too bad it’s not a competition in Python since it’s the only language you understand,” Ms. Johnson audibly groaned and sank her head onto her folded arms.



The ceremonies were led by the president of the organization in a cringeworthy joke-filled monologue that induced more groans than laughs. But even Ms. Johnson perked up when a handsome, famed NASA engineer and online personality took the stage, the event’s celebrity speaker and the real highlight of the evening. Her enthusiasm died right back down again when he mentioned his life partner, a man sitting in the front row.



“Thought you could score an easy mark?” Kirk asked her. Finn thought that might get him yelled at, but instead, their teacher snorted – and smiled.



“Yeah, maybe,” she admitted.



As he spoke, dinner was brought out for the students, and Ms. Johnson’s bored expression turned even more sour when they were served what turned out to be a bland chicken breast on a bed of brown rice with boiled vegetables. “Jesus Christ, all the money for dues and this is what they serve the winners of the state competitions?’ she asked none too quietly. All the tables around them turned to look and she scowled at all of them. “You know they deserve better.”



Had Ms. Johnson actually just defended them? That was beyond weird.



The ceremonies went on a long while, and Finn eventually needed to take a leak. He asked a server where he could find a bathroom and was pointed out of the conference hall and down the hallway they’d come through. Ms. Johnson excused herself too, and joined him in the walk.



“I couldn’t sit there another minute,” she muttered. “And there’s another half hour of that left.”



“Why are you even here?” Finn asked. “We all thought you’d just drop us off and leave.”



“Do you want me to?” she asked, sounding hopeful.



“I don’t know. Maybe. You’ve never liked us and we know it. It’s not like we’d be missing you here.”



She smiled her kinda-hot smirk, her eyes narrowing. “You’ve almost got as much balls as Kirk.”



Finn hesitated at that, and glanced back towards the conference room. “Did you and him… and Jerome…?”



“Did we what?” Ms. Johnson asked.



Finn swallowed hard. “Did you…” His voice dropped to a whisper. “Did you really do, um, hand stuff to Kirk on the plane and let Jerome…?”



She glanced around them. Though there was a line ahead at the bathrooms, this part of the hallway was devoid of anyone close by. She said quietly, “Did I tell Jerome to eat my pussy and let him jerk off on my face?”



“Holy moly,” Finn breathed. “It’s true?”



She saw the guy at the table who helped check them in and nodded towards him. “Come on. These bathrooms look a little busy. I bet he knows where there are some that are more… private.”



Finn gaped at her. He might have frozen in place much like Jerome earlier in the pool if his mental autopilot hadn’t kicked on, thanks mostly to the view of Ms. Johnson’s ass in that dress. He trailed behind her as she approached the table.



“Ah, hello,” the man said. “Is there something I can help you with?”



“He really needs to go pee,” Ms. Johnson said. “Small body, small bladder. Do you know another set of public bathrooms that might not be so crazy?”



“Oh, ah, we’re encouraging all the Starflight Entrepreneurs to stick to this wing, sorry.”



Ms. Johnson nodded at that and as he spoke, she dug out her phone from her purse and tapped away on it. After a few moments, she said, “Want to see my tits?”



The man’s eyes went wide. “W-what?”



“My tits. I have great ones. Natural, believe it or not. Want to see them? Tell me where another bathroom is. This is an emergency.”



Finn and the man both stared at her with huge, unbelieving eyes. Finally the man said, “Take a left, then look for the second hallway again on your left. There’s another conference room down that way but it’s not being used tonight.”



“Excellent, thank you,” Ms. Johnson said. She held up the phone to him.



“Holy fuck, lady,” he breathed. “Those are natural?”



“Bye now,” Ms. Johnson said, and led Finn down the hallway.



“What the fudge is going on?” Finn asked.



“Okay. First off. You’re eighteen. I know you don’t have a lot of social interaction at home all day but enough with the fudges holy molies and goshes and whatever. Act your age.”



“I…”



“Second. Go in there, take a leak, then look around the stalls and make sure no one is in there. Got it?”



“Did Kirk blackmail you?”



She snorted. “That’s exactly what Jerome asked. No. He didn’t blackmail me. Jesus, you two really think he would, don’t you?”



“Kirk’s…” Finn came up short on what to call Kirk. A sociopath seemed too strong but it might not actually be far from the truth. “…different.”



“You’re not wrong there.”



“Did he?”



“No. He reminded me I owe all of you. Now get in there.”



Dazedly, Finn thought that didn’t sound much classier than Kirk blackmailing her but he wasn’t about to argue. He rushed into the bathroom, which seemed unoccupied. He used the urinal, then checked the stalls. No one. He washed his hands with his slacks still unzipped, then glanced down at his cock and decided to give it a quick scrub with a wet paper towel too. Couldn’t hurt, he guessed. He’d never done anything like this before with anyone. As far as he knew, none of the other guys had either – up until that insane day.



He poked his head out of the bathroom and said, “We’re okay.” Ms. Johnson came in after him, a small bottle in hand. Lotion from the hotel, he realized.



She checked the stalls too and pulled Finn into the last one by his shirt collar, ripping the fabric. “H-hey,” he said, but she didn’t care and shut and locked the stall door behind him. “Holy moly, this is happening, this is… can I see your, um, boobs?”



“Yeah, sure fine, whatever gets you off fast,” Ms. Johnson said, hanging her purse on a hook behind Finn.



“And your, um… vagina?”



“Oh Christ, don’t call it that or I’ll go as dry as the fucking chicken. Pussy or cunt, I don’t really care.” She yanked at the zipper in the back of her dress and shimmied it down, revealing a bra that thrust her big tits upward, making Finn swallow hard. “Most girls are going to want to hear pussy. Or… maybe something tamer. Probably best not to come out of the gate and tell her you want to eat her cunt. I’m… not most girls, though.”



“No kidding,” Finn said faintly.



“Ever unhooked a bra before?” Ms. Johnson asked, then laughed. “What am I saying? Of course you haven’t.”



“Hey!”



“Oh, so you have?” she asked, that smirk back on her face.



“N-no. Shut up.”



She unhooked it herself, the cups coming down as unceremoniously as if she was doing this alone in her own bathroom instead of a hotel bathroom that smelled like disinfectant. Finn stared at her massive tits and her big dark nipples.



“This is real,” he whispered as she stuffed the bra into her purse. It left her topless, the dress not all the way off but showing off her tanned skin and the tiniest hint of the vee of her sex. Which Jerome had actually eaten earlier. Oh shit. Ohhhh, crap.



“Yup.” She knelt right there on the tiled floor, and although it looked clean, this was so dirty, doing this in a bathroom. “And you’re going to love this.”



“What are we going to do?”



Ms. Johnson grinned and uncapped the lotion she’d been palming. “Take it out, Finn.”



“My… my p…”



“Your cock. Your dick. Take. It. Out.”



He did, swallowing hard. She stared at it, licking her lips subconsciously.



“What the fuck are the four of you doing hiding these monsters away like this?” she croaked.



“W-what?”



“Every single one of you is fucking hung, unless Ben’s been hiding a baseball bat in his jeans.” She reached out tentatively with lotion-slick fingers and stroked him. “Jesus. I thought as short as you are you’d be tiny. But you’re nearly as big as the other two. Fuck.”



Ms. Johnson wrapped her hand around him, and started stroking.



“Tell me what I’m doing to you,” she said.



“M-my teacher is… mm… stroking my… my…”



“Your cock. Say it.”



“My cock. My teacher’s stroking my… my cock.”



“Hell yes I am,” Ms. Johnson said.



He stared down at her slick fingers wrapped around him. She jacked him fast and hard, both of them knowing they needed to get back, and soon. Her fists were a blur on him, her eyes locked on his face, her big tits rising and falling.



She caught him looking at them and grinned. “Want to try something even naughtier?”



“What’s that?” Finn asked.



Ms. Johnson picked up the lotion again and spread some between her tits. She leaned forward. “Take your cock and put it between my tits, baby. That’s it. Just like that.”



Finn moaned as her warm, soft flesh enveloped his cock. With the lotion, it made it easy to fuck her tits, and when she squeezed them around him, it was like nothing he’d ever experienced. Like Jerome and Kirk before him, he couldn’t control himself, and he leaned in to fuck her tits with mad desperation. The squick squick squick sound was so fucking hot, but even hotter was Ms. Johnson’s breathy words to him.



“That’s it, that’s it, you little fucking stud, don’t hold back, fuck my tits, fuck my big teacher tits like you’ve always fantasized about…”



“Oh God,” Finn moaned. “They feel so… ungh… good.”



“I want to feel your come on them, I want to lick it up just like I did theirs, mmm, I’m such a slut for come, for my students’ come, I can’t get enough of it…”



“F-f-fuck, Ms. Johnson,” he said, stammering through the swear like someone might barge in and shout at him for his bad language. But this wasn’t his home in the sticks. It was a bathroom stall a thousand miles away, and he was fucking his teacher’s big natural tits, about to come on them.



The door squeaked open and someone came in. Ms. Johnson’s eyes widened but Finn was too close to stop. If anything, the danger of being caught turned him on even more and he gasped, “Oh, oh shit!”



“Oof. I’ve had that kind of trouble before, buddy,” the guy said, and chuckled. Ms. Johnson visibly fought back a laugh, and Finn fucked her tits even harder, nearly bending her over backwards. The guy flushed and called, “Good luck!”



“Y-y-yuh huh,” Finn gasped. The door squeaked open and closed again just in time. He could hold back no more, coming, great big wads of it arching straight up in the air. Ms. Johnson aimed his cock lower, hitting her massive tits and her soft belly.



Just like she said she did with Jerome and Finn, she cleaned up his come with two fingers before sucking it down, driving the fingers in and out of her mouth like she was giving them a blowjob. She caught him watching and winked.



He offered her a hand, which almost seemed to take Ms. Johnson by surprise. She took it and stood, and he leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Um. Thank you.”



Again, she seemed taken aback by the gesture, touching where he’d kissed her and frowning. “Don’t make this into something it isn’t. Don’t get attached.”



“No shit,” he said, and winced.



She snorted. “Relax. I told you, I don’t give a damn about your language. But you do understand this was a one-time thing?”



“Yeah. Yeah, of course. But I mean it. Thanks, Ms. Johnson.”



She reached behind him and grabbed her bra. “You don’t have to thank me. This was… kind of fun.”



“Really?”



“Really.”









Chapter 6



 



“This is the dorkiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” Ms. Johnson said, staring in shocked horror at the conference room.



Ostensibly, there was supposed to be a dance happening. There was music – retrowave synth, because apparently they were all such dorks that was what they liked to listen to instead of actual danceable music. Even Ben, who liked this sort of music in general, thought it was a weird pick to play for a bunch of teenagers at a dance.



Still, he tried to sway to the music, but he was about the only one. The same herds of students that had sat together during the opening ceremonies still stood together, looking around with the same consternation every other person in that room was feeling. Ms. Johnson was right. This wasn’t a dance. It was a freeze-frame of teenage awkwardness.



“Aw man, I kinda like it,” Ben said. He blushed when everyone looked at him. “I like dancing,” he mumbled.



“You want to dance?” Ms. Johnson asked. She looked towards the exit, then back at the four students. “Fuuuuuck. I could be at a bar or… ugh. Come on. Let’s go somewhere with real music.”



“We’re eighteen. We can’t really get in anywhere fun,” Jerome said.



“Oh. She’s convincing,” Finn said faintly.



Jerome and Kirk tried to tell Ben they thought Ms. Johnson and Finn were hooking up somewhere when they left to go use the bathroom, but he laughed that off the same way he did when they told him they’d done the same thing. It was a weird joke, one they kept trying to pull on him the entire day. That was all right. They were his best friends and he was having fun, despite how kinda mean Ms. Johnson was.



A lot of people thought of Ben as stupid because his speech was slow and he lumbered on in life. His easygoing disposition didn’t help that image, but he liked that. If people didn’t know how smart you were, they always underestimated you. Plus, it made being lazy way easier. No one expected you to help, so they didn’t ask.



But there were times he wished his friends respected him more. He really did want to dance that night. Here, among all the other Starflight Entrepreneurs, he didn’t feel so out of place. And there were signs that the teenagers were loosening up. People were starting to pair up, and a few of the girls from Oregon and Washington were really getting into it in a sarcastic way that made Ben grin. But instead of getting to stick around, he was tugged away from the dance floor by obligation to his friends. Plus, he couldn’t remember what hotel they were staying at so he couldn’t get left behind.



They went back to that hotel now. Ms. Johnson stopped them in the lobby beside the small convenience store inside and went in for a minute. She emerged with four tubes of travel-sized deodorant and said, “Use it liberally. All of you. This is going to be hot and sweaty. Go take showers, brush your teeth, and meet me back down here in twenty minutes.”



“Don’t you have other places you want to be?” Kirk asked acidly.



“Yeah. I do. But I couldn’t leave you at that goddamn excuse for a… a… whatever that was. And I still owe you so here we are. But after tonight, we’re even. The next couple days, I’m dropping all of you off and I’ll pick you up when you’re done with the competition.”



“Fine,” Kirk said, a vicious bite to the word.



Ben watched this exchange completely bewildered. What did Ms. Johnson owe Kirk?



Back in the room, Ben asked Finn that question while Finn was in the bathroom getting ready to take the first shower.



“I told you what she did to me. Or… what she let me do to her,” Finn said. “I wasn’t lying.”



“Yeah, and Jerome and Kirk too,” Ben said. “You guys are funny.”



“It’s not a joke. She’s taking us dancing because you want to go. Kirk told her she owed all of us for placing in the competition and getting her out of Honeypot.”



“He’s blackmailing her?” Ben asked even more dubiously.



“Jerome and I both asked her that too. She says no.”



“You guys are so weird,” Ben said and laughed his big gentle laugh.



He had showered before the dinner but he did apply a generous amount of deodorant to his pits and chest. He was the first to go back down to the lobby and pretended he was a fancy businessman while he waited, reading the paper with one leg crossed over the other, occasionally lifting a cup of invisible coffee to his lips.



Jerome snuck up on him and smacked him on the shoulder, making Ben jump and laugh. “Stop pretending you know how to read,” Jerome said.



“Yeah, well, you… you… stop… uhhhh…”



“Nice comeback.”



“Shut up.”



The two guys grinned at each other. Jerome leaned in. “You think you’re going to try to sleep with Finn’s mom after we get home?”



“What?” Ben asked. He blushed hard.



“When we were all waiting in the parking lot, she was looking at you like she might drag you into the locker room and give you a ride.”



“Aw, come on.”



“I’m serious. You have to have seen it too.”



“Stop teasing me.”



“I’m not. And I’m not kidding about what Ms. Johnson let us do earlier either.”



“You guys are being so weird.”



Jerome shrugged. “You’ll see. I think she’s got a plan for you.”



Finn was next. He and Jerome sat together on a couch near Ben, whispering to each other and grinning. But every once in a while, Finn would study Ben with a less-than-amused glance. Ben couldn’t help but think about Annie, Finn’s mom. She had a cowgirl body, big hips, a nice round ass even for forty, and big boobs she usually wasn’t shy about showing off in a tank or a tight tee under her open blouses. She had blonde hair she usually wore up to keep it out of her eyes, a habit born from working on a farm outside Honeypot, but when she let it down, it shaved ten years off her. He thought about Annie’s kiss to his cheek that afternoon and how good it felt. About how he’d like to see her riding him, those big MILF boobs bouncing all around. He grew hard again for about the thousandth time that day but at least right then he had the newspaper to cover it up.



“There they are,” Jerome said. “Holy shit, Kirk.”



“After everything we did, you think that’s something?” Finn asked, and Jerome chuckled.



Ben turned to look towards the elevator bank. Walking towards them were Kirk and Ms. Johnson. It took Ben’s brain a moment to register what Finn and Jerome were talking about because his eyes couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Ms. Johnson’s high waisted jeans weren’t just tight. They could barely contain her big juicy hips, cupping the thick swell of her fupa. Her stomach was bared in a long-sleeved blue crop top that pushed her big tits up, offering a sea of cleavage, and her nipples clearly poked at the fabric.



Finally, Ben’s brain registered what else he was seeing – Kirk had his hand on Ms. Johnson’s ass.



“Holy shit,” Ben whispered. “This is real. Everything you guys said… it’s real, isn’t it?”



“Yeah,” Finn said.



“And I think you’re next,” Jerome said.



Ben whipped his head towards him. “I… I’ve never… I’ve never done anything… I…”



“It’s okay,” Jerome said. “You know we never did either.”



Finn nodded but said nothing. His eyes were locked on the teacher and their friend too. “Jeez,” he whispered, then seemed to catch himself. “Fuck.”



That startled Ben. Finn rarely swore. Annie was kinda nutty about that. His dad too, back when he was still around, but he decided to move to Utah because he got a vision about taking on multiple wives, but last Finn heard from him, he was living in Bakersfield as part of a group that sounded suspiciously like a cult. He wasn’t too mad. His dad was weird, even by their family’s standards, and Finn and Annie were super weird.



In the weeks ahead, it was the moment Finn dropped that F-bomb that Ben kept coming back to. It was like a jammed cog in his brain, something that would start to whirl, then stop and start again. He’d hear it before he fell asleep. He’d hear it in the shower. He’d hear it when he was daydreaming in Ms. Marie’s history class. His best friend, saying one word, over and over and over again.



Fuck
 .



* * *



Ms. Johnson didn’t so much walk towards the club as stride towards it, her auburn hair streaming out behind her. The four guys followed like a pack of the world’s most ineffectual wolves, staring at her ass in her jeans, Kirk smiling to himself every step of the way. In Ben’s case, he felt the strangest sense of vertigo, like he was falling – or flying.



She turned around, walking backwards as she spoke rapid-fire, quietly enough only the four of them could hear. “When we get in, you stick with me. I’m not spending an hour looking for all of you all over the place. If you want a drink, fuck off. They’re going to be way overpriced and watered down.”



“And we’re eighteen,” Finn said.



“Eh.”



Ben had never seen an actual club. There might be one in Fort Cloud or one of the other bigger cities near Honeypot but he didn’t think there were. A lot of bars and places with smaller dance floors, but no places dedicated to the kind of dancing and music they’d experience here.



Even just on the outside it was kind of awesome. Remixed pop music ebbed and flowed from the building, a thumping, cheerful beat that had Ben nodding subconsciously as they walked. Colorful lights in strips vertically beside the front doors and horizontally along the top of the building shifted to the beat of the music inside. A line of people stood waiting to get in, maybe twenty deep, some nearly as young as they were. But none of them held a candle to Ms. Johnson, who had the thickly muscled bouncer in a Toby Labeoux, Mercenary Attorney tee shirt staring at her and practically licking his lips. She bounced when she walked, a springiness not just to her big boobs but her butt too, a little jiggle that entranced Ben every step of the way.



And Jerome had been eating her out earlier? Fuck times infinity.



As they got closer, the bouncer grinned a lazy grin. “I gotta see some ID. And any tattoos, if you’re hiding them.”



“Nice line. That ever work on anyone?” Ms. Johnson asked as she pulled an ID from a pocket.



“You’d be surprised.” He took it, nodded, and gestured at the door, making someone in line swear. “You can go in. You boys gotta go to the back of the line. You guys twenty-one? You can’t get in if you’re not twenty-one.”



“We’re with her,” Kirk said, surprising everyone within earshot. Again, he casually palmed their teacher’s ass.



A guy cheered, “Fuck yeah, bro, hittin’ that cougar.”



“Shut up, Billy!” the woman with him said.



Kirk chuckled. Ms. Johnson glared at the bouncer. “So, they in? Or not?” The bouncer hesitated, and if the people were shocked by Kirk, they went nuts when the hot brunette gripped the hem of her crop top and lifted it up, making her big tits bounce free.



“Oh shit,” Ben gasped.



“Yeaaaaah,” the bouncer said. “They can… uh… they’re good.”



He made them stop for neon bracelets, the one souvenir from that trip every single one of the four students would hold onto for decades to come, unknown to the others. They got some more half-hearted jeers from the crowd waiting to get in but the noise was quickly drowned out as they entered the club.



Red and blue lasers streaked across them as they entered to a skull-thrumming beat. Ribbons of LED lights shifted to the music. Four columns surrounded an elevated DJ’s booth, the columns seeming to writhe until Ben realized it was more lights designed to run shifting patterns. Above looking down on the dance floor was a balcony and suites, with a dozen or so people leaning over the rails and watching the dancers below, drinks in hand.



And there were so many dancers. They were almost all fit, thin people, making Ben feel terribly out of place, but he couldn’t ignore the pull of the music, his head still nodding to the beat. Everywhere were women a few years older than him, college-aged or maybe just a little older, in everything from teeny party dresses to shorts and tanks to skirts that barely covered their asses. He even saw one woman in what looked like a one-piece bathing suit grinding on a Latino.



It was the single coolest moment of Ben’s life.



Jerome, of course, looked nervous and said something that Ben couldn’t hear but which he understood anyways, because he’d known Jerome for years and years. “We don’t belong here.”



And maybe they didn’t, but they
 were
 here, they were inside. For the first time in their lives, they were in the
 cool place.
 The place everyone wanted to be. This wasn’t some dorky movie night in Jerome’s basement or the awkward party they all attended a year ago at Lisa Mills’ s parents house, where they all sat around and drank Kool-Aid and ate pizza and tried to ignore the fact that they were all the most awkward human beings alive. This was where Ben wanted to be.



Ms. Johnson led them to a spot on the dance floor, which was surprisingly easy. There were a lot of dancers but it was a big place and it wasn’t as crowded as in the movies or TV. As if the DJ noticed them, the song shifted to a new one, and Ms. Johnson immediately raised her arms to it, her big breasts rising with them, drawing all four guys’ eyes to her. She visibly rolled her eyes, but she seemed to feel the same thing Ben did too, that need for the music, for the vibe, for the atmosphere. To be young and alive, to experience this without fear of cameras and what other people thought.



She danced, and in a moment, so did Ben.



Did the others? Not right away, or at least, Ben didn’t remember that they did. For a while, on that dance floor, it felt like it was just him and his crazy hot, wildly inappropriate teacher. Her body moved like it belonged there, so graceful it almost overshadowed the raw sex appeal of her. She undulated her hips and her legs, her upper body moving to a different beat, a dichotomy that made Ben’s eyes unsure where to settle. Her arms swayed in the air, fists balled, her head dipping and bobbing. She saw Ben moving too, his arms bent, fists at shoulder height, his hips not so much swaying as jerking back and forth. Ms. Johnson laughed, but for once in his life, Ben didn’t care. She already knew they were awkward dorks. He might as well enjoy himself.



Armed with that attitude, nothing could hurt him.



Time was lost to Ben because there was no clear start or end to the songs. One transformed into another, sometimes transforming back or shifting into yet another one. Songs were overlaid on songs, some familiar, some new to him. And through it all, he moved, his body feeling more and more natural with every moment they spent there.



Some guy came up to Ms. Johnson, dancing behind her, putting his hands on her waist. She let him, watching the guys as she swayed and moved. He was far more handsome than the four guys Ms. Johnson was with, square-jawed and deeply tanned, with muscles rippling under his silk shirt. She looked at him over her shoulder, grinning, and Ben’s spirits began to deflate. He thought maybe she might have wanted to dance with him or do something like she had with the other guys, but he supposed he got what he wanted, and so he tried to hold onto the joy of just being there, of dancing and listening to good music.



Kirk saw his friend’s expression and the way Ben’s eyes roamed the dance floor around him, looking for another partner. He gave Ms. Johnson a glare. She seemed to visibly sigh and turned to push the guy away with a shake of her head. He raised his hands in a “no offense” gesture and backed away, though he still stared at her ass when she turned to the guys again.



Their teacher moved to the middle of the four, using them as a shield against the other dancers on the floor and making it clear she was theirs, at least for the moment. To Ben’s utter shock, she came to him, turning so her ass was to him and looking over her shoulder. She pointed towards his hands and her waist, and it took him a moment to understand what she wanted – for him to dance with her. Ms. Johnson. One of the hottest women he’d ever known.



He grabbed her waist, and held on for dear life. The feel of her warm, soft skin made him raging hard in mere moments, his cock threatening to burst free from his slacks. Unlike his jeans there was some wiggle room down there and she felt him, grinding back with her ass and looking over her shoulder. In her eyes was something Ben didn’t ever expect to see – lust. Maybe it was an act, maybe it wasn’t, but it didn’t matter. She started grinding on him, her thick curvy ass making him moan.



More on accident than anything else, he roped his arms around her waist and brushed the bottom of her tits with his fingers. The guys were gaping at the two of them now. Even Kirk looked dumbfounded as their teacher rocked her ass against the big student and his massive prick, her eyes going half-lidded and her dancing turning more into more of a dry fucking. Ben surprised everyone, even himself, when his hand moved to one of her full breasts and squeezed. She turned her head again and stared at him with her mouth half-open.



He didn’t know who he was in that moment, but the music, the heat, they took him over and made Big Ben wild. He kissed Ms. Johnson. He’d kissed girls before but not like this, not this full-bodied, needing kiss, holding her close against him as he shoved his tongue into her mouth, making her gasp in response before she was kissing him back, her eyes squeezing shut and her hips shuddering against him. Later, weeks and weeks later, realization would finally hit him and he would wonder if she’d come in that moment. He was pretty sure she did.



She whirled in his arms, running her hands up and down his shoulders, his chest, his stomach, his bulge. As the song shifted, she grabbed his hands and shouted, “Let’s go.”



Ben didn’t argue. Dancing was suddenly the farthest thing from his mind.



* * *



She led them in a thundering charge back to the van. It was parked on the second floor of a parking structure down the block from the club, and by the time they got there, Ben was winded and sweaty, though that latter might have come from the time in the club, brief as it was. The other guys were silent, loping along with them, their geekiness left behind in a cloud of lust and need that equalized everyone in the group.



Though there were plenty of other vehicles on their floor of the parking structure, there was no one around. At the van, Ms. Johnson whirled on the four guys, breathless, her chest rising and falling. Her cheeks were bright burning red, her eyes glassy. She snatched at Ben’s slacks, jerking at the button and yanking them down.



“What are you…?” he started to ask, and then Ms. Johnson dropped right there on the concrete so fast it had to bruise her knees.



“Oh holy shit,” Jerome breathed.



She didn’t respond. She was too busy staring at Ben’s cock, her eyes nearly crossing, her mouth wide open. “Oh my fucking God, Ben. That’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.”



“Really?” Ben asked.



Ms. Johnson didn’t answer. She grabbed Ben’s half-hard prick and devoured his tip, sucking him with a hungry moan.



“She’s really sucking his dick,” Jerome said.



“Holy cow,” Finn said, his eyes huge.



But Kirk still said nothing. He had his hand on his zipper and jerked his own slacks down, taking out his cock and spitting into his hand as Ms. Johnson sucked and bobbed on Ben’s big cock. She barely glanced in his direction as he began to stroke himself to the sight before them.



Finn and Jerome glanced at each other and in a minute they were jerking their own cocks frantically. Bens saw all this and placed a hand on the back of their teacher’s head, keeping her in place. “Oh God, Ms. Johnson. Your lips, mmm, ah, ahhhh, they feel… so good.” He gasped, “Oh shit, oh shit, she’s using her tongue…”



She was. She swirled her tongue along his base. He was rock hard again, so thick she could barely wrap her lips all around him, but she tried. Her blue lipstick smeared up and down his length, leaving trails that all the guys’ eyes were glued on at various points.



“Mmm, mm, mm,” she moaned around him. When she came up off Ben to spit on his dick, she stared up at him with fire in her eyes. Her hands wrapped around his length and she began to jack him fast and hard. “Mmm, Ben, that’s so big, I love a nice big cock in my mouth…”



“Oh, oh fuck!” Ben gasped.



“That’s right,” she said. “Fuck.” And she took him in her mouth again, hands whirring up and down what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. Just as fast, she came off him again with a wet, sloppy, “Mrrrah. Warn me when you’re going to come.” She looked around at all the other guys. “And don’t let a drop go to waste. I want it all on my face and my tits.”



“Oh… oh…. fuck,” Finn whispered. He blushed when Kirk looked at him sharply, not being used to their diminutive friend’s language, and he grinned the grin of a man who has done something awful and twisted, and broken someone in ways that made him happy.



She came off Ben again with a slurp and just as fast drove right back down on his cock. He watched open-mouthed as his teacher corkscrewed her way up and down his length, head twisting left and right, her tongue all over him.



Jerome reached out and stroked the back of her head and drew more shocked looks when he said tentatively, “That’s a good slut.” He looked around at them. “Isn’t she, guys?”



Everyone was silent. Ms. Johnson pulled off Ben’s dick, spittle spattering the ground and her chest, and Ben thought she’d yell at Jerome and call this off. Instead, she gasped, “Yesss, a good teacher slut, a good cock slut for my students…”



“She likes dirty talk,” Jerome explained, still sounding faint.



“Good… good slut,” Ben said tentatively.



“Good teacher bitch,” Jerome said with far more conviction. Kirk’s grin widened.



She moaned. One of her hands shot to her top and she pulled it up over her tits again. Finn and Ben sighed as one at that, and Ben knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. She had him worked up at the club already and now this sight was going to drive him to come fast. Ms. Johnson, on her knees on the concrete, jacking and sucking his cock and all his friends calling her slut and bitch.



“Fuck,” he moaned. “Ohhh, Ms. Johnson…”



They heard a car start somewhere above them and none of them stopped what they were doing. Ms. Johnson seemed even more eager for it as the engine reverberated through the structure. Kirk reached out with his free hand and grabbed Jerome, moving him in place to shield Ms. Johnson. Whoever drove by would see she was on her knees, but not much else. The car came down the ramp as Ben moaned and clutched at Ms. Johnson’s head, his eyelids closing to near slits, his hips jerking back and forth nearly of their own accord. He fucked her mouth now and she gave an, “Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmm!” as the car approached.



Whoever it was drove by, hit the brakes, and reversed. The window of the sedan came down and one of the two guys inside shouted drunkenly, “Oh fuck yeah! Get it, you slut!”



The two guys roared with laughter as Ms. Johnson came off Ben’s cock with an, “Ah!” and grinned up at him. She jerked his cock as the car took off again.



“Ms. Johnson!” Ben warned.



“Come on me, come on my face, all of you, come on my fucking face and my tits, come for me, come you fucking hung dorks, come on your fucking-”



“Unggggh!” Ben shouted, and he came, his shots rocketing out of him and hitting her face in a wash of cream. It just kept gushing out of him, and Finn gasped, “Holy moly, dude!” Ben couldn’t respond. He was still coming, gaping at Ms. Johnson, at the way he’d glazed her. Jerome pushed beside him, his long black cock in hand and their teacher turned her head towards him, getting more come on her neck, her tits, her top.



She turned on her knees towards Kirk and Finn, reaching for them and jacking them fast and hard. Come dripped off her face as she gasped, “Come for me, guys, come on me, I need it, I need your young fucking come, mmm, give me it…”



“Oh, oh…. s-s-slut,” Finn stuttered. “Here it… is!”



He came, his knees nearly buckling as his head rolled back and his mouth opened wide. She took most of him on her tongue and chin. Kirk reached down and twisted her come-coated face towards him.



“Fuck!” he roared, and drove his cock deep into her mouth, his hips bucking uncontrollably, gripping fistfuls of her auburn hair and using it to hold her in place. Ms. Johnson took his cock to the very root, his balls slapping against her chin. She stared up at him as he erupted too, his warmth shooting right down her throat and making her pull off him, coughing. She fell forward onto her hands and knees, catching her breath and staring at the ground.



They all stood around Ms. Johnson, staring down at her, all of them a little breathless and more than a little dazed. Kirk finally reached down and gripped her under the shoulder. She stood, mute, and pulled her come-stained top into place, looking at all of them in turn before returning her gaze to Kirk.



“There,” she said, her voice hoarse. “Are we even?”



Ben expected dumbfounded gratitude from Kirk, much like he felt, reflected in Finn and Jerome’s grins. But in Kirk, he saw anger, his face set in a hard sneer, his eyes cold.



“You still don’t get it, do you?” he spat. He shook his head, incongruous to the words he spoke next. “Yeah. We’re fucking even. Whatever.”









Chapter 7



 



It all blew up the next morning.



Colbie woke up bleary-eyed and regretting all her life decisions. The hotel had no bar but there was one within easy walking distance, an upscale place that way overcharged for her margaritas. At some point she was pretty sure she stood up and proclaimed she’d marry anyone who owned an Aston Martin, Porsche, BMW or a Mercedes. There were no takers, so she stumbled back to the hotel, nearly passing out in the elevator before she made it back to her hotel room.



“I am the worst teacher alive,” Colbie mumbled, and forced herself upright.



She hadn’t gotten drunk to wash away the memories of what she’d done with her students. That had been incredibly hot, every step of the journey, and strangely, she didn’t regret it. It was wrong – so wrong – but what was life if you didn’t have a little fun doing something wrong?



No, what she was mad about, what caused her to down cocktail after cocktail with ill-contained snarls at the bartender to keep them coming, was that fucking arrogant Kirk. How dare he tell her she didn’t understand? Hadn’t she given them all the experience of their nerdy lifetimes, jerking them off, letting them titfuck her, and giving them a blowjob? What, he wanted actual sex? If they’d pushed for that, she would have given it to them, any one of them. Hell, even as hungover as she was, if they knocked on her door, she’d drag them into the shower with her and let them fuck her against the wall.



But Kirk hadn’t pushed that on her, pretending like she still had some kind of a lesson to learn. Well, fuck him and fuck the rest of them too. They were square now, and she could enjoy the next couple days once she dropped them off at the competition’s hotel. In a couple hours, she would be at a day spa courtesy of Pedro Smalls’s inability to keep his dick in his pants. After that would be lunch by one of the lakes overlooking the Harpy Mountains, then it was shopping, shopping, and shopping until she picked the geeks up, dropped them off again, and hit the town for drinks and more dancing.



The thought of dancing brought to mind the club the night before. Ben had been so godawfully awkward she laughed several times, but God, what had come afterwards… she thought of him gripping her head and fucking her face with that monster of a dick and moaned without even realizing she was doing it. And then Finn and Jerome jerking off on her face and tits, and deepthroating Kirk at the end too…



“It was one fucking time,” Colbie said to herself as heat rushed through her.



Fuck it. She had time before breakfast with the guys. A quick masturbation session to blow off some steam couldn’t hurt.



* * *



The guys looked as worn thin as her, and she wasn’t sure why. It wasn’t like they were the ones on their knees on the concrete the night before.



Slut teacher.



Our bitch.



The Starflight Entrepreneurs-hosted breakfast was held in the same room as the dinner the night before, though this was a more muted affair with a few speakers droning on about future industries and technology and the roles available to the students in the decades ahead. Ben, the only one of the five in a good mood, nudged Kirk when a representative from one of the biggest software companies in the world took the stage.



“Dude. That’s going to be you up there talking to students someday.”



“I’m not really the talking type,” Kirk said, shoveling up another forkful of eggs with the texture of frisbees.



“You know what I mean. Someday you’re going to be running a company like that.” Kirk shrugged uncomfortably. To Colbie, Ben said, “The rest of us kind of suck. But Kirk’s really good. Like if he did the solo competitions he’d have won first place. No question. And he’s already got lots of offers from colleges.”



“I’m aware,” Colbie said. “The recruiters reach out to us teachers.”



Staring at his plate of untouched food, Jerome said, “We don’t suck.” There was anger to his voice, a pale shadow of Kirk’s, but it was there. “You would have done fine in a solo competition too, Ben.”



“Well, yeah, but-” Ben said.



“Here we go,” Finn said to himself.



“No. We’re here because we deserve to be here too,” Jerome said. “It’s not just a one-man show. We all had our part. Even you, Finn.”



“Even me,” Finn said, amused. “Because I’m the one bringing up the rear, right?”



“That’s not what I meant and you know it,” Jerome said.



“No, I get it. I know where I stand with you. I’m the guy you asked because there was no one else and you needed four people. I’m not a programmer like you guys and we all know it.”



“Why are you angry at me?” Kirk asked, ignoring Finn’s part in the conversation.



“Because you pitied us so much you thought you needed to give us a treat. Like we’d never… never get laid otherwise,” Jerome said, his voice dropping to a whisper for the last part. He needn’t have bothered. The breakfast wasn’t nearly as well attended as the dinner and no one from their state was seated at the tables closest to them. In fact, Colbie had a dim memory of an invite from the head of their state’s chapter to a breakfast at a nicer restaurant downtown. Whoops.



“What, you think I’m Ms. Johnson’s pimp or something?” Kirk asked, smirking.



Fuck, why did that idea turn her on?



“Were we really ever going to have a chance with a girl if Kirk didn’t, um, convince her?” Ben asked.



Jerome glared at him. “You’re not helping. And besides, the way Annie and half the teachers in school have been looking at you, it was only a matter of time before you and that fucking horse dick got anyone you wanted.”



“Hey, leave my mom out of this!” Finn said.



“Christ, I am too hung over for this,” Colbie muttered.



“Of course you are,” Jerome said. “Because you’re the world’s shittiest teacher.”



“All right, well, good luck with the competition. Don’t eat each other alive,” she said, grabbing her star-and-spaceship-emblazoned napkin and wiping at her mouth.



“You don’t need me?” Kirk asked. “You can’t even talk to a girl without nearly crapping your pants.”



“Fuck you, Kirk,” Jerome snapped.



“I’m sorry I got you to third base with one of the hottest women we know,” Kirk said. “Yeah, what a real dick move on my part. My bad. Next time I’ll just fuck her by myself and leave all of you out of it.”



“Could you at least try to keep your voices down?” Colbie asked, then sighed. “Whatever. Later, boys.”



She stood up, and left them like that, still taking shots at each other, feeling a vague, uneasy twinge of something that might have been her conscience. Could this have been… her fault?



Nah. No way.



Fuck.



* * *



“Fuck,” Colbie muttered.



“Oh no, does it hurt?” the aesthetician asked.



“What? No. Keep going.”



The young, wildly attractive woman slathered more chemical goop onto the teacher’s face. “Sorry, it’s just… I’m new here, and some of these chemicals, they can be a little strong if we mix them wrong.”



“You’re not helping me to relax.”



“Sorry! Sorry!”



The woman looked around as though there might be someone hiding in a corner she hadn’t noticed before in the spa-slash-farm-slash-nature resort’s Tangerine Escape, which smelled more like grapefruit than tangerines and was really just a tiny room with cheap prints of groves on the walls. Colbie should have researched this spa better before booking it. Four point eight stars her ass.



When the aesthetician’s gaze returned to Colbie, she whispered, “Want me to really relax you?”



“What?”



“Like… you know…” The woman stuck an appreciably long tongue out, crossed her eyes, and moaned.



Colbie pushed up onto her elbows. “How much extra would that cost?”



“Oh… uh… fifty dollars?” The young woman looked around again and whispered even quieter, “Cash?”



Colbie sighed. “Oh fuck it, why not?”



“Okay! I’m really good with my tongue. My dad’s best friend says I’m the best he’s ever had.”



“That’s… a strong recommendation.”



“Right? We’re going to run away together one of these days. His wife is super bitchy. As soon as they get a divorce, we’ll be together.”



Oh honey
 , Colbie thought.
 You poor, sweet idiot.



The aesthetician finished with the facial, managing to get splashes of whatever the crap was all over Colbie’s hair, ears, and later she’d even find a dollop on the underside of her breast somehow. The young woman cleaned up and came back to the room, closing the door behind her. She went down on Colbie, and was as good as promised.



“Fuck, honey, I think if you used that tongue on your, ah, older lover’s wife, you’d convince her too.”



“You think?” the aesthetician asked. “Huh. I hadn’t thought of that. But she’s like… sixty-five. I don’t know that I’d be really into it.”



“Jesus, how old is he?”



“Uhhh, sixty-eight, but he’s super fit, so it’s more like fifty-five.”



Colbie fought back a shudder The young woman was eager and skilled, and Colbie reached a hand down to grip her hair and pull her tighter to her cunt. It made her think of Jerome and his wild, untamed tongue from the day before.



Goddamn it, it was not her fault their little circle was imploding. All she’d done was give them handjobs. And titjobs. And let them come on her face and tits. And a couple blowjobs. It wasn’t like she had anything to do with their argument that morning.



She thought of Finn shoving that big cock between her tits, his slender, beautiful face drawn tight in rapturous pleasure as he came and came.



“Fuck,” she said again, and the woman between her legs licked her even more eagerly, thinking she was being praised. Colbie paid her little mind as more memories and fantasies burned bright. Of Jerome, painting her face by the poolside. Of Ben joyously shoving that big cock into her mouth. Of Kirk using her throat. But her thoughts always returned to the hurt and anger between the four at that table.



It hurt particularly bad because she’d been in their shoes, the outcast. Well… maybe not exactly. It wasn’t like she was ugly in high school. Far from it. And she had friends before she became popular, friends who were into some pretty geeky stuff too, collectible card games and video games and that sort of thing. She hadn’t been, thank fuck, but she liked that crowd until…



Until Colbie decided she was too good for them.



Where was Mackenzie Quinn now? Where was Jack Brown? Probably working for some big mega-corporation like Ben said Kirk would be working at. Probably rich. Probably happy with their lives. Probably not stuck in some backwater shithole like Honeypot stuck blowing and fucking the principal for beer money.



Was she… was she getting emotional? Colbie hadn’t thought about those two, her best friend and her first crush, in over a decade. She had a real life now. She was the object of countless fantasies shot into tissues at the end of the day. She…



She was alone.



And coming – the aesthetician did have a miraculous tongue – but Colbie Johnson was horribly, terribly alone.



* * *



“I mean, is it my fault those little shits are fighting? I didn’t come between them. I didn’t do anything but help get them here. Well… I mean, I was there, when they placed at state, and I got them on the airplane and into the hotel and the competition… convention… hotel thingie, but do you see anybody else volunteering for this job? Nope. Not a soul.”



The man next to her at the bar was still smiling at her. “Oh yeah, you sound like a saint.”



“Right?” she asked, pointing a slice of celery from her Caesar at him. It was, so far, her one and only drink. She did have to stay sober to go pick up the guys soon, but she was going to enjoy this drink, damn it.



The lakeside bar should have been the highlight of her trip, and the guy next to her, in a suit that looked expensive and wearing a classy watch should have been the target – er… hookup – of her dreams. She should have been working on riding him off into the sunset, him and his money, and forget the teaching job, forget Honeypot, forget Kirk and Jerome and Finn and Ben and Ben’s giant fuckstick and the orgasmic feel of their warm come on her face and tongue and tits.



“I get that things are tense between them,” Colbie went on, ignoring the guy’s hand on her thigh. “One of them is jealous of the leader because Kirk is going to go places, big places, he has all the talent and brains in the world and he can actually talk to a woman.” And convince her to jerk him off on a plane and do all sorts of delightfully nasty things with his friends. “And one of them is upset because his best friend is probably going to sleep with his mom.”



“Wait, what?’ the guy asked.



“Oh yeah, she’s going to slobber on that eighteen-year-old like it’s a Popsicle and it’s a hundred degrees outside. We’re talking maybe double digits huge.”



“How would you…?”



“And that little shit has his own self-esteem issues. I mean, he looks like a goddamn wood elf. And Kirk, the leader, he’s a sociopath who thinks he needs to reward his friends with treats just for being there with him and it’s sweet but it’s also condescending and…”



Colbie looked towards the guy. He was gone, having moved much further away from her, eyeballing Colbie with something like disgust and maybe fear. She sighed and fished out an olive from her Caesar with a tiny fork. As she chewed, she stared at a plaque on the wall awarding the bar the honorific of being the best in the city in 2018.



Another memory. She was eighteen again, tearfully lying to her parents. She told them the college she applied to hadn’t accepted her. Her father told her with good cheer that there were a lot of colleges out there that would accept a girl as smart as her, that she was born to do this.



Only she wasn’t. She changed her life, became a bit of a hot bimbo on purpose, and why? Because some asshole said she was a geek? Well, she
 was
 a geek. And there was nothing wrong with that. Nothing.



Well… okay, there were some things wrong with that, like sitting too much in front of a computer screen and pigging out on snacks and energy drinks and being socially stunted like Jerome and developing a bad back and a lot of other things, but in spirit, there was nothing wrong with it.



“They’re not such bad guys,” Colbie Johnson said to herself, and jumped to her feet.



* * *



The four Honeypot High students shuffled out of the hotel looking morose and still angry, save for Ben, who was eating a candy bar with the delight of a child. Her sweet, big, oafish chubby fuckboi, that was Ben. Or that was what he would be, soon enough.



And Kirk. Kirk too. It would surprise Colbie little if Kirk wound up with a harem someday, some trio of bimbos at his beck and call. He had a dark allure to him despite his looks, and everyone was in agreement someday he would have the money and position in life to negate any physical negatives.



Jerome should do all right for himself too. A Black young man in a small Midwestern town was bound to attract a certain sort of attention for better or worse, but wherever he went, if he got over his crippling shyness, he’d have the cock to back the walk.



Finn… Finn was a great big question mark, but out of all of them, Colbie felt he had maybe the most untapped potential to go anywhere and surprise all of them.



She waited in the van, playing the role she’d performed her entire adult life, that of a disinterested teacher. “How’d you guys do?’ she asked as they piled in.



“Well, Kirk did great,” Finn said.



“I said I was sorry,” Jerome snapped. “I tried. I was just… too in my own head.”



“Ben kicked ass too,” Kirk said mildly.



“Aw, thanks,” Ben said. He was the last in and closed the door, and they were off.  “We’ll get them tomorrow.”



No one responded to that, so Colbie said with false cheer, “I’m sure you will.”



She tried to pull more details out of them, but Jerome was obviously still pissed and Finn ignored everyone else, sliding in a pair of earbuds and listening to music. None of them paid any attention to where they were actually driving until Ben looked around and finally noticed.



“Where are we going?” he asked.



“Well… listen. I know I haven’t been the best coach to you guys. You… you deserve better.”



“What?” Jerome asked. He nudged Finn in the back and pointed to his ear. Finn took the bud out and looked forward curiously.



“Shut up. I know I’m not exactly a role model. And I know I’ve given you the impression I don’t care how you do. It’s true. I didn’t. I’m sorry about that. But you guys are a team and you have done amazing even getting this far. Whatever happens, however well you did today or however you do tomorrow… you deserve to have some good memories here. So I’m taking you somewhere fun. How does the biggest bar arcade for a thousand miles sound?”



“Holy shit,” Jerome said. “Who are you and what did you do to our teacher?”



“I deserve that. But we’re almost there and I still have more to say, so shut up and listen. I mean… be quiet and listen. Jerome, I can’t make you into a ladies’ man overnight. That’s going to take years and years of work. Real work. But you need to know when you ate me out yesterday, that was one of the best orgasms of my life. You have zero reason to be nervous around women, and a hell of a lengthy one to be confident. As for today, whatever inferiority you’re feeling towards Kirk, deal with it. People are going to be better at things than you. It doesn’t mean you suck. You might have less to offer but I promise you, there’s someone out there better than him too. It’s on you to figure out if you can live with that.”



“I can,” Jerome said quietly. “Sorry, Kirk. You killed it today.”



“Thanks, man,” Kirk said, and they bumped fists.



“Ben,” Colbie continued. “You’re half-assing life. I get that. That’s me in a nutshell too. But if you wanted to, you could be so much more. Work hard, drop some pounds, and focus, and I promise you, you’ll be the biggest fucking stud on campus.”



“Thanks, Ms. Johnson. I’ll try,” Ben said.



“Finn. I’m sorry, but Ben is going to fuck your mom,” Colbie said.



“Yeah, I know,” Finn said glumly.



“Good. Because I get the feeling he’s going to fuck a lot of moms. And teachers. And… probably a lot of other women. I mean, he’s carrying a goddamn bazooka in his pants. A meat bazooka.”



“I get the point,” Finn said.



“But you, you have so much to offer the world too. Just like Jerome and Ben. We know that’s not programming and that’s okay. Not everyone in a group needs to be an expert. Sometimes they just need a friend. All of these guys need that from you. And trust me, you’re going to fuck a lot of moms and other women too. You have that hot hobbit thing going on. Someone is going to love that. Think Renaissance fairs and… I don’t know, LARPing women. They’ll eat you up.”



“Hobbit?” Finn started, then sighed and turned to Ben. “Just don’t ever tell me about it.”



“I wouldn’t,” Ben said. “I’m sorry, Finn. She’s really hot.”



“So fucking hot,” Jerome said.



“Guys!” Finn said, but Colbie was rolling again.



“Kirk… Kirk, you’re a sociopath.”



“Eh, probably,” Kirk said. Jerome and Ben nodded and Finn added, “Yuuup.”



“But I have to admit… you kinda make it hot. And more importantly, anyone can see what’s important to you. Your friends. You guys might think Kirk is rewarding you like treats for good dogs, but what he said on the plane to me… it’s true. You guys deserve more recognition. He didn’t mean that just from me, but from the school. Society, really. You did awesome work getting here. All of you. And just like spelling bees and the debate team and every organization in school that isn’t sports, you deserve to have people cheering you on. But you have people like Kirk who recognize the work you do. That’s a great thing not everyone is blessed with. And now… you’ve got me in your corner too.”



“And we got blowjobs and handjobs out of it,” Ben said.



“And I got to fuck a teacher’s boobs,” Finn said.



“Hey, you swore without stuttering,” Ben said. Like Jerome and Kirk earlier, they bumped fists.









Chapter 8



 



The bar arcade was a blast, and Ms. Johnson even managed to “convince” the bartender with a flash of her tits that the five bottles of beer she ordered were for her. The guys grinned at each other over the bottles, clinked them together, and while things would probably never be the same as their innocent youth, the afternoon still held some residual magic for them.



They played games for a couple hours before heading back to the hotel. Colbie told them to shower up, get ready, and meet her in Jerome and Kirk’s room in an hour, because the night’s fun was only just beginning.



“How should we dress?” Kirk asked.



“Casual,” Colbie said, coming to him in the hallway outside their rooms. She reached down and stroked his cock through his slacks. “Something easy to strip out of, I’d say.”



“We love you, Ms. Johnson,” Ben said. “God, you’re a slut.”



“Better believe it, guys. See you in an hour.”



* * *



They were all hard before she even strutted through the door and dropped her purse beside one of the beds, but Colbie had them all reaching for their zippers and buttons in seconds.



“Oh fucking fuck,” Finn breathed.



“Yeah,” Ben and Jerome said as one.



Colbie made some purchases that afternoon, and she knew how good she looked. The pin-striped charcoal skirt was so tight it was a miracle her juicy ass didn’t rip the seams. Her stomach was bare, the white blouse she wore tied off under her big tits. At the last minute she ditched the fake glasses she bought, but put her hair up in a pair of pins, giving her the haughty look she was famous around the school for. Her legs were shown off in sheer black nylons, her calves emphasized by stiletto heels. The slutty teacher outfit cost a fortune, but the look on her guys’ faces was worth it.



“Class is in session. Who wants to lose their virginity tonight?”



Finn broke first, coming to Colbie and reaching up with trembling hands. He startled her by kissing her, and then Ben was there beside his friend and turning her head none too gently towards him to do the same thing. Jerome followed suit, moving to her other side and twisting her head his way, kissing her and palming one of her big tits through the blouse. She moaned when he pinched and tweaked her nipple.



“She loves it when you’re a little rough with her nipples,” he said to the others.



All three groped her tits, squeezing them, cupping them, pinching and tweaking her nipples until the pain and pleasure made her tremble. Colbie didn’t even notice Kirk move behind her until he was pressing his hardness against her ass.



“You can fuck that tonight,” she whispered over her shoulder. His eyes widened in surprise, and a slow grin spread across his face. He cupped her chin with two fingers and kissed her long and sloppily, his tongue shoving into her mouth, his cock grinding against her ass.



“I want her to suck me,” Finn said. “Is… is that okay, Ms. Johnson?”



“Don’t ask tonight, Finn. Take. I’ll tell you if it’s too much. Push me down to my knees and feed me that yummy student cock.”



Ah, there was the hint of nervousness and boyishness of her favorite dorks. Finn glanced all around at the other guys and put his trembling hands on her shoulders. He only nudged her, and she shook her head, grinning. His look of confusion nearly made Colbie laugh, but he caught on fast. Gold star for him. Finn’s grip strengthened and he pushed her down to her knees.



“Suck my… my cock,” he said.



 She grinned, and did just that, filling her mouth with his big dick. Ben and Jerome stared down at her, hands going to their dicks, but that was her job, and just as quickly as she sucked Finn down, she pulled off him and drove her mouth down their lengths in turn, what she could take of Ben, and Jerome halfway to his big black balls, corkscrewing her head down his length. When they were good and slick, she returned the focus of her blowjob on Finn, staring up at him with her big dark lashes.



“Oh God, Ms. Johnson,” he moaned.



She moaned too, an appreciative, “Mmm,” as she worked his cock with feverish need, wanting him to come down her throat, wanting a bellyful of all of them again. She had her fingers around Jerome’s cock and as much of Ben as she could take in her hand, both guys staring down at the valley of cleavage her tied-off top afforded them.



Their slutty teacher stopped jerking them just long enough to pull the top down, making her tits bounce free. Her skin glowed from a tanning bed and she knew she rarely looked hotter than this, even in her twenties. This was the crest of her sexiness, these four guys devouring her with their eyes, and she ate it up, loving the power she had over them – and them her. Because Colbie really was a slut for them, and always would be. They would come home often in the years ahead, not just to see family and friends, but to visit their favorite teacher, to stuff her cunt, her mouth, and her ass full of their dicks, over and over and over again. There would be other students too throughout the years she headed the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club, eighteen and older all of them, the ones who did the best jobs, fucking her to screaming orgasms in her classroom, on buses, in hotel rooms like this one. But these four would always be her favorites, the ones she would always part her legs for.



Behind her, Kirk pulled the pins free of her hair and let it fall. He said, “You’re ours now, Ms. Johnson. Ours to do whatever we want to.”



“Mmmmf!” she agreed around Finn’s cock. She had all of him in her mouth, all the way down to his balls, his thick bush scratchy against her face. She didn’t care. She just wanted him to come, to fill her mouth and her throat and give her his ripe stinking seed. She craved it like cheesecake, a hunger so powerful she wouldn’t be denied that night.



“We’re all going to fuck you over and over and over again. Tonight and tomorrow. And then back home, anytime we come by your classroom, you’ll get on your knees, just like this,” Kirk said.



“Dude,” Ben said reverently.



Colbie came off Finn with a wash of spittle running down her chin. “Yesss,” she gasped, “yours, always yours, every fucking hole, use me whenever you want, I want your cocks, I want you all…”



She twisted her head and sucked Ben, driving further down his length than she knew she was capable of. He bucked into her, gripping her head the way she liked and shoving his cock even deeper still, hitting the back of her throat and going deeper yet until she was gagging on him, eyes watering, her jaw stretched so far it ached. He let go and she pulled free with a gasp, shouting, “Yes, use me, use my fucking throat you studs!”



It was Jerome’s turn, and he was closest, his hips bucking madly as she turned towards him and sucked his entire length again. She reached behind him and gripped his bony ass with one hand, pulling him even tighter as he humped her face with building manic need, his eyes closing. “Fuck, Ms. Johnson, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna…”



She pulled off him and gasped, “Do it, do it, come down my throat, give me every drop of that fucking student come, Jerome…”



“Oh shit,” the young Black man said. He gripped her head and shoved her down his length again. “Ohhhh, shit!”



He came, thick fat wads hitting the back of her throat. It made her want to cough but she was proud of herself for taking it, for swallowing every drop like a good girl, like their good fucking teacher slut. He pulled away and fell on the bed, gasping, his eyes still crazed.



Colbie wiped her lips and said, “Jerome. Get my bag. Dig out the lube. I’m going to want your cock in my ass first so I can get used to it for the others.”



“Holy moly,” Finn breathed. Colbie turned her attention back to him and suckled his tip, bobbing her lips back and forth just over his first few inches, letting her tongue do the work against his base.



Kirk took Jerome’s spot, his hand on his big cock a blur. She took over for him, jacking him fast and hard along with Ben. Her mind whirred as she pulled off Finn just long enough to suck the other guys’ cocks in turn, getting them slick enough for hands to work.



I’m sucking four of my students’ cocks. I’m going to let them fuck me. I’m desperate for it.



The thought would have horrified her just days ago. Now it left her rocking back and forth, her pussy drenched. “Mmmf, mmmf, mmmf,” she said around Finn’s cock as she sucked him down again. His tip hit the back of her throat and Colbie had another odd thought, that she’d never been happier or more content than this. She was still that geeky girl in high school after all, but she was also the hot slut she pretended to be in college too. The two halves of her personality came together in a glow of heat, and as Finn warned her he was about to come, she grinned.



His come filled her mouth and her throat worked noisily as she swallowed him, a bit of a show for his benefit. She winked up at Finn and he grinned back, giving her cheek a quick caress before dropping onto the bed beside Jerome and fist-bumping him. “We’re going to lose our virginities,” Finn said happily, and Jerome laughed.



But first, there was Kirk and Ben. They moved together in front of her, both cocks aimed at her face. She moved between them fast, gripping both of their roots and jacking them hard as she sucked their tips and first few inches, her tongue doing fast work.



“Ms. Johnson,” Ben moaned. “Your mouth… ungh… feels so good.”



“Come for me, Ben,” she gasped, “fuck my face and come down my throat. This won’t be the last time, I promise, you can have me any time you want…”



“Oh fuck,” Ben said, his hips beginning to buck. She sucked Kirk’s cock and he gave her the tiniest minute shake of his head. Message received. Take care of his friends first. She shifted her attention back to Ben and sucked him hard and fast, taking so much of him she strained upward on her knees, her ass and thighs tensing, her mouth filling up with him, her throat. And in the greatest show of her talent yet, she swallowed over half of him, feet kicking against the floor so hard she lost one of her heels. His eyes widened and he shouted, “Oh, oh fuck, Ms. Johnson!”



She had just enough time to back away so just the tip was pressed against her throat. He came, and came, and came, fucking gallons of him filling her stomach, her throat. She thought he’d never stop coming, and she envisioned her stomach ballooning out with it, the come eventually filling up her throat and blowing out of her mouth in a geyser. It made her want to laugh even as she shot the hand that had been wrapped around hm under her skirt, desperate to come herself, desperate to be filled in other ways.



And finally, Kirk.



He gripped her head and drove his cock into her, nearly sending her toppling over backwards as she blew him. His face was drawn in a sneer. She knew that while Ben would fill her best, it would be Kirk that would fuck her into sweet oblivion. Her tits jiggled as he pounded her face, his balls thwapping against her chin, her eyes watering. Spittle flew out of her mouth every time he pulled back and drove deep again, a rhythmic “urgh urgh urgh” escaping her with every thrust. She gagged on him, eyes rolling up as she rubbed her pussy with mad flat circles of her palm, her orgasm coming fast and hard, leaving her whimpering as he fucked her mouth, her throat.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he said, and Kirk held her in place, his come rocketing down her throat, his fingers tightening in her hair.
 Yes
 , she thought,
 yes, yes, yes, come in me, come in me over and over and over again, you fucking studs, you dorky big-dicked nerd gods. I’m yours. I’m yours.



When she fell away, gasping and coughing, landing on her elbows and staring up at his glistening prick, she saw too the other guys on their feet, Jerome and Finn hard again. She licked her lips, panting and needing, and they gave it to her.



“Get her on the bed,” Kirk said. “We’re fucking her now.”



* * *



When they dropped her on the mattress, two sets of hands yanked her skirt up over her bubble butt. She wore the flimsiest excuse for panties, black like her stockings, and she heard Ben say, “Fuck,” as he stared at them.



“I get the panties as a trophy,” Kirk said.



“No argument from me,” Jerome said. “You deserve them. I mean it.”



“You can all have a pair,” Colbie babbled, “just fuck me, someone stick their cock in me and fucking take me.”



“Not yet,” Kirk said. “We’re doing this as a team. Can you… do you think you can take two of us at once?”



She looked over her shoulder at him, fire in her eyes. “Three. And I can take care of the fourth with my hand.” To Jerome, “Got the lube?”



“Y-yeah.”



“Good. Bring it here. Lube up two fingers, then slide them gently around my asshole.”



“Do you think… I could fuck your ass?” Ben asked, his eyes huge as Jerome hurried to lube up his fingers.



“Baby, we’re going to try, but you’re going to have to let one or two of them go first because that monster is going to split me wide open. But… yeah, I think so. I have some pretty big toys at home and I’ve… experimented. Now… who gets to fuck my pussy first?”



“Dibs,” Finn said quickly.



“Damn it,” Ben muttered.



She laughed throatily. “You’ll get your turn. I meant it when I was blowing all of you. I’m going to want these cocks all the time, guys. Come here, Finn. Get on your back.”



“This is happening, this is really happening,” Finn said. He swallowed hard. “With… with a teacher. The hottest teacher.”



“Goddamn right I am,” Colbie said, grinning.



Finn laid down in front of her, his whole body tense as a board. He stared in wonder as she slid on top of him, Jerome close behind, staring at her ass. Colbie dropped a hand to Finn’s cock, stroking him and pulling him upright towards her wet pussy.



And she sank down onto him.



“Oh, oh, wow!” Finn cried out. “She’s warm and… wet and… oh shit, this feels good.”



“Mm, for me too, Finn… feels so good inside me… filling me up.” Colbie turned her head, her cheeks blooming bright. “Gentle now, Jerome.”



He nodded and swallowed as he brought two trembling fingers to her cleft. Slowly he slid them against her bud, gentle and careful. “Like that?”



“Yes, just like that, now slide them around the rim, and when I’m good and coated there, you can push them in a little bit and get me ready inside too. Just to the first or so knuckle, that’s it.”



It was hard to concentrate on the instructions, crammed as full as she was with Finn’s sizeable cock. She rocked on him, his hands going to her thick hips. Kirk was absently fondling one of her tits as he watched Jerome get her ass ready, his face for once unguarded and delighted. Ben had crawled onto the other side of the bed on his knees, idly stroking his prick, his mouth open.



“Okay, that’s good, that’s good. Now take some of the lube and, mm…”



“Get my own cock ready,” Jerome said. “I’ve read lots and lots of erotica.”



Colbie laughed breathlessly at that and leaned forward. “Then when you’re ready, stud, slide it in. Slowly.”



He eased behind her, and Colbie looked down at Finn. He stared up at her in rapturous wonder as Jerome pressed his cock against her ass. A flush of desire ran up and down Colbie’s spine as she breathed, “Do it.”



Jerome, her student, slid his dick into her ass. At the same time, she rocked forward, the two cocks inside her making her eyes cross. “Full, so full,” she moaned. “Keep going, keep going, I can take you, I can… oh, oh fuck…”



They filled her, Jerome instinctually beginning to push back and forth, his hand on her shoulder. “I’m fucking my teacher’s ass,” he breathed. “Holy shit. Holy shit!”



Big Ben could take no more of this. He thrust his cock against Colbie’s cheek and she turned to take him in her mouth, staring up at him, her eyes alight with need and dark delight. He gripped her head with one massive palm, but he was careful this time, his gaze flicking towards his two friends fucking her ass and her pussy.



She reached out blindly with one hand. Kirk grabbed it and guided her to his cock. She jacked him as she sucked Ben, her eyes closing as the two guys fucking her developed a natural rhythm without any coaching. Jerome even knew to slide out of her and add more lube before pushing his long black cock back inside her bubbly ass.



Triple-stuffed. Airtight. By her students.



As young as they were, it was no surprise that they lost control fast. Finn began to fuck up into her with more and more urgency, his eyes locked on her swinging tits. Jerome responded in kind, keeping up with his friend, stuffing her full of his dick, his balls slapping lewdly against her ass. Colbie rocked between the three, sucking Ben’s cock like a pacifier. He did not let her go too far, though he also wasn’t fucking her throat again, an act she’d liked but wasn’t sure she could take again so soon.



“Every inch. She’s taking every inch of me in her ass,” Jerome said to no one in particular.



“She’s a good slut,” Finn said, licking his lips after he said slut, his instinct still to think he’d get in trouble for it. “Our good teacher b-bitch.”



She came off Ben with a slurp and gasped, “That’s right, Finn, your teacher bitch, you’re fucking your teacher bitch so good.”



“Can I c-come inside you?’ he asked.



“What did I say? Take what you want today. You can come in anything you want. I’m on the pill.”



“Oh fuck,” Finn gasped. He moved faster inside her, though pinned down like he was, his movements were limited. Still, he managed to rock up into her with force, his fingers squeezing into her flesh.



Jerome’s fucking intensified too. He moved faster and faster inside her, grunting wordlessly, his hips slapping against her ass. Colbie stroked Kirk as best she could manage but her mind was turned to her pleasure as it built and built inside her, a steam train that wouldn’t be derailed.



She popped off Ben and cried out, “Mmm, that’s it, guys, fuck me, fuck your teacher’s pussy and her ass…”



“Fuck,” Jerome gasped.



“Yesss, all night long, baby, mm, it feels so good, that big cock inside my ass, keep fucking me just like that, stud… and you too, Finn, mmmm, sooo deep inside me, can you feel my needy little cunt milking you?”



“Y-yeah,” Finn said, his hips driving up and into her faster, faster. “Fuck, oh fuck…”



Ben pushed his cock against her mouth again and she swallowed him down, bobbing her head back and forth as she was fucked, her bobbing coming more from the force of Jerome’s hips slapping against her than anything else. She felt her orgasm coming on, and she moaned around him. “Mmm! Mmm! Mmmm!” His hips began to buck too, his control slipping away, but she could pay him no mind because she was coming, the pleasure exploding through her, ripping away conscious thought as her hips jerked between Finn and Jerome.



“She came, I think,” Jerome told Kirk, and they high-fived.



She pulled off Ben and gasped, “Yesss, yesss I came for you again, oh fuck, oh fuck, my studs, my fucking studs, come inside me, mm, I need to feel it in me…”



“Ohhh, Ms. Johnson!” Finn cried out.



“That’s it, yes, Finn, I love your fucking cock, I want to feel it, give it to me, fuck, mmm, mmm…”



“I’m… I’m close… I’m… oh, oh!” He clenched his teeth and drove his hips upward again, coming, warmth filling her pussy. She bounced harder on his cock while it was still hard, her tits bouncing, her hips slapping against his. Jerome pounded into her ass, uncontrolled.



“Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,” he said. “Oh fuck, Ms. Johnson…”



“Come in my ass, do it Jerome, fill me up with that big fucking cock, mmm, mmmm, fuuuuck!”



“Ms. John… son!” Jerome said, and he was coming too, his come blasting deep inside her ass, his body tightening and releasing. He pulled out of her and nearly fell on his ass when he scooted too far back, catching himself and laughing breathlessly.



“Ready to lose your virginity?” Kirk asked Ben.



“For real?” Ben asked. Kirk only grinned at him. There was a momentary break as Ben swapped spots with Finn, laying on his back and string up at his gorgeous teacher as she held his enormous fuckstick sky high, sliding down onto it carefully, her eyes bulging as his fat cockhead split her pussy lips like she’d never been split before.



“Oh… FUCK!” she wailed. “Jesus Christ, Ben, that’s so… fucking… BIG!”



Although it felt like he was going to break her in half, Colbie went delirious with pleasure, coming just from that first drop. He hit her spot simply with his sheer size alone. Bouncing on him was like taking her favorite toy and revving it up to its highest speed. There was no tact, no subtlety. He filled her, and he felt fucking amazing.



“Oh Ben, Ben Ben Ben-Ben-Ben-Ben,” she said, her words coming as fast as machine-gun fire, broken only by a staccato of a brainless giggle, “oh fuck, I’m coming-coming-c-coming already for you.”



“Really?” Ben asked gleefully. His big hands slapped at her tits, his movements so rough and inexperienced, but she didn’t care, her whole fucking universe in that moment was his cock inside her, the biggest orgasm of her life holding her rapt for long seconds, her head thrown back, still half-laughing and half-gasping. He could maul her tits, he could bite them, he could have whatever the fuck he wanted as long as he stayed right where he was.



Colbie’s hips jumped of their own accord and slammed right back down on Ben. He held onto her tits, staring up at her with a mad grin on his face. “Look at her p-pussy,” Finn said wonderingly. “She’s spread so wide around him.”



“Spread,” she agreed. “Full.” Bounce. “So fucking full.” Bounce! “So. Fucking. Full! Of! Student! Big! Fucking! Student! COCK!”



Christ, it was like her body was shorting out. Was it the same orgasm? Another one? She’d never experienced anything like this. It wasn’t just Ben either, but Kirk behind her, rubbing her asshole with two lubed up fingers, Finn watching this whole show, hand on his flaccid cock, Jerome gaping at everyone, about to leave them for a minute to wash up in the bathroom before rejoining the fun.



It was the whole trip. No. It was more than that. It was the realization that she was deliriously free of social constraints. She was fucking her students, one of the ultimate taboos, and yeah, they were all of legal age but this was still so wrong, so wrong, so wrong. Her mind shattered, her eyes rolling up, her smile vapid and brainless.



“Fugging… my… st-studennnns,” she said. “Fuggh… fuuuughing… studs… big fucking… cocks… student… cooooghs…” A bead of drool rolled out of the corner of Colbie’s mouth. She shivered with pleasure as Kirk lined up his cock with her asshole. She might have warned him the combination of his cock and Ben’s might be too much but she was too gone to pleasure to care about anything but getting more dick inside her.



Besides, as it turned out, she could take both of them.



“So. Fucking. GOOD!” she screamed, another orgasm crashing through her as Kirk and Ben began to fuck her hard.



Colbie could do nothing between them. Kirk pushed her down so her chest was against Ben and he fucked into her ass with wild abandon. She felt his sweat drop against her back, and the only thing she could think was that she wanted to taste it, taste his sweat, drink it like wine, she wanted to rut in it, his smell, more, she wanted him to fuck him harder, more, more cocks, more cocks in her hands, and someone was fucking her face again, sliding his cock against her lips until she was sucking him, a dazed grin still on her face, the pleasure overriding everything inside her as she sucked, fucked, and took it all, someone mauling her tits, twisting her nipples, making her coo her pleasure around the cock in her mouth, more, she wanted more, she wanted this to never fucking end, a train of their eighteen-year-old cocks ramming her, taking her, making their bitch forever and ever.



Ben gasped, “Ms. Johnson, I’m going to come, can I come inside you too?”



“Yes, God yes, fucking come, come inside me, come inside me with that big fucking monster, yesss, yessss, Ben, come, come for me, come for your dirty fucking teacher, yess, YES!”



She wailed the last as she felt him drive into her, releasing, the second load of the night from the guys in her pussy. There was a wash of vertigo as Kirk grabbed her around the waist and lifted her bodily off Ben with a lewd “glorp.” A river of come washed out of her, but she barely had time to think about that as Kirk was driving Colbie against the mattress, more lube on his cock as he shoved deep inside her ass again, a hand under her neck and pulling her head back as he pounded into her ass, the darkest one of the bunch, the ringleader, the one she would not so secretly crave the most in the years to come, his best slut, her best student. She twisted her head towards him as he slammed his hips against her ass, his cock spearing her deep, his need upon him in a roar of wordless lust. He came inside her ass, adding to what Jerome had already fucked into her, and she let out a keen of pleasure, of wanton need.



Kirk held that position, panting, his thick gut pressed against her back, his cock and hips still jumping for a long minute. When he finally pulled out of her, he pushed off the bed and headed for the bathroom.



“We clean her up,” he said hoarsely. “Then it’s round two. And we’re not stopping until we pass out.”



* * *



Ben seesawed slowly back and forth in her ass. She could only take a couple inches of him, but he was happy enough with that, his big cock making a sound like a cork popping free whenever he’d accidentally slip out of her. She began to believe he was doing it on purpose, just because it was funny.



Much like Kirk had pounded her into the mattress that first time in her ass the evening before, she was on her stomach now, idly sucking Jerome and Kirk’s cocks. She was sore in every hole. Even her hands were sore, but she was too addicted to this moment to stop until the three guys had come again. Her face, tits, back, and ass were spattered with come, but nowhere was it so thick as on her thighs, which looked like glazed donuts by that point.



They got a little sleep that morning. She’d passed out between Ben and Jerome after a marathon session that saw one guy finish and be replaced while another took his place. She couldn’t keep track how many times each guy came, but it had to be close to six or seven times apiece. Even from what she could remember of her college days, that was something incredible.



And now this, the finish. Jerome let out a grunt and came in her hair. A few minutes later, Ben gurgled his happiness as he came in her ass, just a few spurts adding to what was already sloshing inside. She was going to be so sore on the plane when they flew home, but it was worth it. This was all worth it.



Kirk pulled out of her mouth and got her on her back, fucking into her slowly, taking his time about it though they’d need to get going soon. The last leg of the competition was on them, and though the guys didn’t think they had a shot, she wanted them to try, for themselves and for her. She clutched at Kirk’s face, feeling something that wasn’t love, but some warped, fucked-up kindred spirit to it. Devotion, she would later think. Kirk had changed the trajectory of her life, and despite his ugliness, she would never feel an attachment to another man quite like him. Was it healthy? God no. Was it sane? Nope. But it happened, and she had been remade.



When he finished inside her, they took their turns in the rooms’ showers, getting dressed and pounding chilled coffees or energy drinks. They didn’t so much walk out into the sunshine as stumble, holding onto each other like drunken sailors on a listing ship.



At the competition’s hotel, Colbie walked with them to the convention hall where they would face the last challenge. She couldn’t make as big a show as she’d like, but gave them each a hug. Before she let them walk in there, she gave them one last pep talk, a short one.



“Go, boys, go,” she said, and winked at them.



She had planned to do more shopping or something that day. Instead, she found an empty chair down the hallway, collapsed onto it, and slept a deep dreamless sleep until they came back out. Colbie Johnson was not going to let them emerge from the greatest accomplishment of their young lives without someone to care.









Chapter 9



 



The flight home was uneventful, but Colbie was so sore that even if they could have arranged a way to fool around, she wasn’t sure she could take it. It was everything she could do just to muster up the energy to return the rental, get through security, and board the plane.



The Honeypot High school van waited for them, and they rode home in good-humored silence. Monroe, the same driver as before, asked, “How’d it go?”



“Best trip of our lives,” Finn said.



“Absolutely,” Jerome agreed.



“Yeah it was,” Ben said, grinning.



Kirk only smiled.



* * *



That night, Colbie negotiated one more thing with Principal Pedro Smalls, and this one, he was eager to do without so much as a blowjob or a handjob. On the day Jerome, Kirk, and Ben returned to school, at the end of first period, a surprise pep rally was announced. All four of the guys assumed it was for some sports thing, especially since the mascot was standing at the entrance to the gym and the cheerleaders were all dressed up. Sure, they looked confused and maybe even mildly put out, but they were there. Finn was there too with his mom Annie, and came to sit with his friends. They had been invited there, he said, and his mom insisted they go. Finally, they all understood that this pep rally was, for the one time in their lives, about them. A few days late, but still, they were astonished the school was even acknowledging them.



Principal Smalls took the podium and welcomed everyone, and called Ms. Johnson and the four standout students from the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club to the podium. Ms. Johnson took the mic, and told the guys with one hundred percent sincerity that she couldn’t be prouder of them. They hadn’t placed at nationals, but out of the many teams in the competition, tenth place was an astonishingly good finish.



The other students just as confused as to why this all warranted a pep rally as the cheerleaders, clapped in smatters, but Amelia Mullen, the young woman who rooted Jerome on before the trip, stood up and shouted, “They kicked ass. Give them some real applause and cheers!”



They got it. The school erupted into cheers and claps, making Finn laugh. Jerome took a deep breath and darted towards the bleachers to Amelia, who looked at him with a grin. He leaned in and whispered in her ear, “You wanna go out sometime?”



Her grin widened, and she kissed him. “Yup.”



The sight made Big Ben cry a little, though he’d later deny it. Ms. Johnson slipped away to talk to Annie, Finn’s mom. She whispered in her ear, and Finn said glumly, “Ah shit, they’re talking about Ben’s dick.”



“Oh yeah. Definitely,” Kirk said, and sure enough, Annie’s eyes widened. She looked right at Ben, and Ms. Johnson nodded, smiling.



Finn groaned, “Just be nice to her, all right?”



“I will,” Ben said.



Kirk slapped his back and Finn’s. Finn said to him, “You made this happen.”



“No,” Kirk said. “We all did.”



“I meant my mom fucking Ben, but I guess I mean the competition and the pep rally and all the fun stuff too.”



Kirk laughed, wrapped his arms around their shoulders, and looked towards Ms. Johnson, who looked at him back and winked.



 



* * * * *
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