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Chapter 1

Contains: MF, MFF+, student-teacher relations (everyone involved in sexual situations is 18+, always), anal, exhibitionism

It was a beautiful late summer day in Honeypot, the kind to hold onto, especially with only a week until school started again. Four bare-bottomed teachers and the principal’s assistant thrust their asses high in the air, joyous cries of pleasure escaping their lips as they were fucked hard in turn by the big, Black science teacher Bullard Jackson.

At the moment, he was spearing slim Charity from behind, her head twisted, eyes sightless as she bounced back and forth less by her own volition than the lengthy fat cock her pussy didn’t want to let go of.

“F… uck… fuck… fuck,” Charity chanted as Bull gripped her shoulder and plunged into her even harder, his breaths a fast, harsh grunt. He’d been fucking all of them for a good long while, but Bull had incredible self-control.

Charity twisted her head towards the camera in her hand. She was taping the whole thing for the benefit of her boyfriend – or sex slave, depending on her mood and what she decided to call Principal Pedro Smalls.

“This is how a MAN fucks me,” Charity gasped. “He… ungh… takes what he wants and makes me… his!”

Knowing his role well, Bull said, “That’s right, slut, take my cock, take my big black cock.” Pedro loved when Charity hooked up with Bull, and this was an odd – very odd – present for him before school started up again in the fall. None of Charity’s friends liked the weasel around, so this was as close to the group action as he got.

“Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m gonna come, spank my ass again, Daddy,” Charity said. Bull was, of course, not her actual father, but they all took to calling him that on occasion because of his dominance and protectiveness of the group. He and Anna, their hostess and the civics and history teacher, might be getting married sometime, but he belonged heart and soul to the whole of the Boob Crew.

“So I noticed something funny about the class rosters,” Ophelia Harper said. The PE teacher was in the middle of the group, fingers plunging in and out of blonde Lucy Fox and redhead MILF Candace Sparks’ pussies.

“What’s that?” Lucy asked breathlessly. The busty English teacher was between Ophelia and Charity on the left, and had three fingers in Ophelia’s pussy in turn. Charity was more than a little occupied at the moment so Lucy occupied that hand with playing with her own clit.  Bull had just finished with her and her knees still quivered from his hard fucking.

“Big! Big cock!” Charity bellowed. It was a good thing Anna Marie’s neighbors were gone or they probably would have had the cops called on them. That had happened before, and on one memorable occasion, Charity and Candace invited the tall drinks of water inside to protect and serve. Candace still had the handcuffs, and occasionally used them to demonstrate to the eighteen-year-old young women in her senior Family and Consumer Science classes just how much fun it could be to get out of a speeding ticket.

“All of us have classes with Asher Butler and Seth Clifton,” Ophelia said.

“Oooh, they’re yummy,” Anna said. She was on the far end, and she and Candace were in a panting race to make each other come first, their fingers moving with expert skill.

“Yummy! Yummy d-dick! Deep in my cunt!” Charity wailed. Bull was fucking her now so hard her lounge chair screeched back and forth on the concrete.

“And both turned eighteen last December,” Ophelia said, ignoring her friend as she rocked back against Lucy’s hand. All the seniors in Honeypot High were over eighteen so this wasn’t really a concern, but it needed to be said to assuage their worries about such things “They have to be the most handsome seniors this year, right?”

“Mm hm,” Candace said. Her long red hair fell in messy curls, her big breasts bobbing back and forth as she bounced back against Anna’s hand. The hot mom knew their race was pretty much already won. All it took was a brush of her skin to get her wet these days, and she loved it.

“What are you thinking?” Lucy asked.

“A friendly competition. Each week, we give them a test. Whoever does better gets that week’s prize,” Ophelia said.

“Oh shit, baby, he’s g-got his finger in my ass, in my slutty little ass!” Charity cried out.

“Interesting,” Anna said. “Tests from all of us or just one of us?”

“Idea,” Lucy said. “Only one of us tests them but we don’t tell them who.”

“Oooh, I like-” Ophelia started.

“We’re all joining in on the weekly prizes though, right?” Candace asked.

“Honey, I don’t think we could keep you away,” Anna said.

“Fuck! Oh fuck! Bull! Give me that fucking… cooooock!”

They all glanced in Charity’s direction as one as the lithe assistant crashed forward, hips bucking up and down even when Bull pulled out of her. As one again, all the other women looked forward and resumed their conversation.

Anna gasped as Bull shuffled fast to her and thrust his cock back inside her. More than half the time they fucked as a group, he came inside his fiancée. It wasn’t a rule or anything between them, but he liked to remind her she was first in his life, and she loved it.

“We’re all thinking the same thing for the grand prize, right?” Lucy asked, looking around.

“Orgy,” Charity said. Her voice was nothing more than a croak and her phone had fallen onto her chair. “Big honkin’ orgy.”

Anna’s words came in groups as Bull fucked her with the same intensity as Charity. “This is… going to be… the craziest semester ever.”

* * *

It was going to be the best semester ever.

With his foot propped against the drawers, Asher Butler pushed away from his computer desk, head and fingers bopping to the techno-fantasy beat. The music was his own, the song the latest in a project he’d been working on all summer long. Another month or two and he’d be ready to unveil it to the world.

Or maybe just release it anonymously online. Asher wasn’t exactly shy, but this was putting himself out there in the biggest way he’d ever done.

Like with all the other music on the album he was tentatively titling Attack of the Meat Hammer, he wanted to put some distance between himself and the track to truly judge its competence, but he liked this one. It might be the best song on there yet. Since he didn’t really understand or want to fight copyright laws, he wasn’t sampling anything. It was all original, painstakingly crafted on his beast of a computer.

Asher spun in the chair, imagining some long-haired wizard at the top of his tower jamming out to this. A dorky visual, he knew, but he’d always been a dork at heart. Despite his statuesque frame, hard muscles, and his ice-cold face and eyes, he was a role-player, a gamer, a model builder. He was a nerd’s nerd.

Oops. Almost lost track of time. He shot for the desk again, hit stop on the track, and tossed his headphones onto his unmade bed. To the framed and signed picture of actress and model Adrianna Quinn on his wall, he said, “I’m off to school. I know you’ll miss me.” He kissed his fist and held it out in her direction before bounding out of his room and downstairs.

His father was just getting ready to go himself, dressed as always in khaki shorts and a polo bearing his gym’s name. Royce Butler and his son could have been brothers. He had aged not just gracefully, but eerily well, youthful and chiseled. The one secret Royce tried to hide was that he was dyeing his hair now to stave off the advance of gray.

Asher was an only child, his mother having died giving birth to him. When he was five, his father remarried and for a while there had been stepsiblings, but his stepmother cheated on Royce and ever since it had basically been the two of them. There had been a few long-term girlfriends for Royce but he was comfortable with being alone with Asher, and Asher in turn tried to be a good son. Whether or not he was always successful, well, that depended on who was throwing the party, but he did try.

“My old-timer,” Royce said. A nasty infection as a teenager left his voice a rasp. If a person didn’t know him, between his muscles and his voice, he could be a hell of an intimidating figure, but get to know him and he was a softie and a nerd in his own right, albeit more for sports trivia and fantasy football and baseball.

“Hey Dad,” Asher said, and hugged him tight.

“I heard you up. Even knocked.”

“Aw, crap, sorry. I had an idea last night and I wanted to get it down on the track I was working on.”

“Don’t worry about it. How’s it coming?”

“Great, I think. Too early to tell. I need to give it a couple days, then I’ll listen to it again.”

Royce shook his head. “I’m sure it’s fantastic. And don’t think you’re getting out of it.”

“Getting out of what?” Asher asked, playing innocent.

Instead of answering, his dad wrapped an arm around his shoulder. Asher was maybe half an inch shorter than his father and would probably wind up just a hair taller than him by the time the year was done. They stood together, Asher mock-grumbling, as his father held up his phone and took a few photos of them together. It was a tradition at the start of every school year. Royce always tried to give Asher some normal parental moments.

There was a shameful year or two when Asher didn’t take this so well, when he shouted at his father that theirs wasn’t a normal family and they shouldn’t pretend it was. But he’d been young and stupid, unappreciative of what his dad tried to do for him until his grandparents on his mother’s side sat him down one weekend and told him some truths he hadn’t really wanted to hear. It didn’t wake Asher up from being a little asshole right away, but it was a beginning, and now he thought of his father as much a friend as a parent.

“Hey,” he said when Royce was flipping through the photos. “Um. I’m sorry that used to bother me.”

Royce glanced at his son, amused. “That was five or six years ago. You can stop apologizing for it. I know you’re sorry.”

“No. I can’t. And I won’t.”

His father’s smile slipped, and he hugged Asher again with one arm. He kissed the side of his son’s head, and pulled back. “Come by the gym tonight. Tell me about classes.”

“I will.”

“And grab a bite before you go.”

“I will.”

“And quit sounding like a parrot.”

“I will.”

Royce chuckled. Asher grabbed a couple boiled eggs and a carton of blueberries out of the fridge, eating them quickly while his dad gathered up the last of his things. Asher followed him into the garage and snuck his bike out first, sitting astride it beside the driveway as Royce reversed out of there in his Jeep. Like he was a kid again, racing after his dad for one more hug, Asher followed him for blocks until their roads separated.

This time, it was his father who turned around and chased him. Asher pulled off the road and onto a sidewalk, and hopped off his bike when his father stepped out. There were no tears but Royce couldn’t work up words, either. The two hugged, and Royce backed away. He nodded, and Asher nodded back.

* * *

It was going to be the most interesting semester ever.

Seth Clifton woke up to warmth bathing his cock. It took him a moment to remember whose bed he was in. Then the whole crazy night tumbled into place.

Oh shit, he thought, and nearly laughed.

He and Danielle Lake broke up the week before. They’d been dating the last six or seven months, and he thought they were pretty good together right up to the point when she accused him of sleeping with her best friend. Seth did have a certain reputation for playing the field, but when he was with someone, he was with someone. Danielle didn’t buy it, and wanted to look through his texts, calls, emails, and his Bottlegenie social media page to see just what he’d been up to.

That kind of crazy didn’t appeal to him, so without much of a tug on his heartstrings, Seth ended it. He never so much as kissed the friend in question, but he knew there would have been no chance of having been believed. That lack of trust was as much a part of Danielle as her dimples.

With the relationship now firmly dead, Seth wanted to take a chance on something before the opportunity was lost entirely. When he knew Danielle would be practicing with the cheer squad, he walked the four blocks between their houses and knocked. Danielle’s mother Katherine McDermott opened the door… and smiled.

They talked for a few minutes about the breakup, both of them pretending to be sorrowful about it while he slid closer and closer to the knockout MILF who had been side eyeing him since she found out he was eighteen. When his fingers brushed Katherine’s hip, she stood and Seth thought he was about to be thrown out. Instead, she said she needed to use the restroom.

In ten minutes, she emerged from the rear of the house in nothing but red fishnet stockings and garters. In another three hours, he finally collapsed next to her in her bed, utterly drained and both of them dripping sweat.

When Danielle came home, he stayed upstairs while Katherine made her daughter dinner and they talked about their day. Katherine pretended to have a headache and told her she was going to call it an early night.

The minute she came back up, Seth was ready for her, and fed her his cock while Danielle watched a movie downstairs. They fucked again, a marathon session even for Seth, and finally sometime after one in the morning, they slept.

Now, the morning after and the first day of his senior year at Honeypot High, he thought it was Katherine’s mouth on his dick until he realized the feel was all wrong. It was her hand. She was using some kind of lube.

Lube.

Oh shit. Sometime when they were fucking the night before, Seth leaned in and told Katherine he was going to take her ass someday. Someday was now.

He threw back the covers and there she was, his ex-girlfriend’s mother in nothing more than a G-string, her juicy ass up high, her dark eyes watching him as she jacked him with slick fingers. She raised a finger to her lips and he nodded.

“Take this with you to school today,” she whispered.

With that, Katherine spun around. That motherly ass had been his fantasy since he first met her. Now she slid it along the length of his cock, looking over her shoulder at him, amused. He pushed up and took her on her knees, his mouth drawn in a savage line as he gripped her hip with one hand and slid his cock into her ass. It wasn’t his first time doing anal but Katherine was the best he’d ever fucked, period, and could take a shocking amount of him, nearly to the balls.

He loved watching it ripple as he pumped into her. His calloused hands went to her big tits and she moaned softly, “Yes, play with my tits, nnngh, fuck my ass, baby, fuck it good and come inside me.”

Seth moaned, “Shit, Katherine…”

“Take me, baby, take me like that, y-you gotta hurry, Danielle will be up and you need to get to school, oh fuck, oh fuck, that’s so fucking…” She buried her head in the blankets and tipped forward, pulling free of his cock. He grabbed the lube and applied more before positioning himself over her like that, her prone. In that near planking position, he could really pound her into the mattress, and he did, his breaths coming fast and hard. He didn’t give a shit about being late or Danielle finding out, but she had him excited, ready for this.

He clutched her neck and brought her head up, twisting his to kiss her sloppily as he thrust deep into her ass again and again. Her face was contorted in pleasure, almost like she was about to cry from it, her lips drawn back, her eyes watering. “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” she whimpered, “you make me come, you make me come so f-fucking hard for you, we should have been sneaking around on her for m-months!”

That idea set him off, and Seth drove deep one more time, coming right into her ass, filling her up with shot after shot of his come.

Almost immediately, like a sprinter firing down the lane, she said, “Shower. Now.”

He understood why in another second. The stairs in that house made a slight pop sound, and he heard one now. He pulled out of Katherine and hurried for her bathroom, grateful it was an en suite. Katherine snatched up his clothes and followed him in, one hand held gingerly to her bottom.

The shower was familiar – he and Danielle got up to some fun times in there – and he started it up, a hard blast of steamy hot water hitting the tile. Danielle knocked on her mother’s door as Katherine threw on a robe.

She talked to her daughter through a crack in the door – no, she didn’t have a visitor, yes, she’d be right down to see Danielle off for school. When she shut the door, she rejoined Seth and they hurried through a shower together.

“This can’t happen again,” she said. “I mean that. You were terrific, but Danielle…”

“I get it, and I’m cool with that,” he said, and squeezed her tits one more time.

“Stay up here, right by the door. When I say, ‘I’m going grocery shopping,’ you get out of here, fast and quiet.” She studied his bare ass. Seth wasn’t musclebound like that workout freak Asher Butler, but he worked on a local farm the last four years running during the summer and it left him with a natural strength and athleticism. She shivered as if experiencing one last orgasm, kissed him again, and headed downstairs.

He dressed in a hurry and waited by the bedroom door. Danielle said distinctly, “Mom. I know you have a guy up there. It’s okay, you don’t have to hide it.”

“Oh, stop, I do not.”

“Oh really? So if I headed up there right now, I wouldn’t find Blake or Damian?”

“Nope. You would not. Listen, hon, I’m going grocery-”

Seth ran for it. He knew the stairs well enough not to step on any of the loose boards, but when he hit the bottom and shot out the front door, the alarm went off. He had just enough time to hear Katherine gasp, “Oh, shit!” before he was sprinting down the street.

Behind him, Danielle shrieked, “Seth? Oh my God, MOM!”

Seth grinned. Yeah. It was going to be a real weird semester, all right.


Chapter 2

It was not going to be easy, having both Seth Clifton and Asher Butler in a class together, Lucy thought as a small group of seniors settled in during the last period of the first day of school.

Asher took a seat up front, a bright, cheerful young man liked by pretty much everyone. He was a geek’s geek who loved a little bit of everything, from anime to math club to tabletop games. His real passion though was music, and he was frequently in the background of the school’s band playing drums. Even now, seated, he bopped his fingers on his desk as he said hello to people, stopping to slap hands or bump fists with friends, which was everybody.

That magnetic personality was equaled with his good lucks. Asher was ripped. He rarely tried out for sports, though Lucy wasn’t sure why. He would have made an amazing addition to any team, but so long as she’d worked there at Honeypot, she never saw him compete in anything physical. That said, his tall, broad-shouldered frame was packed with muscles upon muscles. He liked to show them off too, wearing shirts a size too small, letting his pecs and biceps flex often to the drooling adoration of his female classmates.

Seth, on the other hand, had something of the devil in him. Someone at some point during the day gave him a hell of a black eye and he wore it with a sly grin. Anna, the Boob Crew’s chief of gossip, mentioned at lunch she heard it had something to do with his ex-girlfriend Danielle. Another, crazier rumor she said was floating around was that it had to do with him sleeping with Danielle’s mother after they broke up. Though none of them had much faith the rumor was true, it was kind of hot, and brought about memories of their former student Jason Jennings, a staple of their beds for a month or two before he impregnated his best friend’s mom and settled in with her over the summer.

Regardless of that day’s gossip, Seth carried with him one of the longest lists of ex-girlfriends in the school. There was hardly a girl in his class he hadn’t dated. Sexy, ugly, thick, skinny, smart, ditzy, it didn’t seem to matter to him. The interesting part, the one that nabbed the attention from the Boob Crew, was that almost all his girlfriends still eyed him with sighs and dopey looks.

He wasn’t ripped, but he was a fieldhand on the local farms during the summers and had developed a wiry toughness to him that was just as appealing as Asher. The country aesthetic served him well. He almost always wore black tees fitted to his frame and jeans that left everyone wondering if the bulge there was a sock or if he was really packing. Rumor was it was no sock.

The two seniors’ hair and eyes seemed to match their personalities too. Asher had light, sandy hair and serene, faded brown eyes, warm and friendly. Seth held a darker edge, his deep brown eyes a near mirror for his black hair and deep tan. In every way, they were a perfect match for the games that semester, at least physically.

Seth sat near the back of the class, leaning on one elbow and nodding to his friends and classmates. He wasn’t so much brooding as quiet. Friendly, just reserved. The Boob Crew wouldn’t have picked him if he was outright hostile or a jerk. He was a strong high B average student, but Lucy had a feeling if he pushed himself, he could have an A average, easily. Lots of students were like that, not coasters exactly, but not wanting the attention good grades would get them.

That both of them would be interested in the game was hardly a question. They were single and both of them liked to look at their hot, naughty teachers. The Boob Crew spent the week before the semester started coming up with devious tests for the duo, ones that would test everything about them, their minds, their character. Some were devious. Some were simple. Some required outside help.

Of course everyone in the Boob Crew had their favorite. Personally, Lucy liked the vivaciousness of Asher, but she understood Candace and Ophelia drooling over Seth’s darker playboy ways. But in the end, all of the teachers were looking forward to both guys winning.

The rest of the senior class was pretty yummy too. In that same English class along with Asher and Seth was sexy former cheerleader and budding model Oxsana Donici. Hers was a singular beauty among a sea of pretty and sexy seniors, a blend of a tight and lithe body and a finely featured face, with a pointed chin, wide, dark angry eyes, and long silken blonde hair that fell nearly to her bottom.

And what a tight bottom it was. There was still quite a bit of curve there, emphasized by her slim hips. In her tight shorts that day, her long legs and toned calves drew as many looks as her breasts. Those were big on her frame, and on full display in a strappy lacy top far too elegant for that classroom. It was racy even for Honeypot High, and Oxsana played the attention up with cool indifference, tapping her long, cherry-painted nails against her cheek, looking bored the entire period, her lips drawn in an adorable pout, eyes distant and stormy, as they always were. Even when the young woman smiled, her eyes never reflected it.

Those angry looks had suited her well. The previous school year, Anna Marie heard through her grapevine of moms and fellow teachers that Oxsana landed a commercial, something all of them could kind of believe. Then in early August it proved to be true. A TV spot ran with Oxsana walking down a runway, tossing back her long blonde hair, and holding up a bowl of cereal, slurping the milk out of it loudly to the wild cheers of an unseen audience. Silly stuff, but it made her a Honeypot High legend.

Apart from that, Lucy didn’t really know much about her, apart from she was a cheerleader and a runner on the track team, though Oxsana declined the join the cheerleading team that year, saying that she wanted to focus on school. Her grades, much like Seth’s, were good but not great, and again, Lucy suspected Oxsana was smarter than she let on.

Class went as all the rest that day, the students still more focused on reconnecting with friends than paying the syllabus any attention. That was all right. Lucy by now was used to their indifference to learning. Sometimes she thought back to the naïve, proper woman who started there at Honeypot two years ago and laughed. Had she really thought she was going to be the one to crack the code of getting students to pay attention and adore her for her wit and intelligence? How silly she’d been.

Now, though, Lucy had a group of the finest friends she’d ever known, a sisterhood of teachers, and she loved them all dearly. As crazy as the last two years had been, she wouldn’t trade it for the world.

The bell rang and Lucy collected her distracted thoughts, smiling broadly as her students started to rise, ready to leave for the day. “Asher, Seth, please stay a moment.”

Seth dropped back into his seat, looking confused. Asher had never really left his, but stowed away his phone, looking guilty. “I was only taking notes on it, if that’s what this is about,” he said. “I can show you.”

“Oh, I’m not worried about that,” Lucy said. “But honestly, notes? If I had to write that fast on my phone, it’d look like a five-year-old was trying to type.”

Asher laughed politely. Seth rubbed his black eye and grimaced, but said nothing. Soon, the rest of the students were gone. Lucy said, “Just another minute or two. My friends and I have something we want to talk to you about. Seth, come to the front, please?”

“Uh, sure,” Seth said. He stood and came forward, and again, Lucy’s eyes were drawn to the bulge in his jeans. He must wear them small on purpose. Or maybe he needed to carry around an oxygen tank in his pants for whatever reason. Jesus, it looked big.

When Seth settled in next to him, Asher asked, “Is it true Danielle gave you that?”

“Oh hell,” Seth said, and laughed. “Yeah. I guess.”

“Damn, dude, what did you do?”

Seth shook his head. “Not gonna talk about it.”

That got Seth some points on the board, even if he didn’t even know he was playing a game. Lucy tried not to smile to herself.

“All right, all right,” Asher said. “She must have a hell of a punch, though.”

“Yeah, she does. You wouldn’t expect it,” Seth agreed.

“Before the crew arrives, I need to ask you guys for a weird favor,” Lucy said.

“What do you need, Ms. Fox?” Asher asked.

“I’ve looked up your records but I want to make absolutely sure of something. Could I see your IDs?” They dug out their wallets, perplexed, and forked them over. She looked at them, smiled, and handed them back. “Perfect.”

Candace was the first to show up. She had a big sucker in her mouth. Whenever she was particularly horny and couldn’t take the edge off, she chewed gum or slurped on a sucker. It wasn’t just an oral fixation. It was a pussy, anal, foot, handjobs, fingering, and tit-job fixation. The woman desperately loved sex.

The guys’ eyes settled on her and Candace played it up. She pulled the sucker out far enough half of it was between her full lips, and plunged it suggestively a few times back and forth, not looking at the guys but making little moaning sounds of pleasure.

“You slut,” Lucy said cheerfully.

The guys were shocked by that, but Candace giggled at her friend and winked.

Next to come in was Anna. She looked wildly gorgeous that day in a sleeveless dress more suited for the runway than a classroom.

“Did we get started? I’m not late, am I?” she asked.

“Nope. Still waiting on Ophelia,” Lucy said, coming to her for a none-too-chaste kiss.

“Holy shit,” Seth said.

“What the…?” Asher said.

“Hello, hello,” Anna said to the guys. To Candace, “Mm. That looks yummy. Can I have a taste?”

Candace popped the sucker free and the two women kissed, their tongues batting playfully for the guys’ entertainment before Candace pulled away and brought the sucker to Anna’s lips. Anna gave it a long, playful lick and moaned too.

“I’m in heaven,” Asher said. “What did we do right?”

“It’s what you’re going to do right,” Lucy said as Candace and Anna both closed in on the sucker, kissing it and each other as one.

Ophelia crashed through the door just seconds later. “Did you bitches start without me?” she asked, kicking the door shut behind her as she unzipped her hoodie.

“Nope. But they were having some fun with a sucker,” Lucy said. She walked over and gave Ophelia’s ass a squeeze. Ophelia gripped the back of her head and kissed her hungrily in return.

“I should have worn looser jeans,” Seth muttered. Louder, “What is this? What’s going on?”

“Oooh, hang on,” Ophelia said. “We drew straws for this. This is to let you know this is real. This is going to happen if you keep your mouths shut and you don’t act like dumbasses” She tossed off her hoodie. Underneath, she wore a short, tummy-baring strappy tank top that did nothing to hide away her big breasts. Standing in front of the guys directly, she lifted the hem and brought it up over her bra. Over her shoulder, she said, “Candace, would you…”

Candace slurped on her sucker one more time and dropped it into a wastebasket. She came to Ophelia, and from behind, both rested her head on the PE teacher’s shoulder and wrapped her arms around her friend.

“Ready, boys?” Ophelia asked.

“What the h-ohhhh holy shit,” Asher said.

His words changed because as he started to speak, Candace tugged down the cups of Ophelia’s bra. Her breasts gave a delicious bounce when they fell free, and Anna giggled at the guys’ shocked stares.

“Feel free to jerk it while we explain, guys,” Anna said. “We’re just as curious about what you’re working with as you are us.”

“What the hell?” Asher said, nearly repeating himself.

Seth stood, and said calmly, “You tell me something like that, I’m going to do it.”

Asher gaped up at him, then back at Ophelia when she said, “Good.”

Seth snaked down his zipper and tugged out his cock. No student they fucked before or ever again would have one as big as Tommy Mokry, a student all of them hooked up with towards the tail end of the previous year, but Seth was definitely a crowd pleaser, long and plenty thick

Candace started forward immediately, but both Anna and Lucy saw it coming and held her back. “But… big yummy student dicks,” she said.

“Patience, girl,” Anna said. Seth spat into his hand but she held up a finger and went to Lucy’s desk. From it, she withdrew a bottle of lube and tissues. These she set on the desk beside him, reaching out for a squeeze before she twirled back.

“You get to feel but I don’t?” Candace asked. Lucy hushed her with a kiss and a grope of her breast.

Asher finally got with the program and jumped to his feet. “I’ve heard stories, but… but… it’s real? All of you… actually sleep with seniors?”

“A very, very select few,” Anna said. “And this year’s going to be a bit different. We’ve got sort of a difference in opinion on which one of you is yummier.”

Asher dropped his shorts and out flopped a cock maybe, at most, a half-inch shorter than Seth’s. Still damned big, among the biggest the Boob Crew had yet to play with. Both of them would do very nicely there. Seth passed him the lube, neither of them taking their eyes off Ophelia’s bared tits. She bounced on her feet for their pleasure, giving them a dark grin.

“We’re going to have a competition,” Anna said. “Each week, both of you are going to be tested in different ways. Sometimes academic, sometimes physically, and sometimes it’ll be a secret. Every Friday, assuming neither of you is in any extracurricular, you’ll come here. And… well, you’ll come. With our help. In increasingly, mm, fun ways.”

Both guys were jerking their cocks now. Seth said with nearly as much wonder as Asher earlier, “Why us?”

“Why not?” Anna said. “You’re incredibly handsome, you’re…” She looked at Lucy. “You checked their IDs?” When her friend nodded, she continued. “You’re well above age, and we think you’re mature enough to keep it a secret.”

“We won’t tell,” Asher said.

“Agreed,” Seth said.

“Good. Sportsmanship will also be a factor, so don’t be dicks to each other,” Anna said. “Speaking, of, very nice, guys.”

“Thank you,” Asher said faintly.

“We’ll play this out for a while and we won’t always tell you your rewards ahead of time,” Lucy said. She reached out to gently pinch and play with one of Ophelia’s nipples, making Seth grunt appreciatively.

“And you can only pick one teacher to give you your prize each week,” Ophelia said, running her hand over Lucy’s ass. “Unless the prize involves more than one of us.”

“So long as the loser keeps to the rules and has a good showing,” Anna said, “you can pick a teacher to do any of the previous prizes with you.”

“This is only good for the teachers in this room,” Candace said. “We know there are a lot of hotties teaching here, but this game is just between us.”

“So, guys, what do you think?” Lucy asked. “Are you in?”

“Oh shit, oh shit, definitely,” Asher said.

“Yuh huh,” Seth agreed. Both their fists were a blur on their own cocks, Asher definitely looking more distressed.

“Then first competition, boys,” Ophelia said. Candace broke away from her and grabbed a yoga mat from Lucy’s closet. She unrolled it in front of the guys, and Ophelia knelt between the two young men. “Without slowing, the first one of you to come does it in a tissue. The longer-lasting of the two? You get to do it on my tits.”

“Oh shiiiit,” Asher moaned. “I’m close already.”

“Give it to him,” Seth said. “I… had some pretty intense sex already today.”

“You sure?” Ophelia said, cupping her tits and offering them up to Seth. “You don’t want to come all over my big fat teacher tits?”

“Dude!” Asher said. “Don’t, don’t, don’t, not for me…”

“Do it,” Seth said. “It’s gonna be hot as fuck anyways.”

Asher jacked his cock harder, his eyes going vacant. All the women crowded around to watch. He lasted another minute, then gasped, “Ms. Harper…”

With his cock aimed at her breasts, he came. It spattered her breasts, her neck, and her stomach. There was a ton of him and the teachers all cooed and giggled at the pearls of him running down her skin.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groaned.

“I think this one’s a tie, since Seth was so gracious,” Ophelia said. “What do you all think?”

Lucy, Anna, and Candace agreed, and Ophelia twisted towards him, staring up at Seth with her lip folded between her teeth. “Going to come for me?” she whined. “Going to come all over my tits? I want it, Seth.”

“Shit, Ms. Harper,” Seth said, his hand moving faster and faster as he stared at the come drying on her skin.

“All four of us, we’re such sluts for our eighteen-year-old students. We’re going to do so much together this semester. Have so much fun… mmm, and it starts right now.”

“Ahhhh, ahhhh!” Seth moaned, and started coming. All the teachers crowded in, cheering him on as Ophelia cupped her tits and looked up at them both with a devilish grin.

“So…” Anna said, trailing a finger across Seth’s softening cock. “The games really start next week. Good luck, boys. May the best man fuck us all to screaming orgasms.”


Chapter 3

At the end of the first day back at school, Oxsana Donici tried not to bang her head against her locker door when Tim Warner sopped to say hi. The quarterback of that year’s football team was handsome, but he was as vanilla as vanilla could come in a guy. Clean-cut, a little bit dumb, and a whole lot of arrogance.

Not that Oxsana could really talk when it came to the last. She had purposefully cultivated an air of being bored with it all, a careful mask to sell her rapidly rising social media status and help with her modeling career. As her mother said, smiles didn’t become Oxsana.

“So if you want to come over, it’s going to be a good time. Beer, the pool, shit, everyone’s going to be there,” Tim said.

Over his shoulder, Oxsana saw Ms. Sparks with a sucker in her mouth walk with purpose to Ms. Fox’s classroom. The redheaded teacher drew the eye of every guy in the hallway, save maybe Tim. Ms. Sparks was one of the few teachers at the school Oxsana genuinely liked, mostly because when she was a freshman, Oxsana once complimented Ms. Sparks on her makeup. With permission from Oxsana’s amused parents, Ms. Sparks invited Oxsana and some of the girls from her class to teach them the basics of what she knew about makeup over a couple Saturday mornings at school. It was fun, and it led to Oxsana taking one of her classes whenever she could.

“Everybody,” Tim repeated, and Oxsana’s attention returned to him. “The seniors on the team, some of the cheerleaders. Hey, why aren’t you cheerleading this year?”

“I’m focusing on my modeling and college,” Oxsana said. It was partially true. The year before she felt overwhelmed with the demands for her time between cheerleading, track, and going to auditions. The stress was a lot, especially while trying to keep up her grades and maintain a relationship in the fall and later a different one in the spring semester. At one point, around the time of the commercial shoot, she nearly had a nervous breakdown over all the ways she was being tugged.

The tears she shed over her stress came silently, or so she thought. Her mother wouldn’t have understood them. She would have kept on pushing Oxsana until her daughter could take no more. But one day, after finishing up with a track meet, changing in her mother’s car for a toothpaste commercial audition, trying to write out a report on her phone on the way back home, and getting a text from her boyfriend wondering why they didn’t spend more time together, she lost it, crying gallons in her room as silently as she could.

But she was heard. Her father, a quiet, unassuming man who she loved dearly but was lost in the wake of his holy terror of a wife, knocked on her door and came in with a late dinner of Oxsana’s favorites. She couldn’t eat, and that upset her even more as she apologized to him over and over and over again. Oxsana was not a girl to ever apologize and it shocked him. He hugged her close until she was ready to talk, and when she confessed to him it was all so much, he kissed the top of her head and told her calmly to stop doing whatever she didn’t want to.

It was such a foreign concept, saying no, that it made her laugh incredulously. She told him her mom would blow up. He agreed. She told him it would probably mean she wouldn’t have a career in TV or movies. He agreed about that too.

“Is that what you really want, honey?” he asked her.

“I don’t know what I want,” she admitted.

But his words stuck with her, and in the hours to come, she thought about them often. Oxsana came to a realization that night. Her life was hers. And that was a strange, strange knowledge, as terrifying as it was freeing.

Now she wasn’t sure what she wanted to do, even months on after that conversation. She still liked modeling for social media, because it allowed her some creativity. She wasn’t under a director or photographer’s thumb, or her mother’s. Well, mostly. Simona Donici still liked to have some input on her daughter’s modeling and she really was great with photography, and Oxsana didn’t exactly hate her, not really, not enough to excise her mom from her day-to-day life. But now she wasn’t shy about putting her foot down, which was a wholly alien and delightful concept.

Tim’s attention wavered as he spotted someone behind Oxsana. She turned, and there was Ms. Marie, their civics teacher that year. There were a lot of sexy teachers at that school, and Ms. Marie was definitely among their number, but some days she dressed and prettied herself up to look more beautiful than bombshell, and that day was one of them. It made Oxsana uncomfortably aware of just how much she wanted to someday try having a woman’s tongue on her pussy.

From another hallway came Bullard Jackson, the big science teacher, and in Oxsana’s opinion, one of the most desirable teachers in the school. She couldn’t say why, but there was something different about the weight he carried. He had some fat to him, yes, but it was a bit of softness on layers and layers of hard muscle. He was a hot dad without actually being a dad.

Mr. Jackson gave Ms. Marie a kiss and whispered in her ear. Ms. Marie laughed softly, pressed a hand to his chest, and pulled away smiling. Oxsana wanted a man to make her smile like that. Well… okay, she really just wanted Mr. Jackson to make her smile like that, but that was silly fantasy stuff. What she really wanted was something real, preferably with a guy her age.

Ms. Marie headed for Ms. Fox’s room too. Interesting.

“And I’ve lost you, haven’t I?”

“Sorry, Tim, I just have a lot going on this year.”

“Sure,” he said, and pushed away from the locker. “Your loss.”

“Riiiight,” Oxsana said as the quarterback stormed away.

As she was closing up her locker, one last teacher rushed down the hallway. Ms. Harper was kind of awesome, a no-nonsense woman who could back up her fierceness. Oxsana once saw her put a handsy dad on his ass during a track meet a few years ago when he tried to grab hers. It was quick, Ms. Harper grabbing his wrist and jerking it behind him at the same time as she tripped him up somehow with her leg, dropping him and nearly breaking his arm. The guy threatened to sue but there were a dozen laughing witnesses. He never came to another track meet again

There was one other really interesting thing about Ms. Harper, something that happened over that summer. One of the best places to shop for clothes in Oxsana’s sizes in Honeypot was in a new walking mall on the edge of town. It was a nice place, full of upper-scale stores and a few restaurants spread around a small U of a marketplace road.

Oxsana was walking along, talking to a friend on the phone with her newest purchases in a bag dangling off her other hand when she saw Ms. Harper step out of a restaurant with, of all people, Jabrail Pullman, who graduated that spring. The eighteen- or nineteen-year-old was crazy handsome and just about every girl in school had a crush on him. Apparently so did Ms. Harper. They walked to the parking lot together and Oxsana, on instinct, ducked down behind a car parked at the curb, peeking over it as Ms. Harper and Jabrail looked all around, then leaned in together and kissed.

There were rumors around school that the teachers sometimes hooked up with hot eighteen-year-old seniors, but that had been the first time Oxsana herself ever saw anything to prove it. She gasped, and ran into the nearest store, her friend asking her what happened over the phone. But Oxsana didn’t tell her the truth. She made up something about seeing a near-accident, and told her friend she needed to go.

It was real. It really happened at Honeypot High.

And now a whole group of the school’s hottest teachers were gathering inside Ms. Fox’s classroom. That wasn’t necessarily weird – they were friends, and were all often seen together at games or around the school. But Oxsana, trusting her instincts again, hurried to the classroom door to listen in, and what she heard changed her life forever.

“What the hell?” someone male said. Asher Butler. Easily one of the top two or three handsomest guys in their class. Tall, buff as hell, and so sweetly enthusiastic it was hard not to like him.

Another male someone spoke. “You tell me something like that, I’m going to do it.” That was Seth Clifton, another guy she’d classify as being in the top three of the hottest guys in their class. The third, Oliver Herron, was gay, which seemed to cause all the girls, Oxsana included, to sigh over him even more.

Ms. Harper said with a throaty growl, “Good.”

What was going on in there?

Ms. Sparks said, “But… big yummy student dicks,” and Oxsana nearly gasped out loud. She should go. She should tell the principal. She should… she should…

Whatever she should do, she didn’t. Instead, she glanced around and stepped in even closer, listening as the teachers explained the rules for sexual games they wanted to play with Asher and Seth.

Oxsana whispered under her breath, “Oh my-”

A hand fell on her shoulder. She jumped and spun. Standing there was Charity Wilson, the receptionist for the principal – and she was grinning.

“Hi!” Charity said quietly. “Let’s talk in my office.”

* * *

Charity could see the confusion in Oxsana’s eyes – and maybe a little fear, too. The confusion was understandable, because when they got to the administrative offices, Charity stepped into Pedro’s office, and said simply, “Out.”

Without even so much as a complaint or a question, Pedro stood and walked out, shutting the door behind him. He’d get a treat later for his obedience, Charity decided. He’d been good lately.

Oxsana stared after him, then turned to face Charity. “I… what’s going on?”

“With him? Oh, he’s my man-bitch. Sit, please. Do you want something to drink? There’s bottled water in the mini-fridge. Sparkling too, I think.”

“I’m good. I just want to know what’s going on.”

Charity went to the mini-fridge, not really thirsty, but needing to find something out. She bent over, ass thrust out in her tight jeans, and as she searched for a strawberry sparkling water, she glanced behind her. Yes, Oxsana was definitely looking at her trim butt and long legs. Perfect.

She pulled out a can and sat behind Pedro’s desk. That Oxsana was over eighteen was not a question in her mind. All the seniors were.

“What do you think you heard tonight?”

Oxsana was silent a moment, but only a moment. “They were… doing things with Seth and Asher.”

“Well, not technically, not yet.” Charity reconsidered that. “Um, no, I’m a liar. If it went okay, Ophelia was going to let them come on her tits, or she was talking about it anyways.” Oxsana’s lips parted and her eyes widened. “Oh, honey, that’s just the beginning. By the end of this semester, those two guys will have fucked their tits, their mouths, their pussies, and their asses.”

“Oh my God,” Oxsana breathed. “You’re serious.”

“You heard them, right?”

“Well, yes, but I… I…”

“It’s a contest, of sorts. The guys are going to be tested every week, and the winner gets a prize. The prizes start small. Handjobs this Friday, I think. Then it’ll build up gradually. Follow?” Oxsana nodded, mute. “It’s all in fun. We’ve been hooking up with eighteen-year-old students for a couple years now, ones we think deserve it. And a few that we find tasty for other reasons.”

“No one younger?” Oxsana asked.

“No. Never.”

The young woman licked her lips and leaned in. Until that moment, Charity hadn’t been entirely certain about her instincts, but when Oxsana next spoke in a near growl, she wanted to cheer. “I want in.”

“Oh?”

“Look. I’m not going to tell either way. But this is… this is hot.”

“Hmmm.”

“And I want Bullard Jackson to be a choice if I win.”

“That can be arranged. Just Bullard… or are Lucy and the others on the menu for you too?”

“I’ve never been with a woman,” Oxsana said conversationally. “But I’d like to try that. So… yes. All of them.

“Interesting.”

Charity laid out the rest of the rules. Oxsana, try as she might to play it cool, couldn’t help parting her thighs, her attention wavering now and then as she lost herself to the fantasy of this game. As they were wrapping up, Lucy called. Charity picked up her phone and held up a finger to Oxsana – one second.

“How did it go?” she asked Lucy.

“They’re in. And they are as hung as predicted.”

“Excellent. But I have an interesting development.”

“What’s that?”

Charity grinned at Oxsana. “How would you feel about a third student joining your game?”


Chapter 4

Asher couldn’t quite figure out if that week was real or not. Maybe he was riding his bike that first day of school and got pancaked by a semi. Maybe this was heaven. It very well could have been. Never in a million years would he have guessed he had a chance with one of the insanely hot teachers at Honeypot High. Now he had a chance with four of them. Four!

He had a few classes with Seth, who looked just as dazed as Asher felt. It seemed like they should say something to each other, and even Seth looked like he wanted to, but what was there to say? May the best man win? Holy shit, we’re going to sleep with our teachers?

And speaking of, Ms. Fox, Ms. Marie, Ms. Harper, and Ms. Sparks weren’t any help. They gave the guys quick once-overs in class or in the hallways, and once, after school, Ms. Sparks gave Asher’s butt such a quick squeeze that he later couldn’t figure out if it even happened. They had him on the ropes even before the first test started.

What was that first test? Neither of them had been told. It could be anything inside or outside the classroom, according to the rules. If it was academic, Asher had a suspicion it would be a closer race than on paper. Seth had always been smarter than he liked to let on. If it was physical, Asher wasn’t sure who had the edge. Ripped though Asher might be, Seth worked on a farm, and tossing haybales all day wasn’t exactly something to sneer at.

Not that he would. Asher liked Seth. The two of them didn’t run much in the same circles, but once upon a time, he saw Seth deal with a couple bullies first by trying to talk them into letting their victim be, then with a quiet scuffle that ended up with one of the bullies missing a tooth and Seth getting a couple days’ suspension.

It wasn’t that he was a violent person by nature, either. That was a pretty isolated incident. But Seth was willing to stand up, and that impressed Asher, who had never been in a fight in his life.

Both of them had appointments at the local clinic to be tested for STDs one day, and Seth volunteered to drive, since Asher had his bicycle. With school still in session, they were the only ones in the hallways, or thought they were, anyways. When they reached the doors closest to the student parking lot, Oxsana Donici was leaning against the wall, listening to music through one earbud.

Asher thought privately there was no prettier senior, but he knew next to nothing about her, except that they lived on the same street. A very, very far distance lay between their houses, but he saw her sometimes out jogging, and every time he thought and discarded a dozen cheesy ways to invite himself to go with her. A model, actress, and cheerleader, it was hard not to crush on her a little, though he heard she wasn’t cheerleading that year. A shame. Her high kicks were the stuff dreams were made of.

Oxsana saw them, pulled out her phone, and stopped the music. “Good,” she said. “I was starting to think I missed the two of you.”

“What?” Seth asked.

“Are you our first test?” Asher blurted. Too late, he realized he shouldn’t be talking about the tests, and inwardly groaned.

Seth gripped Asher’s arm and shook his head. Oxsana pushed off the wall. “It’s okay. I know. I’m playing the game too.”

“You know about…?” Asher caught himself again, and this time, Seth punched his shoulder.

“Would you shut up?” Seth asked, and Oxsana cracked a smile. She didn’t smile much. Asher knew it was all sorts of chauvinistic to tell her to smile more, but he genuinely wished she would. It was a killer smile.

“Ms. Fox told me you’re going to the clinic and I should get a ride,” she said. “If that answers your question.”

The two guys looked at each other, Asher unable to hide his astonishment, and Seth looking… well, like Seth. The apocalypse probably couldn’t get him to look anything but reserved and cool.

Seth drove while in the front passenger seat Oxsana explained how she found out about the games, that she was suspicious of all the teachers hurrying into Ms. Fox’s classroom and listened in before Charity, the principal’s assistant, caught her.

“I wanted in,” Oxsana said.

“Why?” Asher asked. “You could have any guy in the school you wanted.”

“For one, Mr. Jackson.”

“Like, you want to sleep with him?” Asher asked.

“Yes,” Oxsana said simply. “And… maybe some of the Boob Crew too.”

“Boob Crew?” Seth asked, amused.

“That’s what they call themselves, apparently. Charity, Ms. Fox, Ms. Marie, Ms. Harper and Ms. Sparks.”

“If the shoe fits,” Asher said.

“Wait. You’re bi?” Seth asked Oxsana.

“Do you have a problem with that? I realize I’m not one of your cousins out on the farm, hillbilly, but I don’t need your judgment.”

Seth gripped the steering wheel tighter. “I wasn’t judging, princess. I didn’t know, that’s all.”

“Uh, guys,” Asher started.

Oxsana spoke right over the top of him. “Should all of us wear signs for you, then? Maybe get tattoos somewhere that say ‘I like women and men?’ Would that make you more comfortable?”

“Come on, let’s not-” Asher tried again.

“Again. Wasn’t judging,” Seth said. “I guess I just dated some of the cheerleaders, and none of them ever mentioned.”

“Is that what you talk about with them?” Oxsana asked. “You got in their pants and laid around afterward writing out lists of everyone’s sexuality?”

“Of course not!” Seth snapped.

“Then what business is it of yours?”

“Because we’re going to be doing these games together, and that means it might all happen in the same room. You’re hot, they’re hot, it’s going to be hot. That’s it. Jesus,” Seth said. “You know, I always heard you have a stick up your ass, and now I guess I know it’s true.”

“A stick up my ass?” Oxsana nearly shouted. “You know, I was going to tell you we should be working together on these tests, because we could all get each week’s prizes, I’d bet, but I don’t want to work with you. You’re as much of a jerk as Danielle and everyone else says.”

“And you’re as much of a b-”

Asher shot forward, leaning between the seats. “Where’s everyone thinking about going to college, huh? I’m looking at State. How about you guys?”

“Shut up, Asher,” Seth growled. Oxsana turned and glared at Asher, then faced forward again, fingernails digging into her knees.

“Well… this is going to be fun,” Asher said, and sat back again.

* * *

Asher sat in the middle of the pair in the clinic waiting room, Seth against one wall, glaring at them both, while Oxsana studied a celebrity magazine, glowering at the pair over the top of the pages now and then.

Asher, with nothing better to do, thought about his music, and bopped out a slow, striking drumbeat that would form the basis for a song about an evil army of goblins, orcs, and trolls. He had the basics down but the speed of the beat eluded him. A slower beat would probably give the song a more foreboding atmosphere, but for some reason he couldn’t help think the track wanted to be faster than that.

“You’re like a kid who can’t sit still,” Seth said.

Asher realized Seth was talking to him and opened his eyes. “Getting the beat down for a song I’m working on. Sorry.”

“Ignore him,” Oxsana said. “He’s like a child throwing a crying fit because the neighborhood kids aren’t playing with him.”

Seth grinned to himself and leaned his head back against the wall. “And she’s the spoiled brat sitting and crying in the middle of the aisle at the grocery store until Mommy gives in and buys her everything she wants.”

“Ugh, you’re so… ugh!” Oxsana said.

The rest of the clinic’s waiting patients watched all this. One older man said, “You kids go to school here?”

“We’re not kids,” Oxsana snapped.

“We sure do,” Asher said, relieved there was finally a means to stop the pair’s fighting. “We all got exposed to some funky chemicals in a science lab. Crazy stuff. So we had to come here and get tested.”

“They don’t teach you kids how to be careful enough,” the man said agreeably.

“They sure don’t,” Asher said. “Did you know they only taught us potty training last year?”

The man looked like he was about to respond to that, then realized it was a joke. “That’s pretty good,” he said, chuckling.

Mostly to keep Seth and Oxsana from speaking, Asher said, “All right, here’s a good one. My GPS said to turn around. Now I can’t see where I’m driving.”

Again, it took the man a moment, but when he got it, he roared with laughter, and a few other people chuckled too. They exchanged a few more jokes, then Asher asked the guy what he did for work. This really got the man talking until he was called back, at which point Asher stood and shook his hand before sitting again. Now Oxsana and Seth were staring at him, and Asher looked at them both.

“What?”

“Nothing,” Oxsana mumbled.

Seth didn’t bother to respond. He was called back next, and said to Oxsana, “Sorry for going first, Highness.”

“That’s all right, redneck,” she said primly. “Good luck with the STD tests. Is there a woman in town you haven’t slept with?”

“You, but I don’t want my dick bit off.”

The nurse cleared her throat, and Seth left them. Asher gaped at Oxsana, and she asked sullenly, “What? He started it.”

“Could you two maybe try to get along in public so this thing doesn’t blow up in our faces before it even starts?”

She glared at him, but before she could respond, she was called back. Asher sighed, and leaned his head back against the wall. Not his monkeys, not his circus, he supposed, and started drumming on his knees again.

* * *

All the Boob Crew met at Anna Marie’s around six, right when their friend from the clinic would be getting off work. Dianne was a more-or-less honorary member of the group, having helped test a number of their students, especially for Candace, whose weekly orgies necessitated it. But those weren’t the results they were really interested in. That day was the first test of their students, and they wanted desperately to know who won.

At five minutes after, Candace’s phone rang. She snatched it up and beat at the answer and speakerphone buttons in equal measure. “Calm down, girl,” Anna said, resting a hand on her friend’s shoulder. “They’ll both get a turn, I’m sure.”

Candace stuck her tongue out at Anna and said, “Hey, Dianne. How’d it go?”

Dianne cheerfully said, “You ladies sure know how to pick them. They’re both hung like donkeys. And that Oxsana is a little cutie. Is she hooking up with you too?”

“Answers!” Candace nearly bellowed.

“Yes, Oxsana’s playing too,” Ophelia said. She was also close to Dianne too, for more professional reasons. Being a PE teacher, she dealt with a lot of injuries through the years. Unfortunately, that didn’t help when Jabrail, a student of hers the previous year faked a doctor’s note and Ophelia believed him. But he won her back over and the two hooked up frequently over the summer. She didn’t tell the other members of the Boob Crew this, but she’d even promised some things to Jabrail, and him her about a possible future together after he graduated college. If that day ever really came, she might bow out of the Boob Crew’s fun. She cared about Jabrail in a way that unsettled and amused her.

“Answers, or I’m driving over there and paddling your ass,” Candace said.

“Oooh, I like that idea. Maybe I should tell you about the TV show I’m watching and waste more of your time.”

“Dianne!” Candace bellowed.

“Okay, okay. But really, get your cute mommy ass over here tonight. So, Donovan played it up like he was there for a visit too.” Donovan was Dianne’s gay brother, willing to help them monitor the students for a pan of Anna Marie’s unbeatable tamales. “The black-haired one… um…”

“Seth,” Lucy prompted.

“Yes. He and the cute blonde argued the entire time. Very loudly, very openly. Donovan almost didn’t even get a chance to try and talk to them.”

“Almost?” Candace asked.

“Asher intervened. He broke into things and started up a conversation with Donovan. They told some jokes and got to know each other. Donovan really liked him. So did I. I was the one who tested him and he seemed like a very kind young man. And I think you’re all going to walk away satisfied with him. He was big already, but when I examined him, he got even bigger. I might need to call him in for a follow-up visit, if you know what I mean. Does that go against your rules?”

The Boob Crew all looked at each other. “Have at him,” Anna said.

“Yum. All right, have fun! Candace, I’d better be seeing you soon.”

Candace was already up and going for her purse. “I only have a sitter for another half an hour.”

“Then you better hurry.”

She snatched up her phone, ended the call, and was gone in seconds. The group stared after her, and then at each other again. “May some things never change,” Lucy said fondly.


Chapter 5

Seth, Oxsana, and Asher’s shared science class with Mr. Jackson that week ended in a pop quiz, which seemed far too obvious for their first big test of the games. For one thing, Mr. Jackson made a point of grinning at Oxsana, Asher, and Seth in turn, his eyes lingering briefly on Oxsana when she stretched in a ridiculously short tee shirt dress. For another, the test was so blisteringly hard everyone in the class seemed mystified and less than thrilled about it. They were only a week in, and the tests should have been much easier than this.

Yes. Very obvious. Very suspicious, Seth thought. And that was precisely why he suspected it was the Boob Crew’s test of the week.

The idea made him sweat. He was pretty good at science, probably the one subject where he was better than Asher, but he had no idea how he’d stack up against Oxsana. Their feud hadn’t ended at the clinic. Any time they passed each other in the hallway, she spat a “hillbilly” or “redneck” or “Festus” at him. He in turn wasn’t shy about mock bowing his head to her and replying “princess” or “highness” or “your royal bitchiness,” his personal favorite.

The test was difficult enough as it was, but Seth made it even worse, double-checking his answers, triple-checking them, and even raising his hand to get a clarification on one of the questions. If Asher won, he’d be all right with it. But if Oxsana won, he’d walk into the weight room during football practice and ask one of the team to pound his face into mush. He was not about to let her steal this from him.

After class, he grabbed the other two and tugged them down an abbreviated hallway that led out to the Family and Consume Science’s greenhouse. When there were no other students around, he said, “That was the test.”

“You think?” Asher asked, frowning. “It seemed a little obvious.”

“Exactly,” Seth said.

“So that’s why you looked like you were holding in a fart,” Oxsana said.

Seth went red in the cheeks, but Asher’s laughter cut off his reply. “I can’t believe I just heard Oxsana Donici say ‘fart.’”

Her naturally sour expression ticked towards a smile. “Well, it’s what he looked like.” She slouched and held an imaginary pen in the air the way Seth had a tendency of doing when he was deep in thought. Her brow furrowed and she made an O with her lips, jaw shifting back and forth, and Asher laughed even harder.

“It’s so good. Spot on,” he sputtered, and Oxsana smiled wide as she straightened.

“Ah, go to hell,” Seth muttered.

Most the rest of the day was uneventful, but in the last period with Ms. Fox, she seemed all too serene, studiously not looking at any of the three involved in the games. At the end of class, she announced that they would each be doing a dramatic reading from selections drawn from a hat the following Friday. Seth, Oxsana, and Asher all glanced at each other. Would that be their next test?

“Asher, Oxsana, Seth, stay a while after class,” Ms. Fox said.

The rest of the students took off, leaving just the three and Ms. Fox. She shut the door after the last of them, waited, then opened it again and peeked out before shutting and locking it. It was a system the students would see a lot in the coming weeks. She came back to her desk, sat on it, and said, “Throughout the rest of the semester, you three are going to tell anyone who asks that you’re spending your Friday afternoons working on a group project to make up for some nasty fighting we overheard in the hallways. And you really will be working on a group project together. It’s the one test we’re telling you about in advance, and it’ll be the last one. A presentation at Homecoming. Whatever you like, but it has to be heartfelt, or you don’t get the grand prize. Assuming, that is, two of you can stop being unsporting and make it that long.”

“What does that mean?” Oxsana asked.

“We’ll wait for the others to get here first,” Ms. Fox said. She did not seem amused.

Unsporting? Seth thought. Had Asher and Oxsana cheated on the test that day? To Oxsana, he hissed, “Did you cheat on the science test?”

“What? No, of course not,” she said, more than a hint of bite to her voice. “Did you?”

“Could you two cut it out for a while?” Asher asked. They both glared at him and he sighed.

Ms. Fox cleared her throat. “I wasn’t done talking.” Seth and Oxsana glared at each other, then looked back up at her. “You’ll probably need to nail down the details of your fight on your own. I suspect you have plenty of material to work with.”

“She speaks true, aye, that she does,” Asher said. Oxsana and Seth turned their glares on him, and he grinned back.

“Congratulations, Asher. You just volunteered to be the organizer of this project and keeping them in line,” Ms. Fox said.

“In charge of… uh… them?” Asher squawked. “They can’t spend three seconds together without fighting.”

“We’re well aware,” Ms. Fox said. Someone knocked, and she hurried to the door. In a stampede of boobs and butts, Ms. Sparks, Ms. Harper, and Ms. Marie rushed inside.

“School’s cleared out already, except for the extracurriculars,” Ms. Harper said.

As Ms. Sparks shut and locked the door, the others formed a semi-circle and looked at each other, smiles on their faces. Seth began to harden.

“Where’s Mr. Jackson?” Oxsana asked. “I wanted him to be an option when I won.”

“If, darling,” Anna Marie said. Lucy nodded at her. “And you weren’t a winner this week.”

Seth sat up straighter. “It was the science test, right?”

“Nope,” Ms. Sparks said, making the word pop. She stared hungrily at Asher, who swallowed hard and straightened too.

“Me?” he asked.

As if on cue, Ms. Sparks and Ms. Marie helped Ms. Fox and Ms. Harper out of their outfits, leaving the two blonde teachers in nothing but matching lingerie, a blue bra and wispy panties for Ms. Fox and black for Ms. Harper.

“Congratulations, Asher,” Ms. Fox said. “At the hospital, in the clinic waiting room…” She waltzed around behind Ms. Marie and began to unzip her dress. Ms. Marie looked over her shoulder, and Seth swallowed hard as the two teachers kissed with practiced passion, tongues playing for their students’ benefit.

Ms. Harper picked up where she left off, stepping around behind Ms. Sparks and running her hands up and down the redhead’s ass before going for the zipper on her skirt “…there was a man ready to strike up a conversation with the three of you. How politely you acted was to be the measure of your test.”

“What?” Oxsana asked, gripping the edge of the table. “That’s not fair.”

“Oh?” Ms. Marie asked, grinning as her dress came down and she stepped out of it in green lingerie just like Ms. Harper’s and Ms. Fox’s. A moment later, Ms. Sparks showed off a similar set in red. “We told you. These tests will be anything and everything.”

“Now usually we’d be just fine with the losers treating themselves while they watch or join in on the previous week’s prize,” Ms. Fox said, caressing Ms. Marie’s ass and her breast at the same time. “But Seth and Oxsana, both of you behaved so badly at the clinic, we almost decided to call this quits before the games really get going.”

“But… he… he started it,” Oxsana said.

“You called me hillbilly first,” Seth said, when in truth he couldn’t remember who started the name-calling.

“No I did not!”

“It. Doesn’t. Matter,” Ms. Harper said sharply. “I don’t care that you two don’t like each other. But this is all about having a fun, hot time. If you ruin that for us, if you two keep fighting in public and drawing attention to yourselves, this is off. Without question.” Asher opened his mouth. “You too, Asher. We’re not babysitters. They’re now your responsibility.”

“But do I… still win this week’s, um, prize?”

“You do,” Ms. Sparks purred. “You can pick one of us to give you a titjob this week.”

“And you two can sit there and watch. No touching yourselves this week or any other if you can’t behave,” Ms. Fox scolded.

Oxsana groaned and Seth leaned back, irritated. “Wait,” he said. “What would Oxsana have won? A tit job wouldn’t have done anything for her.”

“I am curious,” Oxsana admitted.

Ms. Fox went to her desk and pulled out a vibrator. “She would have been able to use this on herself while the rest of us teased her with our breasts. All over her beautiful skin. Against her lips. Wherever she wanted it.”

Oxsana went whiter than usual. “Oh. My,” she breathed.

“Mm hm,” Ms. Fox said. She dropped the vibrator back into the drawer and shut it. “Too bad, huh?”

“Pick,” Ms. Sparks said, bouncing up and down on her feet and making her impressive motherly breasts jiggle as she pressed her elbows to their sides. “Pick pick pick-”

“How can I say no to that?” Asher asked. “Ms. Sparks.”

“Yes! I’m first, bitches!” Ms. Sparks shouted.

“Jesus, quiet down,” Ms. Harper said, rubbing her face. “How have we not been caught?”

“We have,” Ms. Marie said, then leaned in to whisper in her ear.

“Oh, right right right.” Ms. Harper turned to Ms. Sparks. “And technically, I was first. Slut.”

“Ugh. That doesn’t count. Last week we drew straws. Asher got to pick and he picked meeeee!”

Ms. Sparks continued bouncing on her feet while Ms. Fox laid out a yoga pad and a cushion for her knees. Ms. Harper came to the desks and pulled Asher to his feet. The young man was so shellshocked he let himself be led, never sparing Seth or Oxsana a glance.

“You know, I gave up my spot last week,” Seth grumbled, but everyone ignored him. He couldn’t really blame them, especially Asher.

All the teachers but Ms. Sparks helped undress Asher, pulling his shirt free of his jeans and marveling at his muscles. Oxsana leaned forward, looking at their classmate with naked interest. It was warranted, Seth supposed. Asher was as shredded as he liked to tease under his tight shirts, with no gut to speak of and pecs like a bodybuilder.

Like Seth, at some point during the week, Asher shaved his pubic hair completely off, as Ms. Fox urged after that crazy first meeting. Oxsana stared, and said faintly, “I’ve never seen a man without, um, hair like that.”

“We both did it,” Seth said. “How about you? What do you have going on?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Seth shrugged. “Well. Yeah.”

Maybe it was his imagination, but he thought she might have started to smile at that. But at that moment, Ms. Sparks came to Asher, and their classmate shifted from foot to foot.

“Holy shit, I’m nervous,” he said.

Ms. Sparks giggled sweetly. “Relax. This is all in fun. Now, the other teachers are going to keep their panties on for this, but me, you can take mine down for me, if you like. Or if you want to leave them on…”

“Nope,” Asher said. He reached for her panties and slide his thumbs into the waistband. He knelt, drawing the fabric down slowly but surely.

“Oh my,” Oxsana said again, and Seth swallowed hard. Ms. Sparks was completely shaven except for a playful little strip of red leading to her hood. Her pussy lips gleamed with a hint of wetness, and for her students’ benefit, she turned in a slow circle, showing off her terrific curved butt.

“I’ve really been working on my ass this summer,” Ms. Sparks said, hands behind her head, lifting her red hair and running across her neck. “Can you tell?”

“It looks…” Asher croaked, and opened his mouth to speak again, but couldn’t.

“You made him speechless,” Ms. Marie said.

“Just the reaction I was hoping for,” Ms. Sparks said, turning back to face him. “Now, kiss my sweet little teacher pussy and give it a promise you’ll work hard every week to give it the attention it deserves.”

“Candace,” Ophelia said, but she looked amused.

“It’s not against the rules!” Ms. Sparks said.

Asher looked up at her, his eyes wide. “C-can I?”

She stepped forward, smiling. Asher brought his lips to her pussy, his hands reaching out to grasp that ass while he gave her a long kiss. There might have been a lick too before Ms. Harper was there, a hand under his shoulder.

“Holy shit,” Seth breathed.

“I could come right now,” Oxsana said.

“No kidding.”

Asher stood, looking dazed and unsteady. Ms. Marie went to his other side, and she and Ms. Harper stroked his face, his shoulders, and his broad range of muscles while Ms. Fox retrieved a bottle of lotion from her desk drawers. She brought it to Ms. Sparks, and the two shared a fiery kiss before the red-headed MILF tossed off her bra and knelt.

“Want to help us with our bras?” Ms. Harper asked Asher.

“Yuh… y-yeah.”

She chuckled throatily, making Seth’s cock strain even harder against his jeans. He groaned and unzipped himself. Ms. Marie looked his way and frowned, but he held up his hands. “I had to, or I was going to hurt something.”

“Let me see,” Oxsana said. Seth started to rise but Ms. Marie shook her head.

“Nope. You two are on sexual time-out.”

“But…” Oxsana said, then huffed and sat back again.

Unaffected by any of this, Asher reached behind Ms. Harper and undid the clasp on her bra. It fell away from her breasts and he gaped at the big swells. Ms. Fox drew his attention to her with two fingers against his jaw, turning him to face her as she stuck out her chest.

“Don’t you like mine too?” she pouted.

“Y-yuh huh,” Asher moaned. “Like… like all… your boobs…” He reached behind her and undid her bra too. Ms. Marie crept up behind him and pressed her chest to his back.

“What about my boobs?” she asked with an even more defined, playful pout.

“Oh God,” Asher and Oxsana whimpered at the same time. The only thing keeping Seth from joining in was the view of Ms. Marie’s spectacular ass in her panties.

“Sorry, sluts, he likes mine best of all,” Ms. Sparks said in a sing-song voice. And with that, she squirted lotion between her breasts and added a dollop to the top of Asher’s cock. Asher shivered. “Cold? Let me warm it up for you.”

She reached out but Ms. Marie slapped her hands. “No hands, Candace,” she said. “You know that’s next week.”

Ms. Sparks gave a theatric sigh, then said, “Fine. Fine!”

Instead, she cupped her breasts and brought them to Asher’s cock. The senior said, “Oh holy shit, this is really happening…”

“Yes,” Ms. Sparks said, a gleeful smile on her face. “It is.”

And with that, she enveloped his big dick with her tits. All the other teachers cooed and cheered, and Seth and Oxsana shared a desperate look between them. There was no mistaking the lust on either of their faces. Seth might not like her, but he knew they had to get along for the next week’s test, because he couldn’t sit on the sideline like this the whole semester.

Ms. Sparks clasped her breasts to Asher’s cock, and he began to instinctively hump them, his bare ass rocking back and forth with it. Big as her tits were, his cock was still nearly long enough to hit her chin.

“Is that… is that milk?” Oxsana asked. Seth leaned forward. It was. Milk was trickling out of Ms. Sparks’ nipples, just a few drops, but enough to create a delicious trail down to her underboob.

Ms. Fox ran a finger along the trail and fed it to Asher, whose eyes were already wild as he frantically fucked in between those two motherly tits. “She never stopped producing it,” she said cheerfully. “When she gets turned on, sometimes she still makes it. Of course, us three and Charity sucking on her tits all the time probably doesn’t help.”

“Fuuuuuck,” Seth moaned.

“You can have a taste,” Ms. Marie said. “Next week. Assuming you two get along.”

Oxsana let out a soft whimper. Her hands twitched on the surface of the desk as she watched Asher’s big cock push through Ms. Sparks’ cleavage and nearly hit her chin. Ms. Sparks even kissed Asher’s tip at one point, then stuck out her tongue while she smiled, like a dog panting. Seth was so hard by that point it physically hurt, and still there was more.

“You know…” Ms. Harper said thoughtfully, as if they hadn’t planned every bit of this out. “If you dipped just a little bit, Asher, you’d be at the right height to suck on our tits while you fucked hers.”

Asher raised a fist in victory and dipped immediately. He turned and sucked Ms. Harper’s nipple into his mouth immediately, stopping his fucking just long enough to moan against her breast. Then he turned and buried his face between Ms. Fox’s big tits.

“Ms. Marie,” he gasped, pulling back.

Ms. Harper made room, and now he twisted his head to suck at Ms. Marie’s tits too. As he alternated between the teachers, Ms. Sparks took over the tit fuck for him, rocking up and down on her knees with his big cock between her breasts, her expression now serious, desire written all over her tightly drawn lips.

“Come for us, baby,” she cooed. “Show us how much you love our big teacher tits and come all over mine.”

“Love… them,” Asher gurgled. His mind waved goodbye a while ago, and Seth only had a few more brain cells firing. To his side, Oxsana was subconsciously mimicking Ms. Sparks, rocking back and forth, her lips parted, eyes dreamy.

With his head against Ms. Fox’s tits, Asher finally gasped, “I’m gonna… I’m close, I’m going to come… oh fuck, oh, fuck…”

“Do it, baby, come all over my big MILF tits,” Ms. Sparks moaned. “Let me feel all that yummy student come all over me. You can come wherever you want, on my tits, on my face, on my butt…”

“On… your… tits…” Asher grunted. His hand shot for his cock and he aimed for her breasts. “Ms. Sparks!”

He came so hard his knees nearly buckled. Oxsana gasped as rope after rope of his thick come painted Ms. Sparks, and even Seth was impressed. His classmate seemed to have a gallon’s worth in the tank and he let it all loose, shot after shot of him sliding down their redheaded teacher’s skin or off her breasts and onto the yoga mat.

“Ooh, look at this, look at how much of you there is,” Ms. Sparks said. Ms. Fox reached out for her and she slapped her hand away. “My student come. If I can’t touch his cock, you can’t have his come. Mine!”

And with that, Ms. Sparks scooped it up and starting eating it right out of her palm, licking it up like a cat and watching Asher’s reaction. Still licking, she rose to her feet and came to Oxsana. Oxsana nearly stood up, but Ms. Sparks shoved her back down and licked up the come an inch from the young woman’s face.

“Mine. Until you can behave,” she said, and waltzed away, nude ass swishing as the other teachers cheered and Asher looked all around, dazed and incredibly happy.


Chapter 6

Oxsana was not about to make the same mistake twice. She would not let her dislike of that inbred cowboy stop her from winning the lion’s share of the game’s prizes, not after yesterday, not after she realized how truly debaucherous her sexy teachers were ready to act.

She woke determined and sore from playing with herself the night before, masked by the sound of a movie playing on the small TV above her dresser. The orgasms came so fast and so often she eventually passed out from sheer exhaustion, or she might have kept going all night. It wasn’t just her teachers she thought about, but muscular, hung Asher too. His butt, oooh, she would definitely not mind taking a bite out of that.

She would not think about how many times Seth crept into the fantasies too, the jerk.

When Oxsana was ready for the day, she called Asher. No answer, but that was okay. She needed something physical to do that day, and a run sounded like the perfect way to burn off some energy. His house was on the same street as hers, though far enough it would make the jog a good one.

She threw on a matching pair of running shorts that showed off most of her legs and creamy thighs and a sports bra that was designed more to show off her bust than provide any real athletic support. Her running belt was the least sexy accessory of her closet, but at least the pink-trimmed black belt matched her outfit.

She hurried downstairs, jamming her keys and phone into the pockets of the belt. Her older sister Marina was home for another week before heading back to college, and was curled up on the couch, one arm wrapped lazily around their family hairless terrier, Phyllis. The dog’s ears perked up when she saw Oxsana, and all she had to do was making a kissing sound for the dog to shoot for the door and her leash.

“Aw, I was comfy,” Marina said. She missed out on most of their mother’s hypertensive frustrations and guidance since she, unlike Oxsana, had inherited their mother’s genes, not their more delicate father’s. Oxsana deeply loved her sister, dry sarcasm and everything. It was her she first confessed to when she realized she was bi, and Marina’s response had been a simply, joyous hug. It made it all okay, especially when Marina held her hand when she had a similar conversation with their parents.

“I can’t help it she loves me best,” Oxsana said.

“When you’re right, you’re right.”

Their parents Simona and Denislav were in the kitchen and dining room respectively, though there were no walls between the two rooms so they were essentially the same. Her father was playing a daily word game on his tablet while her mother was preparing an egg casserole.

Denis, Oxsana’s father, looked up and clutched his heart. “My baby forgot clothes. Again.”

Oxsana kissed the top of his head. “Morning, Dad.”

“Morning. But really, sweatpants exist.”

“It’s too hot for sweatpants.”

“Not if you believe hard enough.”

She laughed. Her father didn’t often let his wit show, but when he did, it was like the sun breaking through. He was usually so reserved and quiet there at home. A slim, almost beautiful man, he was just a couple inches taller than his younger daughter and several inches shorter than Marina. But he carried himself with the elegance of a dancer, and had actually studied ballet and classical dancing in college for his physical education requirements – and simply because he enjoyed both.

Oxsana stole a bite of his toast. “It’s KAYAK, by the way.”

“What?” He glanced at the tablet and entered the word. “Oh! I’ve been staring at that for the last three or four minutes.”

Simona, practically hopping foot to foot as she waited for an opportune time to break into their conversation, finally said, “Thomas Keegan is going to be at the farmer’s market today. He wanted to shoot a promo with you first thing.”

“Mom, he wants to lut me up and get pictures of me in a tube top. No.”

“Sweetheart, it’s a hundred dollars for thirty seconds, and his business has so many followers on Bottlegenie.”

“I have other plans,” Oxsana said. She was aware of her father watching all this out of the corner of his eye.

“What other plans?” her mother said, both pleading and world-weary all at once. Simona Donici would have made a fine actress, given the many, many ways she could express her displeasure.

“Asher and Seth at school and I have to come up with a project for Homecoming,” she said.

“Asher Butler?” Marina asked as she came into the kitchen. “He’s hot.”

“What project?” Simona asked, ignoring her oldest daughter until she took a piece of wheat bread from a loaf on the counter. “We are going to have breakfast soon.”

“A piece of toast isn’t going to spoil it,” Marina said back. Everyone in the room knew Marina was going to do what Marina was going to do and Simona let it go.

“Seth and I haven’t been getting along,” Oxsana said. She thought of Danielle bragging about giving him a black eye that week and added, “I told him off for what happened with his girlfriend and he’s been calling me names and I guess I’ve been calling him names too.”

“Is he picking on you?” Denis asked sharply. There had been some bullying issues with Marina when she was a freshman and sophomore, and it still hung heavy over the family.

“No, no, just… he’s a jerk.” Oxsana sighed, and it wasn’t faked. “Some of the teachers overheard and now we have to do a project together. It’s dumb but I’m going to be working on it every Friday after school until Homecoming. Maybe some weekends too. I don’t know.”

“I’ll call the school on Monday,” Simona said to her husband.

“Mom, it’s okay,” Oxsana said. She shook her head. “I’m going for a jog and then I’ll be at Asher’s, probably. If he’s home.”

Marina made kiss kiss sounds at her and Oxsana nudged her leg with her foot. She collected a bottle of water from the fridge, grabbed Phyllis’s leash, and hurried out the door before she caused much more chaos.

* * *

Oxsana must have passed by fifteen people out mowing. Everyone must be trying to squeeze in as much outdoor time before the weather turned chilly. Some people she liked and waved to. Most the guys stopped to stare at her in her tiny shorts, and she ignored them.

The street itself was very pretty, Ginkgo trees as old as the street itself lined the sidewalks and in the yards themselves was a little bit of everything from cheery cherry trees to brawny oaks. The oak tree in her own backyard was very nearly literally Marina’s best friend, and she would still go out there and climb it to read or listen to music. Oxsana was afraid of heights and wouldn’t go up there.

For now, everything was still green, though that would change soon. By Homecoming, leaves would be on the ground. That was a pleasant thought – not that Oxsana was morbid about the cyclical death of nature, but she loved the fall colors, and with fall came the promise of winter, her favorite season.

But for now, she ran, Phyllis keeping pace beside her, chuffing away at people and other dogs but always staying right next to her favorite person. Well… minus a few tree trunk investigations.

Asher and his dad lived in a bungalow-style two-story house nearly at the edge of town. It was a beautiful home, well-maintained and with a spacious yard. Asher was out pushing a mower around, his green checked short-sleeve shirt open over his muscles. Oxsana thought about his ass flexing back and forth as he pushed that big fat cock through Ms. Sparks’ breasts, and shivered delightedly. While she wanted to bury Seth under an ocean of concrete, before this game was through Oxsana would not mind fooling around with Asher.

No, she thought as he stopped mowing and waved. She wouldn’t mind a bit.

“Cute dog,” he called as she approached. “Can I pet him?”

“Her. This is Phyllis. And yes, she’s a sweetheart. She’ll love you forever for a back scratching, so be warned your lap will be her lap.”

“Hey, Phyllis,” he said, kneeling to hold out a hand palm out to the dog. Phyllis sniffed his hand then ignored it and darted to him to stand on one of his knees and sniff his face with doggish seriousness. Asher scratched her back, and she stretched, head twisted to the side, tongue lolling out. “Aw, what a cutie. You my new best friend? Huh?”

Asher stood, to Phyllis’s disappointment. Credit to him, his eyes only dipped a moment to Oxsana’s shorts before he blushed and looked back upward. Softly, Oxsana added, “I think it’s okay to look. I did a lot of that y-”

“Sh,” Asher said, shaking his head. Even softer, “My dad’s around back.”

“Oh, I don’t think I’ve ever met him.”

“You want to?”

“You make it sound like you’re surprised.”

“No, I, ah…”

“Despite what Hillbilly says, I’m not the ice princess of Honeypot.”

“I didn’t mean… you want to meet him? Let’s go meet him.”

They did, Phyllis leading the way gamely. Both Asher and Oxsana glanced at each other out of the corner of their eyes, him blushing again, her trying to hold back the memories of the crazy afternoon the day before but thinking over and over again about Asher’s terrific ass.

“Your butt is ridiculous. In a good way,” she muttered under her breath. Now his glance was sharp and amused, but before he had a chance to respond, they were around the corner of the house and there was Mr. Butler, just as buff as his son, on a ladder and trimming bushes.

“Hey Dad,” Asher called.

Mr. Butler turned his head, shears in hand. His eyes widened just for a moment, but that was all it took for Oxsana to see not just the similarities in their build, but their expressions too because that same near-double take was the same as his son had given her out front when he saw Oxsana.

“Wow. Who’s this?” Mr. Butler asked as he started down the ladder.

“Oxsana Donici,” Oxsana said. “It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Butler.”

“Donici… is your dad Denis Donici?”

“Yes, that’s right,” Oxsana said.

“We were on different bowling teams. He’s got a killer spin. We need to get that started again. You tell him I said that.”

“Dad, I haven’t even finished introducing you two yet,” Asher said.

“Right,” Mr. Butler said. “Hello! I’m the embarrassing dad.”

Asher shook his head. “He owns Butler’s Gym downtown.”

“I knew that,” Oxsana said. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in there, though.”

“Well, come in sometime,” Mr. Butler said. “A free membership to anyone my son is dating. It says that on our website, I think.”

Oxsana chuckled and Asher jumped in. “We’re not dating. We’re working on a project together with Seth Clifton for Homecoming.”

“Oh?” Mr. Butler said. “The Homecoming committee? That’s…” He squinted at his son. “Really?”

Oxsana jumped in. “It’s Seth’s fault. Mine too. We were arguing in the hall, and Asher tried to get in between and calm things down. We were late for class because of it.”

“Ms. Fox put me in charge of babysitting them,” Asher said cheerfully. “I get some extra credit for it, so hey.”

Mr. Butler looked between the two of them. His expression was curious, and Oxsana didn’t think he quite believed them but had no idea what to add. “Okay. Well, um, what are you doing for this project?”

“We haven’t figured that out yet,” Asher said. He glanced at Oxsana. “We should call Seth, get together with him too.”

“Do we have to?” she asked. His grin made her smile reflexively in response but she stuffed it down, fast, under Mr. Butler’s amused eye. “All right, fine. Let’s call Satan.”


Chapter 7

Asher finished mowing and grabbed a shower while Oxsana jogged back home to drop off her dog and change. His father was strangely silent about the whole thing, only saying, “Interesting outfit she wore, just to come say hello.”

“Um.”

“Be careful. Love triangles always end up with someone getting burned.”

“It’s not like that.”

Royce nodded solemnly, but the effect was spoiled when he winked.

In another twenty minutes, Seth pulled up to the curb in his truck. Asher made introductions again. Seth was polite and respectful, though he did say to Asher, “It’s less like you’re father and son and more a clone of him.” That got him a cheerful slap on the back from Royce.

They decided on coffee and breakfast from a small place near a city park. Oxsana waited for them at the coffee shop, a pint-sized cup in hand and a breakfast wrap in the other. Seth looked over the menu and ordered a cinnamon bun and a tall cup of coffee. Asher moaned at that, and Seth looked over his shoulder.

“You want one too? I can spot you the money.”

“No, it’s not that. Carbs,” Asher said, patting his stomach.

Seth grunted at that, paid, and made way for Asher. Asher looked the options over and settled on the protein wrap. While Asher collected the food, Seth stepped over to the creamers, selected one, and drowned his coffee in it.

He caught them both looking, and asked nonplussed, “What?”

“I thought you were a black coffee kind of guy,” Asher said.

“Shit’s gross,” Seth said, and that cracked Oxsana up. Seth looked even more sour about that, and led the way out of the coffee shop and across to the park.

They found an unoccupied stone bench. Oxsana sat, while Seth and Asher both played the nice guy and stood, waiting for the other to take the seat. “Go one ahead,” Seth finally said.

“I’m good. You take the seat.”

Seth sighed, then spread his arms wide, his coffee nearly spilling. “You’re the boss of this little group.” He sat, his expression as stony as the bench.

Asher finished off his wrap in several big bites. It was good, but when Seth started tearing off chunks of his cinnamon roll, Asher couldn’t help but stare. He wasn’t the only one. Oxsana held her half-eaten wrap, watching the baked good in Seth’s hand too.

Finally, Seth snapped, “You two want a bite?”

“I can’t,” Asher said.

“Me either,” Oxsana said.

“Jesus Christ, of course you can,” Seth said, and tore off two hunks of the cinnamon roll. “Here.”

“I can only have so many carbs in a day,” Asher said.

“Me too,” Oxsana said dreamily, though her eyes were locked on that cinnamon roll.

“Asher, you’re going to be a buff son of a bitch even if you have a cinnamon roll now and again. And Princess, you…” Seth stared at her a long moment, and she finally looked at him too. Seth broke first and focused some gulls hopping around nearby waiting for some snacks. “You’re fine too. Have a bite. Or don’t. But don’t torture yourselves.”

“You really are Satan,” Oxsana said, but she snatched a bite out of his hand faster than he could retract it.

“You know, after saying that, I should take it back,” Seth said.

Oxsana stuffed her mouth with the bite all at once. “Mine now,” she said around it.

Seth held up the other bite to Asher, who took it and said, “Oh sweet baby” even before he ate it.

When they finished the food, there was a lengthy and awkward pause when Asher tried to find the right words to say. Finally, he settled on, “How bad do the two of you actually want to sleep with a teacher?”

Oxsana said, “Why?”

“Because I don’t know that I can say anything that’s going to make you two like each other. But all you have to do to keep this going is tolerate each other. Out of school, in school, it doesn’t matter. You have to get along or you both blow this for all of us.”

Seth and Oxsana looked at each other. “He’s right,” Oxsana said.

“You started this, princess,” Seth said.

“Enough!” Asher said. “I don’t even remember who started it and I was there! You’ve got three options. Kiss and get it over with, stab me so I don’t have to deal with this shit, or just… just act like we’re not twelve anymore. Seth. Say you’re sorry.”

Seth leaned forward, a dangerous glint in his eyes. “What?”

“Say you’re sorry.” To Oxsana, who looked smug at this, Asher added, “You’re going to say it too.”

“There’s nobody around. No one testing us,” Seth said.

“I don’t care,” Asher said. “If I’m the babysitter, you two are going to play nice or all our fun and games are done. I’ll tell the teachers this can’t happen and torpedo the whole thing.”

Seth clenched his jaw, but finally said, “I’m sorry I-”

“Nope. Nothing good can come out of an apology if you don’t stop after ‘I’m sorry.’ My grandma always says that,” Asher said. “Try it again.”

Seth looked about ready to leap up and punch him, but instead, his fiery gaze finally flicked back to Oxsana and he muttered, “I’m sorry.”

“Your turn,” Asher said to Oxsana.

“Why should I have to-?”

“Mr. Jackson, fucking you from behind,” Asher said. “That’s why.”

Her face quirked, then she muttered just as quietly as Seth, “I’m sorry.”

Silence, then Seth finally said, “He does it for you?” Oxsana was clearly about to blow up at that, and Seth quickly added, “I get it. He’s a handsome guy. I wasn’t judging. Just curious.”

“Yes,” Oxsana said, exasperated. “He does it for me.”

“Which one are you hoping to sleep with?” Asher asked Seth.

“All of them.”

“Well, yeah, each of us want to sleep with all of them, but which one are you going for if you win the week where we actually get to fuck them?”

Seth thought about that. “Ms. Fox.”

“She’s so hot,” Asher said.

“Those big tits and that sweet face…” Seth said. “You?”

“I’m thinking Ms. Marie. She’s got such a tight ass, man.”

“Oh my God, could you two be any more like, like… like guys?” Oxsana asked.

“Do you remember what you said to me yesterday?” Seth asked her, amused. “You were about to come in your seat just watching. Try and pretend you’re not as interested as us, but we already know it’s a lie.”

“How about it, Oxsana?” Asher asked. “If it had to be one of the teachers eating you out, who would it be?”

Oxsana was quiet a moment, then said, “Ms. Sparks. She’s always been so sweet to me and there’s the whole hot mom thing going on. It’s a turn-on.”

“Respect,” Asher said, and held out his fist.

“Such a child,” she said, but bumped fists with him.

Asher ignored the jibe and clapped his hands. “All right, that’s the touchy-feely part done for the moment. But we gotta figure out what we’re going to do for a presentation at Homecoming.”

“Yeah, about that,” Seth said. “Homecoming as in the football game, or Homecoming as in the dance?”

Oxsana and Asher both thought about that, Oxsana frowning. Asher finally said, “I don’t think they specified. We’ll have to ask.”

To Oxsana, Seth said, “You were the queen of the cheerleaders. Got any ideas if we’re supposed to do it during the football game?”

“Dress you up in a skirt and give you pompoms?” she said, raising her coffee to her lips.

The two looked like they were about to go for the knives again, so Asher cleared his throat. They glared at one another, then Seth muttered, “My parents would probably disown me.”

That startled a grin out of Oxsana, who stuffed it away almost immediately. “The school does the parade across the field for the king and queen at halftime. Maybe something for that?” she said.

“We could use your truck,” Asher told Seth. “Decorate it up?”

“For the king and queen?” Seth asked, and thought about it. “They use fancier cars than that.”

“But something to go with it. A float, maybe, something like that,” Asher said.

“It’s a thought,” Seth agreed.

“And if we have to do something at the dance?” Oxsana asked.

They all thought about that. “Then we’re probably kind of screwed,” Asher said.


Chapter 8

“I think we make them do both,” Anna said. It was Friday again, and the Boob Crew was using their lunch hour to set up for that afternoon’s challenge outside on the field. Ostensibly it was an obstacle course for Ophelia’s classes that coming week, but they would have their darling seniors give it a test run. And of course, the winner would get the most delicious of prizes.

“You mean, the game and the dance?” Lucy asked. Ophelia and Bullard were pretty much a two-person crew for this. The rest of them were there to look good and soak up some sunshine, to Ophelia’s muttering.

“Yes. Two chances to be creative.”

“Did they get along this week?” Ophelia asked as she climbed to the top of the rope wall and wiggled back and forth to test its sturdiness. That wasn’t exactly how it was supposed to be done, but it worked.

“Asher says yes,” Anna said.

“They didn’t argue in my classes this week,” Bullard said.

“Mine either,” Lucy said.

“So help me, if they go at it in the hallway and ruin this for us, I will smother their faces with my hoo-ha,” Candace muttered.

“You would anyways, slut,” Anna said.

“Have I mentioned how much I love all of your crazy asses?” Bull asked as Ophelia climbed down.

“Aw, we love you too,” Lucy said, and bounced over to give him a smack on the cheek.

“Okay,” Ophelia said, looking up and down the field. “All right. We lay down the tires, set up the soccer net, and we’re good.”

“So much work,” Candace groaned from her folding lawn chair. They all looked at her, and she blew them a kiss before framing her face with her hands in a heart shape.

“It’s a good thing you’re cute,” Ophelia said.

* * *

“Gym shorts? What are we, twelve?” Seth grumbled.

“Do you not have any?” Asher asked.

“Of course I don’t. I haven’t had gym class in two years.”

“We’ve got some at my dad’s gym. I’ll spot you a pair.”

They drove there in a hurry after school let out. Asher turned on the radio without asking, and Seth nearly chewed him out, but Asher didn’t complain about the seventies’ country belting out. Instead, he said, “Oh shit, Garson Davis.”

“You know his music?” Seth asked, completely taken aback. He knew Asher was a big music buff, but had no idea he was a country fan too.

“Hell yeah, man. Gravel Teeth has to be one of the best country albums, like, top twenty at least. I know it’s blasphemy but I even like his newer stuff.”

Seth blinked at the other student, then refocused on the road. Asher sang along, pitch perfect, even getting Garson Davis’s low, throaty yip towards the end completely right. Asher grinned, and Seth might have smiled too.

The gym was just coming alive for the weekend, with a few people here and there. Asher told his dad what they were doing, and along with the shorts, Royce threw in a baseball cap with the gym’s logo on both.

“Just show it off on social media and we’ll call it even,” Royce said when Seth tried to dig out his wallet.

“Will do, sir.”

“Sir?” Royce said, and grinned at his son. “Learn from this one.”

They both changed there, and drove back to the school, Asher belting out more country music. Seth even joined in. He couldn’t remember the last time he sang along with anybody, but Asher had that damned effect on people.

It was a beautiful day, warm but not hot, and with rain promised for the weekend, the air was heavy. The Boob Crew must have been in the mood for music too, because there was a speaker blaring pop hits near the middle of an obstacle course on the school’s field for track practice and gym classes.

Both guys studied the obstacle course.

“Well… guess you’ve got an easy win again this week,” Seth finally said.

“Don’t think so,” Asher said, frowning.

“What do you mean? This has you written all over it?”

They got out of the truck and Asher gestured at the track. “If they have us running that, I’d do all right against Oxsana if it was long-distance. But look. They’ve got about two hundred meters marked out. That was Oxsana’s best event in track. And soccer… I’m no good there.” His finger moved further along the obstacle course. “The rope climb, yeah, sure. The rest of it… I don’t know.”

“Huh,” Seth said. Privately he thought he barely had a chance. Soccer, he was pretty okay at and he figured the rope climb would be no problem. But he’d be slowest on the sprints, almost no question there.

Oxsana waited on the field with Bullard Jackson and the Boob Crew. They were as beautiful as always, but Seth and Asher both stared at Oxsana. With her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and her long legs on full display, neither of them could help it.

“She’s something else, isn’t she?” Seth asked. Asher gave him an amused look. “What?”

“You two are going to be the cutest couple when you finally hook up.”

“You know she looks at you all the time, don’t you?”

“What?”

“You really don’t know, do you?” Seth asked. He chuckled, and jogged the rest of the way, leaving a dumbfounded Asher in his wake.

* * *

Oxsana was pissed. Clearly this event was meant to favor Asher, but if it was, they underestimated her. She wasn’t the fastest on the girls’ track team the year before, but she was pretty damn close, and it was a sport she took seriously.

Some of this would be tough, though. She wasn’t sure about the tires, and the less she thought about the rope wall, the better. Looking at it too long made her uneasy. She hated heights, and while it wasn’t that tall, she still wasn’t crazy about it.

“All right,” Ms. Harper said, and clapped her hands. “As you have no doubt figured out, my lovable genius students, this week’s test is an obstacle course. I’ve spent the last two weeks coming up with a series of challenges I think play to each of your strengths, and some that shouldn’t favor anyone.”

“Except Asher,” Oxsana grumbled, and he stuck out his tongue at her. She fought back a smile. He was hard not to find cute.

“Even Asher’s going to be tested here, because I know a secret. Asher is terrible at soccer.”

“It’s true,” Asher said glumly. “I was just telling Seth that.”

Ms. Harper laughed. “You’re going to start on the track. There will be a two-hundred-yard dash, and then you’ll make your way to the sandbags I’ve laid out there.” She pointed. “You’ll need to make at least twenty-five points playing cornhole before you move on to the rope climbing wall. From there, you run the tires, and then race back up the field slaloming through the flags to the soccer balls. Those you’ll need to kick downfield. Whoever makes a goal first wins this week’s prize.” She grinned, and called out, “Ladies and Bull, what do they win this week?”

“Handjobs,” the Boob Crew called out, and Bull added, “Or fingering.” He winked at Oxsana, who blushed bright red.

After ten minutes of stretching, they lined up. The teachers took up spots around the field , with Ms. Harper at the start. “Ready…” she called, and all three tensed. “Go!”

Asher was fast, but Oxsana wasn’t just a runner during the track season. She ran all year, and blew both guys out of the water. Seth, who was physically strong but didn’t get much cardio, lagged behind, but he wasn’t so out of shape that he couldn’t make it a game. Both guys were more than a little distracted by Oxsana’s ass in her tight shorts, and she caught them looking when she crossed the two-hundred-meter line and raced for the sandbags. She gave them a wave and slapped her butt. Asher groaned, and Seth redoubled his efforts, nearly catching Asher in the last twenty yards.

Oxsana snatched up all the beanbags in her spot, saw the guys coming, and started under-handing them as fast as she could throw. The cornhole boards were pocked by five holes, two marked as being worth five points, another two ten, and one twenty. The higher scoring ones were smaller and it didn’t take her long to realize she would be better off aiming for the smaller scoring holes. Ms. Fox was there, calling out her points as she sank two bean bags.

“Fifteen!”

The guys were there, and instead of running for her own bean bags, Oxsana yelped and shot for theirs. Before Asher could snatch his up, she grabbed them. “Oh come on!” he cried out, and she stuck her tongue out as she fired off two more beanbags to the wild gales of laughter from Ms. Fox.

“Twenty… twenty-five!”

Oxsana threw the other beanbag as far as she could away from Asher. He was going to have to work to catch up, but ahead of her was the rope climb. She stared at the netting of ropes and swallowed, hard. This was Ms. Marie’s station and she called, “You can do it, hon!”

Oxsana nodded to her and started to climb up. Behind her, she heard Ms. Fox call, “Ten!” and wasn’t sure if it was Asher or Seth.

She put one foot on the ropes, closed her eyes, and pulled herself up. That wasn’t going to work. Her second step, she nearly shoved her whole leg through the hole in the rope, and she yelped, nearly falling. Ms. Marie started for her, but Oxsana pulled herself free and kept climbing, eyes open now. It wasn’t much taller than the pyramid formations in cheerleading, she told herself. She’d jumped higher in gymnastics years ago. But somehow this wall seemed mountainous, and there were no mats underneath to buffer her if she fell.

Still, she climbed, her whole body trembling as she rose higher and higher. Over the wooden rail at the top, she threw her leg, but then she froze. The ground was so far beneath her. So very far. The wind hit her and she yelped, gripping the wood between her thighs with real terror freezing her up.

“Bull!” Ms. Marie called, but Bull was half a field away, by the soccer balls, and Oxsana was all alone up there. She squeezed her eyes shut, gasping for air.

“Come on,” someone said. A hand touched Oxsana’s leg. She looked down. It was Seth.

“Did you… already…?” she asked, then she realized her eyes were open and she trembled again. “Oh God, it’s so high…”

“It’s okay,” Seth said, and he climbed up the rope. “I got you. Come on. Put your other leg over. I got you. I got you.”

“I really… do not… want to be helped… by you,” she said, then she gulped and swung her leg over, just like he told her.

“You can cuss me out later. Let’s get you off this.”

She nodded, and he climbed up to where she was. Slowly, tentatively, she climbed down with him. By that point, Asher was racing for the rope wall, and Seth said out of the corner of his mouth, “If he wins again, I’m going to be super pissed. Run your heart out.”

He jumped down the rest of the way, and to Oxsana’s surprise, he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her off. She screamed, but he had her firmly in his arms and let her down gently. When she realized she was on solid ground again, she couldn’t help herself. She hugged him, and though he was as stiff as a board, he patted her back and chuckled.

“Go!” he said as Asher cleared the top.

She went, and Seth ran for the beanbags again, though he had no chance by that point. At the tires, Oxsana chose her steps carefully, still a few seconds ahead of Asher. She knew she could beat him in the slalom, and figured the trade-off in time was worth it. She was right. He went too fast and tripped over the fourth tire, landing with a grunt.

“You all right?” she called over her shoulder.

“Pride’s hurt. That’s all.”

She laughed and ran on, the flags waiting. They required footwork not entirely unlike the tires, though she didn’t have to be as careful, and by the time she got to the soccer ball, she was well ahead of both guys. Seth was just climbing over the rope wall as she took off down the field, again taking her time, making sure she didn’t blow this.

But then a ball went sailing beside her and she gaped at it. How had Asher caught up so fast? The ball soared up, up, up, then down, and looked like it was going to be an easy goal. But it caught the breeze, and Asher was roaring by her, legs pumping in an effort to get to his ball before she could. She had one shot, and just like Asher just tried, she gave it everything she had, though unlike him, she kept the ball low. It sizzled across the field and Oxsana and Seth both stopped to watch it. Asher saw it but his dive to stop her kick was too late. Her ball hit the back of the net ten feet from him, and he rolled onto his back, groaning and kicking the grass in frustration.

“I won! I won I won I won!” Oxsana shouted.

But she hadn’t. Not really. And she knew it, and it sucked to be the fucking princess in need of the fucking would-be knight and she hated herself the tiniest bit in that moment. But Oxsana was not one to let her anger get to her. She used it.

In a flash, she was running again, everyone watching her, confused. She hit the rope wall, hesitated only a fraction of a second, and then she was scaling up it, not so much climbing as jumping, feet barely brushing a rope before she pulled herself up and over. On the top again, she nearly froze, but this time she didn’t let her momentum end. She scaled over it, feet hitting the ropes once, twice, and then she jumped off, landing with her knees bent and rolling with it until she came upright to a grinning Seth and Ms. Marie.

“Now I won,” she said, and Seth roared with laughter before coming in to… to what? He froze before he touched her. She froze too, wishing he’d hug her or do something, anything, to make this less awkward.

“Thanks,” she mumbled, and looked away.

“Yeah,” he said. “Great job.”

* * *

Everyone gathered in the women’s locker room. Asher slapped Mr. Jackson on the back and said, “Guess I know now why you aren’t coaching football this year.”

The big teacher chuckled. “I hope you all know, none of us have ever done this with anyone under eighteen.”

“I don’t think any of us would be here if we did,” Asher said.

Oxsana nodded at that. She was quiet and unsure of herself, trembling now and then like a mouse at what was to happen. A lot of women in their class crushed on Mr. Jackson. His big gut should have made him less attractive, but somehow on him, it gave him an authoritative air, especially given the sheer amount of muscles underneath. That image was fed too by his demeanor, no-nonsense but kindly. He was, in a lot of ways, why Oxsana was starting to develop a serious fetish for older men, though in truth, he wasn’t all that old himself, in his late twenties or early thirties.

“I think we can all agree there were two winners today,” Ms. Harper said quietly. “Seth, that move on the field is exactly what we’re looking for from all three of you. We’re very happy you and Oxsana have put aside your differences.”

“Mostly,” Seth said.

Oxsana smiled a tiny smile at that. “Yes. Mostly.”

“That’s good enough for us,” Ophelia said. She clapped her hands. “Asher… wah wah.”

“Aw, man,” he groaned, but he was grinning. “Did I at least do well enough to get another tit job?”

“Oh yes,” she said. “But you’ll have to wait till last to pick the teacher this week. That said? There will be a little bonus for you. Our spies saw you organizing a get-together last week in the park.” She came to the muscular student, and surprising him, she leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth. “Well done, team captain.”

“T-thanks,” Asher said, suddenly shy.

“Oxsana, you were the winner,” Lucy said. “Why don’t you pick first?”

“Mr. Jackson?” Oxsana asked, sounding as shy as Asher did.

“I’m a lucky man,” Bullard said. He came to her and offered her a hand. She stood, and he ran his big hands up and down her shoulders. “You are a beautiful one.”

“Thank you,” she said, her voice soft. She shivered as his hands went to her shorts. “I’ve always had a crush on you.”

“Seth?” Ms. Fox asked, amused. “You get to pick too.”

Seth stared at Oxsana, his usual sour expression gone. His eyes only grew wider as Mr. Jackson slid the young woman’s shorts down her legs. Her slim legs led to taut thighs and a spectacular ass sheathed in athletic stretchy boy shorts. She very pointedly did not look at either Asher or Seth, and stared instead at Mr. Jackson’s chest.

“I know they’re not the sexiest,” Oxsana said. “But we were going to be running and…”

“Oxsana, you’re gorgeous,” Mr. Jackson said. “If you’re nervous about this, we stop. Any time you want, no harm done, no one will judge you. Okay? I swear that. And we don’t have to do it here or now.”

Finally Oxsana looked back at her classmates, but it was brief and she soon stared back up at Mr. Jackson again. “No,” she said more firmly. “I want to do it here. I want to see them… the teachers… everything.”

Mr. Jackson grinned. “Me too.” He reached for her top, then paused with a questioning look. She nodded, and slowly he began to lift her shirt up.

“Seth?” Ms. Fox prompted again.

“Um. Uh. Yeah. Uh. Ms. Marie?” Seth asked. Anna Marie grinned and clapped her hands. Seth rose to meet her as she came to him, a sashay to her step.

“Asher, your one-time bonus prize for being a good leader to the group is that you get to have two of us titfuck you today,” Ophelia said.

With that, she and Lucy looked at each other and grinned. As one, they lifted their tops and dropped them away, revealing matching lingerie. This week was lace corsets, the cups barely hanging onto their full breasts. When Asher looked over at Seth undressing Anna, she was wearing the same thing, in black.

All the teachers noticed something in that moment. Both Seth and Asher looked not at them, but at Oxsana, at her big breasts on her slim frame when Bullard unclasped her bra and laid it across the bench. And they looked too at Oxsana’s blushing face, her eyes darting in their direction furtively.

That room was a powder keg in that moment. Mr. Jackson stared up and down at Oxsana’s now nude frame, her tight young body, her breasts, her freshly waxed pussy, her long legs. And then he was on her, his cock rising as he pulled her to him. She gasped as he guided her backwards towards the unoccupied bench and sat down on it, pulling her onto his lap. He still had his suit on, and kept it on that whole time, but she could feel his hardness against her ass as he pulled her back.

“I figured you’d want to watch the show,” he growled in her ear.

“Uh huh,” Oxsana murmured back, grinding back against his cock and her pussy so wet she nearly came when his big black fingers brushed it.

Meanwhile Seth was nearly naked, throwing off his shirt as he feasted his eyes on Anna Marie’s big tits barely covered by her corset. All the teachers rehearsed how they wanted to do this, and like Oxsana was sitting on Bull’s lap, Anna went to Seth, pushed him down, and sat on his hip. She got in close, nuzzling his neck, kissing his ear, and whispering, “Take care of me while I take care of you. Give her a show.”

Asher was the only of the students left standing. Candace directed traffic for him, laying down stadium cushions on the hard ground for the other two women and helping him undress. Lucy and Ophelia, the two blonde teachers of the group, roped arms around each other and kissed. Asher whooped and Oxsana flexed even harder back against Bullard, a gasp escaping her lips. He kissed her neck as his fingers slid through her pussy’s folds, testing her wetness.

And then they were inside her.

Anna rocked on Seth’s hip as he cupped her sex. She groped his cock and stroked him fast and hard, tossing her dark hair back and kissing his neck, his shoulder, his earlobe. Seth was embarrassed at how close to the edge he already was, but this wild scene was too much for everyone and they were all so very excited.

Candace might not have had a partner but she leaned up against the lockers, dress hiked up, hand in her panties. At Asher’s knees, Lucy and Ophelia squirted lotion liberally on their tits and cleavage, then blatantly stroked Asher’s cock despite the rules about no hand stuff for the loser. That didn’t last long but no one really cared anyways. The game was always going to have its moments like this, when rules were broken and lusts were fulfilled.

That said, they wasted no time in fitting their breasts on either side of his cock, sliding him through the valley. There was some awkwardness to this, but by now, they had done this with any number of their favorite students. Besides, all Asher really needed was the sight of two of Honeypot High’s bustiest blonde teachers with their tits around his cock to get him off. Like Seth, he was already nearly there, his whole body tensed as he eagerly bucked up between their tits, hands on their shoulders.

And then there was Oxsana, who stood just as little chance of holding on. Bullard’s thick, calloused fingers were well versed in making women come, and he moved them in and out of the young woman with expert ease, coaxing her orgasm from her with rapid fingering and strokes of her clit. She bucked up and down on his lap, resting back against his gut, head rubbing against his chest and his shoulders. Her mouth was wide open, her eyes nearly closed but sharply aware of the room around them.

This was everything she fantasized about when she told Charity she wanted in. Her hips spread wider and she bounced against Mr. Jackson’s clothed thick cock as she watched Anna sway on Seth’s hand while stroking his long, fat cock, somehow even bigger than Asher. As for him, his cock made the dirtiest squicking noises as he was tit-fucked by two teachers begging for his come all over their faces and their breasts. Oxsana never even realized she was echoing her teachers under her breath. “Come on me… come on my tits… come on her hand… come… come…” she panted.

It was Asher who came first. “Ah, fuck!” he cried out, and his come shot high in the air like a rocket trying to escape orbit. That got laughs and coos out of Ophelia and Lucy, and Oxsana imagined it was her the come spattered against, her that Asher and Seth were taking care of. It was that image more than Bullard’s expert fingers that made her cry out and slap her thighs together. It was that image she held onto as she came so hard her jaw clenched and her eyes went sightless, staring up and seeing only white until she came back down long minutes later.

Seth was the only one who hung on, but now four teachers descended upon him, kissing his shoulders, rubbing his back, stroking his cock along with Anna. No one could take that, and as Asher and Oxsana watched, both of them with their chests rising and falling, Seth finally said, “Ms. Marie…”

The teacher jumped off his lap and knelt between his legs. She opened wide, both hands on his cock, and for the briefest of moments as he started to come, his tip connected with her lips. Then she pulled back, tongue out, eyes crossed for him in a playful show of ahegao, and he came across her tongue, her breasts, her chin. She did not swallow, but kissed first Lucy, then Ophelia, and finally Candace.

But there was a fifth woman there too, working her way through the teachers. Ms. Marie stared at Oxsana, then clutched her tight to kiss her too, transferring the last little pearl of come to her student’s mouth. Oxsana looked out of the corner of her eye at a stunned Seth, and swallowed.


Chapter 9

Asher woke early to get in a strenuous bicycle ride. He needed to come down after the events of the day before. First, getting tit-fucked by Ms. Fox and Ms. Harper, which he estimated was even better than the handjob Seth got. And then there was Oxsana, who had basically been dry-fucking Mr. Jackson while he fingered her to a wild orgasm.

The image that held Asher captive though was her after, swallowing down Seth’s come. He was not usually given to jealousy, but he’d have to have been a monk not to want to see her suck down some of his own come too.

It left him hardly able to sleep, fantasizing about Oxsana in a dozen different ways. On her knees, blowing him. Her hips over his face in a sixty-nine, her lips wrapped around his dick. Tit-fucking him like Ms. Harper and Ms. Fox, or Ms. Sparks the week before. Any number of combinations of the teachers and Oxsana haunted his fantasies that entire night, leaving him restless in the morning and ready to do something, anything.

He pushed himself hard, riding twenty miles on a back highway to the next town. There he knew he needed to stop and take a break or he was going to risk injuring something, so that was what he did, sipping on a bottled water at a diner. He recognized some of the people there from the gym, what his father called part-timers, people who would come in every couple weeks, not really out of any desire to stay in shape but more to justify paying for a membership.

They bought Asher a parfait. Asher bullshitted with them for a while, on his feet now to avoid cramping, and eventually said his goodbyes when their own food came. Feeling much more mellow, he coasted back to Honeypot lazily, enjoying the light sprinkling of a late summer storm.

A few miles from town, he got a call from Oxsana. Asher slowed and stopped to pull out his phone, and grinned when he saw who it was. “Hey, Oxsana. Crazy afternoon.”

“It was,” she said. Silence, then, “I suppose we should get together again and work on the Homecoming ideas?”

“Oh yeah, good thinking,” Asher said. “My dad’s gone today. We could do it at my place.” He realized how that sounded and winced. “I mean… you know, work on ideas and stuff.”

She laughed softly. “Yes. That’s how I took it. You’re not too… weirded out?”

“Why would I be?”

“I know I acted pretty… dirty.”

“No, I thought everything was pretty hot.”

“Okay. Good. I’m just… in my head, I guess.”

“My too, kinda. All right, should I call Seth?”

“Yes. If I do it, he’ll probably let it go to voicemail and then shoot his phone.”

Asher laughed. “I think you’d be surprised. I think he was more interested in you yesterday than Ms. Marie.”

“Um.”

“Sorry. Made it weird. Er. Made it weirder. I’ll call him. I’m on a ride now but I’ll be back in twenty minutes or so. I’m gonna need a shower but I’ll leave the door unlocked. Make yourself at home.”

“A ride?”

“A bicycle ride. It’s my favorite way to relax and exercise.”

“That sounds nice. Maybe next time invite me.”

Asher felt a surge of adrenaline even as he remembered Seth helping Oxsana down from that rope wall and the looks they gave each other both during the competition and after, during the insanity in the locker room. He knew he shouldn’t get his hopes up, but…

“I’d love that. Um, like it. I mean, yeah, I’ll invite you. Next time,” he said.

She laughed softly, and hung up.

“Ehhhhhh, I’m an idiot about to get his heart broken,” Asher said, but he felt cheerful as he stuffed his phone away and rode again.

* * *

Oxsana hung up on Asher, blushing with the realization of something obvious. He was crushing on her.

That was a pretty weird thought considering how openly sexual they’d been around each other the last couple weeks. But it was a revelation, and a happy one too. She liked Asher. There was no reason to deny that. He was kind, he was funny, and he was so very much a perfect physical package. Even his boyishness warmed her.

Seth… she wasn’t sure about Seth. That he was drawing her in was also undeniable, but the bad attitude did nothing for her. If he was going to win her over, he needed to let his guard down and not be so… so… Seth. She might as well ask the wind not to blow.

Oxsana gave herself one last look in the full-length mirror hanging behind her door and liked what she saw. She was sort of emulating Ms. Marie that day, in a pencil skirt and belly baring top under a bolero jacket. It was sexy and professional, she thought, though the effect was spoiled a little bit by her sneakers. She kicked those and her socks off, and opted instead for the dressier flats she picked out originally. Much better, she thought.

She grabbed her bag and headed downstairs. Her sister was gone now and that hurt, but they made plans for Oxsana to come visit Marina in a few weeks, tactically after Homecoming on Oxsana’s part. Phyllis wriggled on her back on the couch, a crooked tooth pushing her upper lip out. Oxsana scratched her belly, then headed for the door, hoping to get out of there before her mother stopped her workout in front of the television.

“Gong to work on the Homecoming project, be back later,” she said.

“Oh honey, that can wait,” Simona said. “Really, we need to sit and talk.”

“About what?” Oxsana asked.

“I’m worried about you. You haven’t been exercising or auditioning.”

“Actually I’m going to be working out with Asher Butler. His dad owns Butler’s Gym. So don’t worry about that.”

“Yes, but… you’ve got so many opportunities, you’ve worked so hard, and they’re slipping through your fingers.”

Oxsana drew a deep breath, trying not to shout. “That’s what you want for me. I’m not sure it’s what I want for myself anymore.”

“You’re not sure?” her mother asked. In workout pants and a pastel top she was a nightmare straight out of the eighties. “These are the moments you can’t get back. When you’re older, you’ll understand that.”

“Mom…” Oxsana said, exasperated.

“No. I know you think I’m the villain here, but you have a chance to really make something of yourself. Don’t throw that away.”

“Implying that doing anything but modeling or acting isn’t making something of myself.”

“Oh, don’t be dramatic,” her mother said. She waved a hand at the door, and Oxsana left.

That day, she took her car, a Nissan coupe. It was a fun little car but it had a ton of miles on it before her parents bought it for her and now everything was sort of falling apart all at once. Despite having had the oil changed at the start of summer, the car insisted she needed to do it again, and the window seals were going bad, making it a chilly ride in the winter. Little things, and they didn’t really bother her individually all that much, but she was worried someday the whole thing was going to burst apart all over the road somewhere.

Not that day, though. She pulled up in front of Asher’s house without incident. No one was outside this time, and Asher told her to make herself home, so she knocked and entered, calling out, “Asher? Mr. Butler?”

No response, though she could hear a shower running deeper in the house. That must be Asher. Was his mother around too? She should know but she didn’t think it had ever come up. There were some picture frames on the wall. Most of them featured Asher and Mr. Butler together in some way. Sometimes there were other people too, but at the core, it was always the pair of them, no mother in sight.

The shower running upstairs drew her up there. More pictures, these ones older. Asher was so cute as a kid. Without the big muscles he looked like a toothpick with a melon jammed on top. He and his dad always looked so happy together. It made Oxsana smile. She understood that, being a daddy’s girl.

A bedroom door was open into what had to be Asher’s room. A big framed and autographed poster of Adrianna Quinn hung on the wall. She had her back turned to the camera, showing off her terrific butt and winking over her shoulder. Oxsana shook her head. Boys would be boys, she supposed, even if they were tall, massively muscular, and so yummy just being in his room made her kind of wet.

She went to his bed and trailed her fingers across the sheets and blankets. It smelled faintly of him, a sporty soap, a little bit sweaty, but not gross and caked in like some of her boyfriends. She had the oddest urge to slip under those covers and nestle in there.

Instead, she went to his computer, where a music program was open. It was unlike anything she’d ever seen, and soon she realized why when she looked at the name of the program. It was for sound editing. There was a list of tracks, all marked with names that sounded like they came from a fantasy novel. The Falls of Cicipool. Gremlins on the Prowl. One Sword, A Thousand Enemies. And perhaps most interesting of all, the name of the artist on each track was Asher Butler.

Oxsana sat on Asher’s chair and clicked play on one of the songs titled “Blonde Maiden (tent. title)” with a “last edited” time of the previous night. Music played from a pair of headphones hung on a resin Cinco De Mayo skull wearing sunglasses. She tugged the headphones off the skull and put them on, and was immediately blasted with soft, downtempo electronica song that wouldn’t have been entirely out of place in a low-key playlist.

Her lips parted as she listened. It was not finished, but what Asher had laid out was immediately striking and beautiful, reliant mostly on a simple piano rhythm that deftly added in more notes while the techno background slowly built. She expected it to blast her ears off at any moment, but that was not the case. It stayed beautiful, quiet, contemplative.

Blonde Maiden.

Was there any doubt?

She turned towards the door, and there he was, just coming around the corner, a towel wrapped around his waist. Oxsana stared up at him and pulled the headphones off.

“Is that… is that for me?”

“Inspired by you. Yes.”

Oxsana swallowed and stood upright. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to that.”

“I-”

“Or what I’m supposed to do with it. Or any of it.” She rested a hand on her forehead. “Asher…”

“I’ll delete it. It was just an idea.”

“Don’t. It’s b-b…” Beautiful, but she couldn’t get the word out. She twisted her head away from him, warmth behind her eyes slowly rolling down her cheeks. “Keep the track.”

She pushed past him. He caught her arm, and without planning to, Oxsana lunged up at him. Her fingernails slid across his cheeks, her fingers going to the back of his head and pulling him down to her level, to kiss her, to own a part of her heart.

He pushed her gently back against the doorframe, his hands going to her waist, then sliding lower. Her hips, her ass, then around, everywhere on her back all at once, pulling her tighter to him, his towel falling off and his hardness pressing against her bare stomach.

“I don’t… I don’t know what this is…” Oxsana gasped as his lips went to her neck and he sucked. “Oh God, oh fuck…”

“I don’t either…” he said, and his hands were back on her ass, pulling her skirt up. Just as frantic, she tugged her panties down. “I… I… no condom, shit…”

“I’m clean, I know you two are…”

Asher lifted her and it was like she weighed nothing. He settled her back against the wall and she had a full view of the poster again, nearly giggling until his cock was at her door, sliding into her and she cried out. He filled her more than any of her boyfriends ever had, hitting her spot and going deeper, deeper. She took nearly every inch of Asher and her legs coiled around his ass and his hips instinctively to try to keep him there, to give her what her body needed, his come deep inside her. Her fingers shook so badly she could barely grip the material but she yanked her top up and his mouth was there, sucking at her collarbone, driving lower still, to her breasts, nuzzling them through her bra. She closed her eyes as she came, fingers clawing at his face, his shoulders, his pecs. Six, seven long gashes across his skin she didn’t notice until her eyes opened.

“Oh Asher, I hurt you, I hurt you…”

He crushed his mouth to her lips, telling her in not so many ways that it was okay. He pulled back and slammed deep into her again, his thrusts uncontrolled and she didn’t want them to be. This was everything she needed right here, and she cried out with the pleasure, her candy-red lipstick staining every inch of him she could kiss.

He whirled with Oxsana, nearly tripping over his jeans on the floor and laughing. She barely noticed, still kissing him frantically, her pussy stretched so wide around him as he led her to the bed. Her feet unlocked and she draped them over the edge of the bed, head twisted up and away from him.

He worked at her bra, freed it, and feasted on her tits for a moment, his cock still deep inside her. Then he was thrusting again, a hand on her waist, the other on her shoulder, keeping her right where she was.

“Fuck, Oxsana,” he moaned.

“Come in me, come inside me, I need to feel it, Asher…”

“I’d give you anything.”

Warmth spread through her at his words and she stared up at him, hands going to his neck and his hair, pulling him back to her lips, never wanting this moment to end. But it had to. Asher neared the limit of what he could handle and they held each other in the last, his cock spilling deep inside her, the come bringing her right to the edge and a few last thrusts driving her over it for the third or fourth time. She kissed him in the afterglow, smiling faintly as he pulled out and they spilled so much onto his bedspread.

“That got messy,” she said.

“The bed, or this… whatever this is. A relationship?” he asked.

“Oh, Asher… I want that, but… I want the games too.”

“And Seth?” he asked. There was no anger to his voice, only curiosity. He sat on the bed beside her and idly stroked her hip until she sat upright and leaned her head against his shoulder.

“I like him too.”

“So it did get messy,” he said.

“I’m sorry, if that’s what you need.”

“No,” he said, and chuckled. “I want the games too. And I… I get the Seth thing. He’s a really handsome, good guy. When he’s not hiding it away.”

“I want you too,” she said. “I’m being very greedy.”

He chuckled and squeezed her tighter to him. “I don’t think this needs to be worked out in a day.”

“Thank you.”

“The song… if it’s too much, I’ll delete it.”

“No, I-”

“I didn’t mean it as, you know, a declaration of love or anything.”

“Asher, I-”

“But you inspired me and I thought-”

“Oh my God, shut up,” she said, laughing and twisting his head towards her to kiss her again. “I love the song. It’s very sweet.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”


Chapter 10

It took Seth all of about twenty minutes that day to figure out Asher and Oxsana slept together. The first clue was her makeup, which she’d completely removed at some point, something he suspected was about as far out of her normal schedule as, say, going to the moon.

Second was Asher’s smile. The guy was always upbeat. Seth liked that about him. It pulled in everyone around him and Seth certainly wasn’t immune to that in a purely platonic way. But this was a new smile, mellow and satisfied. Seth knew that smile pretty well, having worn it himself a couple dozen times.

He figured it must have either started the previous night or that morning, but since neither of them drew any attention to it, Seth didn’t either. They didn’t hold hands or play grab-ass or do any of that. They didn’t hide it exactly, but it was clear they didn’t want to talk about it either, so Seth let it go.

Was he jealous? Sure. There had been a couple moments the day before when he thought maybe there were some real sparks between him and Oxsana, but they didn’t exactly get along all that well until then, so maybe it was just that, some friendliness he perceived as being more. It happened. He moved on from it before and he’d do it again.

But Oxsana really did have his interest now. She let her guard down out there on that field, and maybe Seth had a little bit of the chauvinist in him because he liked being needed like that. Liked helping her. Oh well. It was what it was, he told himself.

Goddamn, though, that smile of hers really did pierce something in him.

The three of them took up spots at the Butler kitchen table with phones and coffee at the table as they talked about what they could do for the football game and the dance. The Boob Crew wanted something memorable at both.

“We can’t drive on the field with the truck. I checked with Charity,” Seth said. “But we can escort the king and queen right up until then. If we circle through the parking lot, everyone in the stands will see us.”

“So is that what we want to do then?” Oxsana asked.

“Any better ideas?” Asher asked them both. They thought about it for a few more minutes, but finally agreed a float for the game was their best idea.

That led to a conversation about what kind of float they wanted to do. “Well,” Oxsana said, rolling an empty mug on its lip from hand to hand. “If we’re escorting the candidates and the king and queen… what if we make it about them?”

“What do you mean?” Seth asked.

“We decorate the sides of the truck with pictures of them. The company that did my headshots might be willing to do some blown-up poster sized pictures but I don’t know what they’d charge.”

“Maybe they’d be willing to sponsor it if we put a sign on the truck with their business info,” Asher said.

“That’s an idea,” she said, giving him a warm smile that Seth tried to pretend didn’t knot him up.

“I like it,” Seth said.

“Oh man,” Asher said, and buried his face in his hand, chuckling. “I just had the dorkiest idea.”

“What?” Oxsana asked.

“Do you still play trumpet?” Asher asked Seth.

Seth winced. “I thought everybody forgot about that.” There had been a brief, insane moment in junior high and his freshman year when Seth got into being part of the school’s music program, mostly because it tended to attract the prettiest girls in his class. But when he realized he looked less than attractive tooting away on his trumpet, he gave it up in a hurry.

“You play an instrument?” Oxsana asked him.

“Badly. I haven’t picked one up in years.”

“Doesn’t really matter,” Asher said. He cupped his hands around his mouth and made a triumphant bugle call as if introducing a lord’s entrance into a castle. It was only a handful of notes but Seth caught on. “Think you can do that?”

“Why?” Seth asked.

“We planned on you driving, but what about Oxsana?”

“Oh no,” Seth said.

“I’m a safe driver,” Oxsana said.

“It’s not that. I know what he wants from me.”

“We bugle in the Homecoming candidates,” Asher said.

The other two stared at him, and low very low,, Oxsana said, “You need costumes.”

“We are so going to have costumes,” Asher said, slapping the table.

“No,” Seth said.

“I’m thinking Robin Hood inspired. I can sew and I can get Ms. Sparks to help too, I’m sure,” Oxsana said. “Little felt pointy hats. Maybe some, like, vest things to go over button downs?”

“No,” Seth repeated.

“I love it. Yes. Do it. Get in touch with her and see what you can do,” Asher said.

Seth said, “You realize we’re doing this so we can get laid by four very hot teachers? We go through with something like this and we’re not getting laid until everyone in our class is old enough to forget our names.”

Ignoring him, Oxsana dug out her phone. “Already texting her.”

“I hate you both,” Seth grumbled.

After she did that, Oxsana emailed the image design business that did her headshots for her modeling and got an answer back within half an hour. They would love to do some poster sized prints and agreed to waive the cost if Seth was willing to put a sign of theirs on his truck over the weekend. Meanwhile, Asher called around to friends in the school band and arranged to borrow two trumpets before the game.

“We’ll get in some practice before then,” Asher said.

Seth, who by that point could only see all his potential hookups the rest of the year flushed away, sank his head onto his arms and gave Asher a double thumbs up.

They talked the Homecoming dance for a while, but none of them could come up with an idea that the Homecoming committee wasn’t already doing. Asher thought he was onto something when he came up with the idea of building sets for the dance similar to what had been done a couple years back with a city theme, but a call to a classmate confirmed progress was already well under way on a similar idea involving an enchanted forest. Oxsana suggested making snacks for the dance, or drinks, which they kicked around some but just didn’t feel like the ”aha” idea, especially since none of them had any experience cooking up mass quantities of food and they thought store-bought chips and cookies weren’t going to cut it.

There wasn’t going to be any more progress made that day and Seth spied a couple naked looks between Asher and Oxsana that told him his presence wasn’t exactly needed, so he took off. His own jealousy amused him. It wasn’t a venomous thing. He just wanted Oxsana and now that door was closed.

Except it was more than that, wasn’t it? He liked the spirit of her, the haughtiness, the occasional dropping of her guard. There was an undeniable fire to her that spoke to him. And of course, she was pretty damn sexy too.

What he really needed was to get laid. The penny ante stuff with the teachers was fun but it left Seth feeling caged and ready to feast. Since fingering was the prize the day before, he figured that week would see them moving on to oral. After a quick check of a digital calendar, he was surprised to realize that after that Friday, there were only two weeks left in the competition. After oral would come sex, he thought, and the grand prize after that, a free-for-all orgy for the winner, a sea of teacher tits and ass.

Only Seth didn’t think for a minute the Boob Crew was really going to let any of them lose. He saw their games for what they were. The teachers wanted this as much as the students did. Bullard Jackson the day before looked like a lion when he finished with Oxsana and she slid off his lap. He had stormed over to Ms. Marie, unzipped, and she jacked him off in less than a minute until he was coming all over her tits. And Ms. Sparks had swooped in on Ms. Harper and Ms. Fox, who both proceeded to take care of her before the whole thing was done.

The teachers craved this. He wondered how bad, and if he could drop in on one of them for some “extra credit.” Probably best not to test his luck. And as per the rules of the game, if he had sex outside of the group, he’d need to get tested again and couldn’t take part in any of the prizes until the tests came back, so Danielle’s mother or some of his other sure things were a no-go.

Damn. All pent up and nowhere to go. Seth shook his head, and grinned.

* * *

Despite his physical needs thumping an ever-growing beat in his skull, Seth was in a pretty good mood the rest of that weekend and Monday. They got that week’s test right after school, and it was interesting.

“Your assignment this week is a fun one,” Ms. Fox said. “You’re going to do something nice for each other. Anything you like, any price point, any gift. And it doesn’t have to be something physical. Maybe, for example, Seth and Oxsana, you two practice not calling each other names in the hallway.”

“That’s not going to happen,” Seth said, and he grinned when Oxsana stuck out her tongue at him.

“I don’t get it. How is this one a test?” Asher asked. “How do we be judged on something like this?”

“That’s for us to know and you to find out on Friday,” Ms. Fox said.

“Great. Your Ferraris will be in your driveway by Thursday,” Asher said.

“Make mine a sixties Charger,” Seth said.

Asher lit up. “Hey, now you’re talking.”

And with that simple exchange, Seth thought he knew what he wanted to do for Oxsana already. She groused one day that her car was having some issues. He wasn’t a great mechanic but he could at least change her oil for her and do some basic work, and what he couldn’t do, his dad and especially his uncles almost certainly could.

Asher, though, that was a mystery, and one he chewed on that night. Through the games, they were becoming friends, but Seth still didn’t really know a lot about him apart from the fact that he liked to work out and he was good with music. There was a new combination music and bookstore in town. Maybe a gift card there? Seth had some money saved from his summer work but he was hoping to hold onto that for college.

He fell asleep on top of his covers thinking about that, and woke early the next morning not having moved an inch the entire night. It was some of the best sleep of his life.

When he finished showering and dressing, he realized he was hearing two voices in the house, and not just his mother’s. His father was the property manager for the same farm Seth worked at during the summer. During the school year, Rodney Clifton was out the door a couple hours before Seth woke up, so hearing him now was a surprise.

His father was at the stove in the kitchen, just finishing frying some thick cut bacon, sausage, potatoes, and eggs, a spread even for their household, and they liked to eat. Already on the table was some fresh fruit, already cut up.

“Hey, Dad. What are you doing home?”

Rodney glanced towards Seth’s mother Kaitlyn and gave a too-wide smile. Kaitlyn said with false cheer, “Oh, we’re going to be making a run to Kithough. There’s no need to panic, but I’ve got a little bit of an eye bleed.”

“Oh hell,” Seth said. He went to his mother and took her hand. She was legally blind and had been since she was twelve, but as of late, what little vision remained to her was being affected more and more often by things like this. What went unspoken was that she was probably facing down the last of her usable vision, what little was left, and Seth understood that.

He hugged his mom tight, pretending not to notice her trembling. “Um, I should go. I… I…”

“No,” Rodney said. “You go to school. Take care of things here. This might need surgery so if that’s the case, having you here would be a help.”

Seth knew his dad well. If Rodney said “it might take some surgery” he was already certain it would. He swallowed and nodded. They sat and ate together, Kathryn and Rodney trying to make the conversation light for their son’s sake. Although he could see through it, Seth was comforted by the routine. Circumstances aside, it was the first time they all had breakfast together since Seth’s older siblings came home a few weeks ago to celebrate their mother’s birthday. It was nice.

When he finished the last forkful of potatoes, Seth said, “Say, listen, I want to help a friend at school change the oil in her car.”

“Not while I’m gone. I know you know what you’re doing, but I’d worry about you and the jacks,” Rodney said.

Seth thought about protesting, but that was fair. After breakfast, he stuck around doing dishes and talking as long as he could before risking being late. His mother’s appointment wasn’t until early that afternoon, so he’d be on edge until then.

At school, he hardly noticed anyone or anything. Mr. Terlesky called on him twice without Seth being able to provide a satisfactory answer to either of the questions and berated him in front of the class. Seth didn’t really care, but later that morning, Oxsana noticed he was distracted and came to him after their class.

“You haven’t called me a single name today,” she said.

He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess not, Your Highness.”

She smiled faintly at that. “Seriously, you okay? I heard from Gina you were gone in Mr. Terlesky’s class too.”

“I’m okay. Thanks.”

Her smile slipped. “You can talk to me, you know. We didn’t get along, but… I like you, Seth. I think that’s obvious now.”

“Unless I’m reading the signals wrong, you’re with Asher now,” Seth said, more than a little cross. “I wouldn’t do that to him.”

“You’re… you…” Strangely enough, it seemed like she was hiding a smile. “Okay. But I still want you to talk to me.”

They stopped by her locker, and Oxsana leaned against it. Seth had a very hard time not staring down at her plunging top and the creamy skin on display. “My mom might have to have some surgery today or tomorrow. I’m a little nervous about that.”

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry.”

“It’s all right, it’s nothing life-threatening.” He explained about his mother’s eyes, and Oxsana listened with a sympathetic ear. They had to keep it brief and get to their next classes, but he covered the salient points, and before he could walk away, Oxsana stepped in hesitantly and wrapped her arms around him.

Okay, now he was full blown jealous of Asher, because at that moment, that was all Seth wanted in the world. His hands moved like they did this a thousand times, coming around to her back, holding her tighter to him. She nestled her head against his chest. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I hope she’s better soon.”

He kissed the top of her head and pulled himself free before he embarrassed himself with a hardon. “Thanks. That’s… there’s no kindness you could give me this week better than that one.”

The bell rang. They were late, but she took the time to give him another sympathetic smile, and hurried to class. Seth took just a moment longer to bonk his head against the nearest locker, then jogged for class too.


Chapter 11

“Of course,” Asher said immediately. He and Oxsana were seated outside the school at lunch. The two of them were getting plenty of attention from the rest of the school but they didn’t care. “What can I do?”

Even though she knew by now Asher was genuinely one of the nicest guys she’d ever met, Oxsana still felt warmth bloom throughout her. She was falling for both guys so hard and she was kind of drunk on the feeling. This was way different than any of her past boyfriends. Confusing, but she was still in the giddy part of realization and was happy to shut her brain down for a while. “I was thinking maybe we get them a food basket. At first I thought pizza or maybe, like, a gift certificate to one of the restaurants, but I think this is more personal.”

“I like it,” he said. “I know he’s mentioned his mom likes gardening. Maybe that’s my contribution.”

“It’s late in the season to be planting anything.”

“Yeah, but like some garden decorations or that sort of thing? Maybe some solar lights or something. I’ll figure it out. But I think we do this just to do this. I don’t think this should be part of the game. That doesn’t feel right.”

“I agree,” Oxsana said, and shifted on his lap to give him another kiss.

“Oxsana… if you go with him, I hope you know what I said about being okay with you two, that hasn’t changed. And it won’t.”

She kissed him again and finally shifted so she was sitting next to him instead of on him. “Thank you.”

He roped an arm around her, and they sat in silence until they saw Seth’s truck pull into the school’s parking lot. Then they both stood. Oxsana surprised herself and Asher when she bumped his hand with hers. He looked down, and laced his fingers through hers.

Seth jumped out of his truck, a baggie half full of sliced vegetables in hand. He watched them, a half-formed smile on his face, and bit into a baby carrot as they approached.

“So you two finally making it public?” he asked.

“Something like that,” Asher said.

“Good. Yeah. That’s a good fit.”

“Asher needs your house key,” Oxsana said.

“For the game this week? I can’t just give that out.”

“No. Not for the game. For tonight,” Oxsana said.

Seth’s smile faded. “I don’t understand.”

“You and I are going to take a drive to Kithough to see your mom.”

“What?”

Oxsana came to him and plucked a sliced mushroom from his bag. “You and me. Road trip. Don’t tell me you don’t want to see your mom. Even if she doesn’t need surgery, we can drive back with them.”

“I…”

“Oxsana told me your parents wanted you to stay here and watch your place,” Asher said. “I’ll stop by, take a walk around the house, and make sure everything is okay. Do you have a dog or anything?”

“A cat, but she’s all right. But I can’t ask you to…”

Asher laid a hand on Seth’s shoulder. “I don’t mean to make this about me but you know my mom… she passed away. I don’t get to have an opportunity like this. If I was in your shoes, I would be going crazy. So go do something I can’t. Go be with your family.”

Seth hesitated. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Say yes,” Oxsana said softly.

His eyes were so vulnerable when he stared into hers, and maybe for the first time, she understood that what she was starting to feel for him might be returned. “All right,” he said.

* * *

His parents pretended to be stern for all of about ten seconds, then Kaitlyn let out a tearful gasp. Seth rushed her and hugged her in her hospital bed.

She would need surgery that next morning, but it was more precautionary than anything else. Her vision shouldn’t be affected, the doctors told them, but there were always risks, especially with an eye bleed. She would be allowed to come home afterwards.

“So long as I don’t try to drive,” Kaitlyn said. “See, it’s funny because I’m blind as a bat.”

Oxsana giggled, then covered her mouth. “I’m sorry, I… I…”

“It’s all right, honey. I wouldn’t have joked about it if it wasn’t. Come a bit closer. I want to see you.”

Oxsana did, coming around the other side of the bed and taking Mrs. Clifton’s offered hand. Like Seth’s, she had big hands, with long, calloused fingers from working in the dirt. Warm, too, so very warm.

“Oh, you are lovely, aren’t you?” Kaitlyn said. “My goodness.”

“Thank you,” Oxsana said. “It’s easy to see where Seth gets his good looks too. Mother and father alike.”

“Hear that?” Rodney asked his son.

“Yeah, yeah,” Seth said. He tried to smile but his voice was shaky and hoarse. Oxsana looked up and saw glimmers in his eyes.

Her heart whispered softly… oh.

“Are you the one Seth wants to help change your oil?” Rodney asked.

“Sorry?” Oxsana asked.

“Oh, I didn’t talk to her about it yet,” Seth said. “You mentioned your change oil light was on. I know how to help with that so I was going to tell you to bring it by sometime this week.” He slightly emphasized week, and Oxsana understood. That was going to be his gift to her for the game.

“That would be great, but I just had it changed. I think it’s a sensor or something.”

“My brothers are mechanics,” Rodney said.

“So was Dad,” Seth said. “He worked on big rigs and farm equipment. That’s how he got started at the farm.”

“Well that’s… that’s really thoughtful,” Oxsana said. “Thank you. Yeah, I’d love to have you take a look at it.” She sniffed and smiled even brighter. “So while I have you both her with Seth, I have to ask for every single embarrassing story you can think of.”

“Oh no,” Seth groaned. He let go of his mother’s hand to pull a chair closer to her bed. His father took a seat on a bench next to the window hands between his knees in a perfect mirror image of Seth.

Kaitlyn said brightly, “We have videos of him line dancing when he was about two. In his diaper.”

“Oh God,” Seth muttered.

His father dug out his phone and brought it up. “I have backups in a dozen different places because he keeps trying to delete this one.”

He brought the phone over and Oxsana very nearly cried laughing at just the thumbnail of a young grinning Seth, naked except for his diaper, arms cocked like he was holding a guitar. And when the video actually played, she howled as Seth sank ever lower and lower.

The night went like that, Kaitlyn and Rodney regaling Oxsana with a litany of stories about Seth, ranging from the embarrassing – him calling up 911 at the age of five or six to try and propose to an actress in his favorite movie, because it was the one phone number he knew and he thought it reached everybody – to the extraordinary, like helping a deer trapped in barbed wire on the farm. Oxsana listened to all the stories, wondering more and more how deep the waters went with him, what all he didn’t let the world see.

Kaitlyn couldn’t eat before her surgery, but Rodney stepped out and brought back sandwiches and fries. Oxsana couldn’t remember the last time she had something that tasted so good, and had to stop herself from devouring everything as fast as she could chew. She’d have to run some serious miles that weekend to make up for the carbs, but it was so worth it, and when Seth asked if she wanted a bite of her patty melt, she practically shouted, “Yes please.”

To his amused parents, she said, “I’m… I was trying to be an actress. Carbs were a no for so long. Then Seth offered me a bite of a cinnamon roll a week or two ago and he corrupted me.”

“He has a tendency to do that,” Rodney said.

“Honey, you’re lovely and I think you always will be, carbs or no carbs,” Kaitlyn said.

Thinking of her own mother and the calorie guide she kept on her phone for restaurants all over town, Oxsana said, “Thank you.”

They had to go eventually to make it back to Honeypot before it got too late. Kaitlyn hugged Oxsana and gave her a peck on the cheek. Into her ear, Seth’s mother whispered, “He’s a good boy. And he’ll be a good man.”

“I think that too,” Oxsana whispered back.

Outside in the parking lot, Seth asked what his mom said to her, and Oxsana only smiled.

* * *

They drove back. Oxsana connected her phone to Seth’s truck and brought up a playlist of mostly pop and upbeat hip-hop and R&B. There hadn’t been much music on the drive over so this was Seth’s first introduction to Oxsana’s taste in music.

“I want to dunk my head in a river,” he moaned in between two songs. They were twenty or thirty minutes from Honeypot, on an old highway not frequented by many people at that hour. The silence and darkness were comforting, the ride peaceful despite Oxsana’s dreadful taste in music – at least in Seth’s opinion.

“Really? Because I see you over there, tapping your fingers, singing along.”

“Absolutely not.”

“Are too.”

“Am not.”

She stuck out her tongue at him, and he chuckled. A turnoff caught his eye, and he slowed for it.

“Where are we going?” Oxsana asked.

“You got a minute?”

“Hours. My mom is already mad I’m gone on a weeknight but my dad will back me up.”

“Daddy’s girl.”

“Oh, definitely. You a momma’s boy or a daddy’s boy?”

“Hm. Both, I guess. Mom’s gentle and Dad’s taught me more than just about anyone. Asher and his dad seem tight.”

“Yeah, it’s really cute. Like they’re brothers, not father and son.”

He made the turn and through his truck’s hands-free system, he called someone named Andrew. The man on the other end picked up in a couple rings. “Hey, Seth. I was just talking to your dad. Sounds like good things for your mom.”

“Yeah. I mean, surgery’s surgery, so we’re all a little scared, but you know, it could have been a lot worse.”

“Well, you know she’s in our prayers. What’s up? Your dad said you’re driving home tonight. You all right?”

“Yeah, we’re great. I’ve got a friend with me, and while we’re passing by, I thought I’d drive her up to Moosehead, if that’s all right by you. Won’t be long up there.”

A pause, then cautiously, “I’m not going to be dealing with an angry dad, am I?”

“Seth will be a gentleman,” Oxsana said.

Seth chuckled. “That I will.”

“Well, all right. But if there’s a forced wedding in a couple months, I never heard or saw you. Y’all eaten?”

“We did.”

“Too bad. Julia made huevos rancheros. So good.”

Seth groaned. “You’re killing me.”

“She says she’ll stop by in the morning and leave some breakfast for you and something your folks can warm up tomorrow night for dinner.”

“Thanks. You know we appreciate it.”

“You bet, son. Our love to you guys.”

“You too.”

Seth hung up, and Oxsana studied him with a faint smile. “You seem close.”

“My home away from home. Dad’s worked there since before I was born. I’ve worked there every summer I could. My plan is to go to State and study agricultural science, then come back.”

“I’m applying to State too,” Oxsana said, very quietly.

“Yeah?” Seth asked, his voice tight. “It’d be, uh… good to bump into you there.”

“Yeah.”

“Asher too.”

“Yeah,” she repeated.

They were silent for a long, pregnant moment, and then Seth asked, “So, uh, what are you thinking about studying?”

“I don’t really know. Theater, I thought, but I don’t think I want that anymore.”

“You don’t?” he asked, surprised.

“It was what I loved a few years ago. I still like being up on a stage but my mother has taken it so far. Auditions all the time. Monologues in front of a green screen. I just… the fun of it is gone.”

“I’ve seen some of those monologues on your Bottlegenie page,” Seth said. “You’re really good at it.”

“Thanks,” Oxsana said, smiling faintly. “But I don’t know that it’s what I want to do for a career. I like modeling. That’s fun and silly and I can do a dozen shoots in a day, no stress except for my diet. That part sucks. I’m so over it.”

“My mom’s right. You’d be beautiful no matter what you ate or didn’t eat. And it’s more than your looks. It’s…” He winced. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t say that, with you and Asher…”

“With me and Asher what?”

“You as a couple.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah.” They passed by a collection of buildings in the distance, one of which was a beautiful old farmhouse with nearly an entire wall of windows, well-lit from inside and out. “That’s their house there.”

“It’s beautiful,” Oxsana said.

The paved road gave way to gravel not long after. They came to another turnoff and a gate, and pulled in. Oxsana knew much of the countryside around Honeypot. Out here was a series of forested hills, not all that high but mysterious in that they were privately owned and she’d never been up this way.

Seth unlocked and swung open the gate, and they drove on. “You ever think beyond State?” he asked. “As far as like, where you’d want to move?”

“No, not really. I guess I always thought I’d wind up in Hollywood or New York working some normal job until I got discovered or gave up and did something else. But I love Honeypot. More and more, I really do.”

“I kinda always got the impression this place was beneath you, Princess.”

She poked him in the side, but he had a point. “Maybe. Yeah. I guess I did kind of act like that, huh?”

“Little bit.”

“It’s all very new to me. This idea that my life isn’t on a single path. It’s weird. I guess I like it but it’s also making me think about the things and people in my life I already have and how much I love those. Even my mom. She can be awful but it’s from love.” Oxsana scrunched up her nose. “Well, I think, anyways.”

In a few minutes, the road twisted up towards the hills. They passed under the branches of trees as old as any in the area, beautiful things even in only the headlights. Oxsana rolled down her window and smelled the crisp air. Something pungent and tangy grew out here, and it took her a moment to identify it.

“Mustard seed?” she asked.

“Yup. Grows like weeds out here. That’d be the biggest part of my job if I came back here after college, managing the weeds.”

“I like the smell.”

“So do I, but it messes with the crops if it grows too close.”

“Mm. Are there wildflowers out here too?”

“Some.”

“Pick me some sometime.”

Seth looked at her, confusion clearly written across his face for a moment, then it was gone just as fast. “All right.”

They didn’t have far to go, coming up and over the crest of Moosehead Hill, going back down, and circling wide for another mile or so until they were aimed back at where they had just driven. Then Oxsana saw it through a break in the trees. Honeypot, all laid out before them.

Seth circled wide again, and they parked with the rear of the truck towards the city. He hopped out and said kindly, “Come on, Princess. View’s even better out in the fresh air.”

He dug out a jacket from the backseat’s floorboards and laid it out on the tailgate for her. She ignored his hand to help her up and boosted herself. “You definitely weren’t overcompensating when you got this truck,” she said.

“Hey!” he said, and hopped up on the seat next to her.

The city was gorgeous from that perspective, lit in its residential areas by softer glows while the bright lights of the main streets gave a sense of direction. Oxsana, all too aware of Seth beside her, pointed at the end to his right. “McTiernan’s.”

“Yup.” He took her hand and pointed it. “That would be about where your house is.” Then he moved her hand again. “And Asher’s.”

“I bet you bring all the girls up here.”

“No,” Seth said softly. “I don’t.”

She couldn’t take it anymore. Her hand went to his hip and she twisted to bring her lips to his. Seth turned, his lips parted, his eyes… sad. Before she reached him, his hand went to her collarbone, then her neck, cupping it but stopping her, his long fingers so warm against her skin.

“Oxsana…” he said, his voice barely a whisper. “You’re with him. And he’s a great guy. He doesn’t deserve this.”

Her free hand went to his and clutched his wrist. “Seth.”

“Yeah?”

“He knows. And he’s okay with this.”

Oxsana’s heart beat so hard she wondered if he could hear it knocking in the second or two before Seth leaned in again. The hand at her throat went to her jaw, her ear, then the back of her head, his butterfly brushes now something firmer, needier. He pulled her against him, his lips slim and chapped, his tongue teasing her own. Like that first kiss with Asher, it was the sort of thing that changed a person, heart and soul, and some brittle part of her floated away, never to be seen or heard from again.

He pulled back, and against the dim lights of the city in the background, he said, “You’re so beautiful it hurts sometimes to look at you.”

“Seth…” Oxsana whispered, and then she was on him this time, twisting, hand on his hip, his cock, his very big hardening cock through his jeans. He grunted against her lips and she straddled him, still kissing him, soft tender brushes. Her hair got in the way and he brushed it back carefully, like he might hurt her and she knew he might, or Asher might, or she might do it to them, and oh, still, it was so very much worth the inevitable pain.

What is this what are we doing who are we? her mind whispered.

She got her hands between them and he lifted his ass, his jeans coming down, his boxers tugged just far enough to free him and press against her stomach. Then he was lifting her and helping her that way, his hand resting against her naked sex a long moment while she ground on him, head twisting up and back, her lips parted. She came back to him, her eyes dark and glittering with need, and her words were soft but hungry.

“I’m on the pill.”

Seth’s mouth went to her breast through her top, and as she guided him up and pressed him to her entrance, he said softly, “You deserve better than the back of a pickup.”

Oxsana slid down onto him, his length filling her, making her gasp out the words in a stutter. “This is all I n-need… right here… with you and… and…”

“Asher,” he said, looking up into her eyes.

She nodded, blushing, but he didn’t get angry. “I… I don’t know… there’s so much I don’t know…”

“Hey. Hey,” he said, brushing more strands of hair out of her eyes. “Me either. Let’s have tonight. Okay?”

“Yes,” Oxsana whispered, and kissed him again.

Despite their promise they would be in and out of the farmland, they took their time that evening. Oxsana rocked on Seth’s lap, her warmth wrapped tight around him as they made out with slow, easy kisses in the dark. Asher’s love was an eager, brightly burning thing, while Seth’s was warm coals, embers in the night. She loved it both ways. Her soul felt like it was being tugged in two different directions but with no animosity to it. It was like another game being played out, the last game they would play in their high school days.

Soon she crested, her cry making a bird take to wing nearby. That got Seth chuckling, and she rested against him, smiling against his shoulder, feeling so safe, so taken care of. He took over then, rocking up into her, making the truck squeak somewhere in its undercarriage with every gentle push upward.

Eventually, Oxsana came again, but Seth was still not done. He pulled her off of him and laid her out on the jacket. He made love to her then as she stared up into the stars, making a wish even if none of them were shooting across the sky.

Let it work.

She didn’t know what that meant, only that she wanted both men in her life, and the games, and a life she could craft, not one that was crafted for her. She cried, and Seth was there, asking if she was okay, then kissing away the tears when she nodded. He held her tight, one hand under her hip, the other cupping the back of her neck, and his thrusts went deeper, harder. He was so big she was going to hurt from this, but it would be a good hurt, a reminder of some of the best sex of her life, only equaled by Asher.

“Oxsana,” he murmured.

“In me, please,” she said, nearly sobbing the words. “I need it, I need to feel it…” Echoes of saying nearly the same thing to Asher, but she meant it then and she meant it now, and she kissed the second man of her life’s neck, his shoulder, his cheek and chin as he finished, his warmth inside her making her tingle from head to toe with something like the earliest blossoms of love.

* * *

Seth came to school half an hour early the next day. He was tired, sore, and his knees hurt from the hourlong lovemaking on the truck’s bed, but he regretted nothing. Ms. Fox and Ms. Harper were in the break room, talking to another pair of teachers. Ms. Fox saw Seth, smiled, and excused herself to talk to him in the hallway.

When they were out of earshot of everyone, Seth said, “They win. I’m still going to give them something this week, but no matter how the vote goes, they win. This week, next week, the last test. All of it. It’s… what they did for me…”

Lucy nodded, and with a quick glance up and down the hallway, she leaned up to kiss his cheek. She held it, and he shivered.

Two other times she’d be visited like that throughout the week. All three times, after her students left, she waited only seconds to text her friends.


Chapter 12

“What do you want to bet they quit?” Bull asked as he rolled a bottle of iced tea from Lucy’s desk.

From underneath the desk, Candace said, “Oo oo ink a no?”

She couldn’t speak too clearly around a mouthful of Bull’s dick. Her senior class that day couldn’t entertain her in their usual way since they had a guest lecturer from a local bank to talk about finances, so she was all sorts of sexually pent up, even if she and Lucy spent the night before plugging each other in various holes with toys.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” Anna said.

Candace came off Bull’s cock with a slurp and panted,” Spank me for it later. I was saying, do you think they know yet?”

“About what?” Bull asked.

Someone knocked at the door twice, then three more times. Ophelia and Lucy with the yoga mats and cushions. Anna went to let them in as Candace said, “That they’re in love?”

“If they don’t know it yet, they’re going to,” Anna said as she opened up for the other two teachers. That specific knock was their way of saying, “no students around, the coast is clear.”

“They’re adorable,” Candace said, and went back to gagging on Bull’s cock.

Ophelia and Lucy came through laden down with yoga mats and cushions. This was a special week so they had more accessories than normal. Without preamble, Ophelia said, “They’re out there all looking like a bunch of lovesick puppies.”

“Ah’s uh I ed!” Candace said around Bull’s cock.

“That’s what she said,” Bull translated at Ophelia’s look. “Keep sucking. I’m right there.”

“Urk urk urk!” Candace said happily as Bull shoved her head down on his cock and fucked up into her mouth.

“I’d be willing to make a side bet they try to quit tonight,” Anna said.

“Now it’s my turn to say that’s what I said,” Bull grumbled.

“No bet,” Ophelia said.

“I’ll bet,” Lucy said. “You have to tend to my every need this weekend if they do.”

Ophelia started to say, “Deal!” then caught on. “Ohhhh, you’re good.”

“Sorry,” Lucy said. “Did you say deal?”

“I think she said deal,” Anna said.

“Definitely heard her say deal,” Bull said, shifting uncontrollably in Lucy’s chair.

“Eel!” Candace said.

“You all suck,” Ophelia said, then sighed. “Fine.”

From under the table came the loud sounds of swallowing, then Candace said with a gasp, “There. Done. I’ll go get them and then I’ll run and clean up. Don’t you bitches get started without me.”

“We are absolutely getting it started,” Ophelia said. “Just because you couldn’t keep your damn panties on…”

“I was the one giving, not receiving,” Candace said.

“You gonna tell me you didn’t come playing with yourself?” Bull asked.

“Like… only once,” Candace said as she rose up, wiping at her mouth. She grabbed her bag and darted from the room. Out in the hallway, she said to the students, “Okay, go on in, but don’t let them get started without me, whatever they say or do. I’ll be right back.”

Asher, Seth, and Oxsana came in. Asher had a smile on his face but it seemed distant. Seth looked as noncommittal as ever, and Oxsana’s semi-permanent pout seemed more pensive. She shut the door behind her, and the three took in their teachers.

“So… who’s ready for today’s prize?” Anna asked.

“You know where I stand,” Seth said. “What they did for me, for my family…”

“Oxsana and I talked about that,” Asher said. “That wasn’t part of the contest. I’d hope we would have done that for you even if the test didn’t line up with it.”

“Asher’s right,” Oxsana said. “But I’m forfeiting. Asher, that bike ride, that was wonderful. And Seth, I really needed the help with the car. I can’t… I don’t want to win this week. They get the prize.”

“I told the teachers that too,” Asher said.

“Are we all forfeiting?” Seth asked. “I’m good with it if you two are.”

“Yeah, I think so,” Oxsana said, and reached out to squeeze both guys’ arms.

“I’m out too,” Asher said. To the teachers, “You know, it really kind of sucks you made us compete with kindness.”

“The spirit of this week’s game was all in fun,” Ophelia said. “We don’t regret that.”

“Not for a second,” Anna said. “You all went way, way, way beyond what we hoped to see.”

“Buuuuut…” Lucy said, grinning wide.

“But,” Anna said. “Are you three sure?”

“Yes,” Oxsana said. “If you pick a winner this week, I quit.”

“Me too,” Asher said, resting a hand on her back.

“Same,” Seth said.

“Good,” Anna said.

“Uh… good?” Asher asked.

As one, the female teachers looked at each other and grinned. Anna said, “We’re declaring the winners this week to be us.”

“All of us,” Lucy said, going for the buttons on her blouse. “The teachers win. Because we have the best students.”

“You really are,” Bull said. “Well done.”

“So the three of you can get on your knees,” Ophelia said, “and start licking us.”

As Seth, Asher, and Oxsana watched in equal parts stunned and amused, the three divested themselves of their dresses, skirts, and tops, leaving them in matching pasties – and nothing else. 

“I’ll be here too, Oxsana,” Bullard said, “but you’re going to have to give me a minute. Candace was, ah, enthusiastic about this week’s prize and took care of me after class.”

Oxsana giggled at that. “All right. You tell me when. Or better yet, come to me.”

“That I will,” Bullard said.

“Can we… just stop talking a while?” Asher said faintly. His lips made involuntary noshing motions as he stared at the three naked teachers in front of him. They’d been naked or as close to before, but as it always would be when they stripped, his brain was gone to a happy place.

“I’m… agree… him,” Seth said. His hands opened and closed. They went to his shirt and he yanked it off, throwing it aside. Asher’s followed a split second later, and Oxsana kicked off her shoes.

“We’re not quitting, right?” she asked.

“Not anymore,” Seth growled.

“Thank God,” she said.

“There is one more thing,” Anna said, palming Lucy and Ophelia’s asses. “Next week there will be a clear-cut winner. No team gimmes, no doing each other favors. After that, it’s Homecoming, and you’d better all bring your A game or none of you partake in the championship fun.”

“Sure, yeah,” Asher said as he hurried down his jeans and boxers.

“Yup,” Seth said.

“Uh huh,” Oxsana greed as she slid down her skirt.

The first to get naked, Seth went to Lucy and dropped down before her on one of the rolled-out yoga mats and cushions. “Oh fuck,” he moaned and reached around her to grip her ripe ass while he leaned in to start licking.

“Ms. Marie?” Oxsana asked.

Anna grinned and curled a finger at her. Oxsana came to her much shyer than Seth. Asher watched all this, mouth open, then nearly tripped over his own feet when Ophelia called his name.

With Seth already eagerly burying his face in teacher pussy, the other two eagerly took up their own spots on the mats. Anna ‘s hands shot to Oxsana’s blonde hair and gripped it tight as she gasped out, “Mmm, yes, lick my clit…”

Asher and Seth both broke from what they were doing to stop and look. Seth choked out, “Holy shit!”

“Holy… holy…” Asher said.

Ophelia grabbed his hair and turned his head back towards her pussy. “You can look plenty later, but I’ve been wanting this for weeks and you’re not stopping until I’ve come all over your chin, understood?”

“Yes, Ms. Harper,” Asher said, a dazed grin on his face. He dove back in, squeezing her ass with one hand and running his fingers over her pussy lips with the other.

While Seth was the most eager and untamed, Oxsana was nothing if not precise with the flicks and lashes of her tongue. She drew it up through Anna’s lips, alternating speeds and finding what the other woman responded to, then brought her delicate mouth to Anna’s clit, staring up at her with her haughty dark eyes. She knew of the three she was the best at this, and Anna loved her self-assuredness, so very much like her own.

“Look at you, mm, Seth…” Lucy said. Her hands ran all over his dark hair and his tanned face as his head bobbed with his frantic licks. “So eager for my pussy, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” Seth growled. “You taste so fucking good, Ms. Fox.”

“Mm. You going to try so hard next week? Because the winner can fuck as many of us as he wants to. And they get to dictate who else gets to have fun. Or not.”

Seth’s eyes flicked towards Oxsana and he shivered involuntarily. Even if he lost, he won if she did.

Then they all heard it. It sounded like a train’s whistle, faint at first and then building up steam. “…waaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiIIIIIIIIT! Wait for me you bitches!” Then came the whap-whap-whap of her flats followed quickly by a hammering on the door. “Two times… two… three? Two three?”

Lucy cracked up. Bull stood and went to let Candace in. Despite the size difference, she nearly planted him on his ass trying to get by him. Then, like a movie villain realizing their plans were ruined, Candace howled, “Nooooo! I lost out last week too!”

“Relax,” Ophelia said. “They’ll get to you.”

“In the meantime,” Bull said, and cupped Candace’s big tits from behind. “I think I owe you.”

“Yes, yes yes yes, but I want to eat out that little slut’s pussy while you’re eating me out.”

“Fuck!” Seth and Asher said as one before Lucy and Ophelia pulled them back against their pussies.

Bullard arranged another yoga mat and a row of cushions for Candace and himself in a long line behind Oxsana. Even faster than their three students undressed, Candace was out of her lace-fringed dress and sprinting the short distance to Oxsana, practically drooling.

Anna said to the beautiful young woman, “When she taps your butt, lift your legs up. She’s going to…”

But Candace and Oxsana were already moving together, Candace shooting between Oxsana’s parted thighs when she lifted one. Everybody stopped to watch Oxsana settle delicately down on the redheaded Family and Consumer Science teacher’s eager mouth, but Candace yanked her down even tighter, clamping to her student’s cunt and going for broke as eagerly as Seth.

“Oh my Jesus God she licked my ass she licked my asssss!” Oxsana hissed.

“Holy shit!” Asher said.

“I was going to quit,” Seth whispered. “Why was I going to quit?”

Oxsana’s ass was not Candace’s target that day – in fact, she only really licked the delicate stretch of skin leading between Oxsana’s bud and her pussy. She took a lap of her student’s folds and moaned, “That’s the sweetest juiciest little pussy I’ve ever had. She’s so wet.”

“Is it too much?” Oxsana asked.

“No, baby. No. We love it. All of us love it so much,” Candace said.

It would be the last she would talk for a while, save for eager grunts of half-formed words. Part of that was Bull settling between her legs and pulling her ass high in the air so he could eat her out without getting a neck cramp. But most of it was the thrill of doing this to one of their female students, a thrill they didn’t partake in nearly enough, in Candace’s opinion.

Oxsana’s expert tongue was going to win the race and it wasn’t even close. Anna kept rocking against her face, faster and faster and faster. She clutched the young woman’s hair, her eyes rolling up. “Oh, oh fuck, Oxsana, got that little tongue in there and pl… play with my… cl… clit… oh oh, ahhhh, fuck.”

Her head dipped at the last and her nearly sightless eyes took in the young woman grinning up at her, the cockiness doing as much for her as the tongue. Anna cried out, “I’m coming!” But even as she clutched tighter at the blonde student’s scalp, Oxsana was merciless, keeping right at what she was doing, flicking Anna’s clit and running her tongue through her soaked cunt.

Seth wasn’t too far behind. Lucy nearly fell backwards with the oncoming rush of heat from his eager tongue. He moved with her, still on his knees, clutching her ass and pushing her back towards the desk. She sat up on it and spread her legs wide for him. Seth pushed her down onto the surface and filled his hands with her tits while he kept going, shoving his tongue into her. Usually he was more controlled than this, as well practiced as he was, but there was no holding back. His mind was gone to a lustful blaze.

Asher wasn’t doing too bad either. He was pumping three fingers in and out of Ophelia’s tight pussy, the squelching noises largely unheard in the sea of moans and eager cries. Everyone was making sounds, and perhaps loudest was Asher himself, his eager licking and moans intermingling and driving Ophelia wild.

“That’s it, you handsome fucker, lick my cunt, lick my fucking cunt, get your tongue in there,” she gasped. When he did, she threw a leg over his shoulder, He thought she was falling and his free hand went instinctively to her thigh. She used that to balance herself as she thrust against his mouth, fucking his face as Oxsana was doing to Candace feet away, the young woman grinding hard on the redhead’s tongue and mouth.

Bull had some catching up to do but he knew Candace’s favorites well, and teased her asshole with a single digit, running it around her rim and fucking her pussy with his tongue. She thrashed so hard he had to guide her back down to the mat, and this time he did most of the work with one hand, stuffing her pussy full of his fingers while he twisted around her body and sucked hard on one of her jiggling MILF tits.

The screech of a desk’s legs being pushed got everyone’s attention. Asher now had Ophelia bent over a desk, ass thrust out, his hands all over her juicy bottom as he buried his tongue deep in her pussy again. “Oh fuck oh fuck, oh fuck,” she cried out. Her big tits hung over the edge of the desk and she had a look of such shock on her face Anna wished she had a camera. Then her shock turned to pure bliss, eyes rolling up, a happy, stupid smile on her face. “Ohhhhhh, fuuuuuuuck!” Ophelia wailed.

When she came, Asher moved, rushing to Candace and diving between her legs. Bull moved his hand out of the way as the eager young man grabbed her up and drove his mouth against her pussy. She came in minutes, and she wasn’t the only one. Oxsana watched them over her shoulder, her pale cheeks bright with need and desire. She gasped as Asher spread Candace’s legs wide and slurped on her cunt. That sight and Candace’s tongue would have been enough to get her off, but then Anna dropped and sucked one of the young woman’s nipples into her mouth, her hand joining Candace’s at her mound and her clit.

“Suck me, yessss, suck me,” Oxsana whimpered. “Oh God, oh God, oh ohhh, ohhh!”

Her orgasm nearly buckled her, and she dug her fingers into Anna’s shoulders. The teacher laughed throatily, and then she was gone. There was a reshuffling as Oxsana caught her breath, one she was only dimly aware of until someone was guiding her to her knees.

Bull.

His big black cock slapped against her cheek and she gripped it instinctually. She was dimly aware of both Asher and Seth watching her, and then she was sucking the teacher’s cock, her cheeks hollowing out, nearly going cross-eyed at the massive length of the dick in front of her. He was easily on par with Seth, his balls so much fatter.

As if he could hear her thoughts, Bull said, “Cup those balls, girl, get them in your hand.” She did as she was told, gasping at the size of them. “That’s it, that’s it, yeah, like that, Oxsana. Now get my cock good and wet so you can jack it into that pretty little mouth.”

Beside her, Asher and Candace were locked in a sixty-nine, Candace on top, her red mane spilling down between his legs as her head bobbed up and down on his cock.

At Lucy’s desk, Seth was now laid out on top like a buffet for Lucy  and Ophelia. At the moment, Lucy was licking and sucking his cock while Ophelia fed Seth her tit as she hovered over him, hand errantly straying down to stroke Seth’s root. He said nothing, but his sucking and slurping said everything.

Anna fluttered from one group to the next, staring vacantly until she saw her man grasp the back of Oxsana’s head and begin driving in and out of her mouth. She practically ran for him and knelt beside their student, stroking Oxsana’s butt while she looked up at Bull.

“That’s it, baby, that’s it, fuck her mouth…”

Bull grunted, his eyes wild, his big chest heaving with breath. Oxsana had her lips wrapped wide around him, cheeks hollowed, her makeup running and giving her one hell of a slutty appeal.

“Look at her, crammed so full of you, mmm, she looks so good like this,” Anna said.

“Fuck,” Bull grunted.

On the floor nearby, Asher moaned against Candace’s pussy, “Oh shit, Ms. Sparks, that feels so good…”

“Student… cock…” Candace agreed vaguely, then shoved even more of him down her throat.

Seth could say nothing. He was squeezing Ophelia’s breast as he sucked her nipple, this turning him on nearly as much as Lucy’s wildly enthusiastic blowjob. And when Ophelia gasped, “Switch,” he almost protested, but then Lucy had her even bigger tits pressed to his mouth and Ophelia took over his wild, sloppy blowjob. No complaints escaped him.

The air filled with the sounds of slurping, sucking, licking, and moans. While Bullard was ready to pop, it was Candace who came first, clapping her thighs tight to Asher’s head. She had to pull off his cock as she cried out, “Ahhh-ah-ah-Asherrrr!”

“I’m close t-too,” Asher panted.

“Same,” Seth said, his voice muffled by Lucy’s tits.

Surprising the room into silence, Oxsana pulled off Bull and gasped, “On our faces, please…”

“Shit, I like that,” Bull said, and stood back, jacking his cock.

“Oh my God, yes,” Anna said. “Girls. Let’s line up.”

All the teachers and Oxsana did. Candace came to the young woman and took her hand when she knelt next to her. They shared a kiss, and Candace giggled throatily. Then Lucy settled on her other side and Oxsana turned to her too. The sight of Oxsana making out with the two teachers completely nude, everyone wrecked by strings of orgasms, left the guys ready to burst. Ophelia and Anna took up spots on either side, and the guys lined up in front of them, jacking their cocks.

All three men aimed in one direction first – Oxsana. The Boob Crew shared a knowing smile at that. “Close your eyes and open your mouth, baby,” Candace cooed. “They’re going to make a mess out of you.”

“Yessss,” Oxsana whimpered.

They did. Asher was the first to come, his thick, heavy ropes splashing her cheek and her forehead before he thought to turn and come across Candace and Ophelia’s faces too. Bullard in the middle came next, grunting as his cock spurted against Oxsana’s chest. He saved most of his come for Anna, but she pushed him back towards Oxsana in the last.

The young woman was already a gooey mess when Seth started coming. Most his shots landed in her mouth, gleaming pearls resting on her tongue, and then he was turning, coming on Anna and Lucy in the last moments of that round of debauchery.

“Stay right there,” Lucy commanded. She got up and hurried for her desk. From it, she pulled out a pocket mirror and brought it to Oxsana. “Open your eyes hon but don’t move.”

Oxsana did as she was told, and gaped at the mirror. “Oh my God,” she croaked. “That’s the… I love that. I…”

She had no more words, only sitting there, panting. Candace and Ophelia began to clean each other up with fingers and tongues, and tenderly, Anna did the same with Oxsana, scooping up the guys’ come and feeding it to the young woman.

“Look at you. Look at how beautiful you are, wild and free,” Anna whispered.

But Oxsana wasn’t paying any attention to the teachers now. She looked up between Seth and Asher, uncertainty written across all three’s faces.


Chapter 13

Asher wiped down some of the machine weights, one earbud in and listening to the track inspired by Oxsana. It was done, he decided. The night before, after the oral orgy, he was too wired to sleep and worked on the song until midnight. He saved multiple versions, some with too many layers, some undercooked, but there was one version that struck a fine line between the two and a few hours’ sleep proved him right. When he relistened to it that next morning helping his dad clean the gym, he thought he nailed it.

“You look happy,” Royce said from the drink cooler, which he was restocking.

Asher grinned. “I think I nailed a track. This album’s coming together and this is the best song, I think.”

“Let me hear it.”

That was a big step, and Asher had to chew on it for a moment. He’d always been shy about sharing his music and that day was no exception. But Royce also wasn’t going to tear him down, and he knew that, so he piped the song through the gym’s house system and let it play.

The song was a long one, sweeping and sort of tender, sad, and rousing all at once. Asher had done some work to make it sound less cobbled together and more naturally blended, and it showed. His father went completely still as he listened, his smile fading, his eyes closed. When the song came to an end, he nodded as if he understood something and came to his son.

“You care a lot about her, don’t you?”

“What?” Asher asked, startled. He never once mentioned the song was about Oxsana to his father.

“That song is… it’s the best thing you’ve played for me. Beyond a doubt. But it’s not like anything else you’ve ever written. You wrote that for Oxsana, didn’t you?”

Asher swallowed. “Yeah. I did.”

“Let’s take a seat.”

They did, on a pair of padded benches near the free weights. Royce reached out and clasped Asher’s knee. “The way you look at her when she comes over, it reminds me so much of how I felt for your mom at that age.”

Asher felt his throat tighten. “She’s special to me but it’s complicated.”

“Love always is. What’s the matter?”

“She likes Seth too.”

“Oh. Oh, Asher.”

“I know. Like I say… complicated.” Asher sighed. “And he’s a good guy. A great guy. I don’t want to fight him for her. I mean, if she wound up with him, I’d be heartbroken, but I’d get it. I couldn’t be mad at that. Not enough to, you know, throw a punch or something.”

“Love is worth fighting for.”

“I know. And I would. Will, probably. I just don’t like the idea of it.”

“You’ve always been a peaceful boy.”

Asher grinned abashedly. “Ah, we both know I had my temper.”

“That was little things. Teenage things. Some days I think you’re more of an adult than I am.”

“You do have a better action figure collection than me.”

“They’re baseball statuettes, not action figures.”

“Keep telling yourself that.” They sat in amiable silence for a minute, then Asher asked softly, “Dad?”

“Yeah?”

“You had to be about my age when you and Mom fell in love. What was it about her?”

“Hm.” Royce laced his fingers together, brought them to his mouth, then slowly dropped them again as he thought about that. “It wasn’t one thing, not really. A bunch of little things. Like her smile and her laugh. But what I still dream about… it’s this look she’d give me. This side-eye sort of smirk. It was like we had a secret we hid away from the world. I never saw her look at anyone else like that, not even her best friends or her sister. She was so sharp, Asher. So sharp. You got that from her.”

“Oh, come on, you’re really smart too.”

“No, I… hm. With me, it’s different. I got sharp at business because I had to. Managing this place, then Terry retiring… you have to get good at it. But your mother, you, you see the world in ways I never could. You can peel apart a thing, see the heart of it.” He pointed up at one of the small speakers on the wall. “That song, you’ve got that girl’s heart written out in it. I could never do that. But your mother… I think maybe she could have done something similar. Maybe not with music, but she could have told you the way a person was five minutes after meeting them. She… she was so excited to meet you. I…”

“I’m sorry,” Asher whispered. It was the thousandth time he’d apologized for it, for killing his mother, even if he didn’t mean to.

His father came off the bench and sat beside his son, wrapping his arms around him and hugging him tight. “No. No. You have nothing to apologize for. You are the best son I could have ever hoped for. I’m so glad you’re finding happiness in this world, complicated or not. Your mother… your mother would be too.”

Asher hugged him back, and after a while, they broke apart to keep cleaning.

Asher’s phone rang. It was Seth. “Hey, Seth, what’s up?”

“You all right? You sound a little hoarse.”

“Ah. Uh. Something in the air. Allergies, I guess.”

“Oh yeah, maybe something to do with all this rain lately. Lot of rot and crap.”

Asher grinned. “Yeah. That could be it.”

“Hey, listen, before we meet up, my parents wanted to treat you and Oxsana to lunch. Kind of a thank you for all the good you did us this week. If you haven’t eaten. Even if you have, they’d still like to say hi before we get started.”

“Oh hey, that’s… that’s really cool. Thanks man. What time?”

“If you’re hungry, come on over. Oxsana’s on her way. I think her mom’s about to make her head explode.”

They said their goodbyes. When Royce heard, he told Asher to get out of there. He did, riding his bike down Main Street and waving at the people he knew, which was a lot of them. A familiar car made a turn onto Seth’s street and Asher pumped harder to catch up to Oxsana on the residential road. With no cars coming, he moved into the oncoming lane and sped up even faster until he was beside her window. She rolled it down, giving him a long-suffering look that cracked almost immediately into a smile.

“You wanna race?” he called.

She laughed and he pulled ahead of her, doing a wheelie for the first time since he was maybe fourteen or fifteen. She honked when his tire came back down.

When they pulled up to Seth’s, she stepped out of her car. “Such a child,” she said, but came to him and wrapped her arms around him.

He chuckled and kissed the top of her head. It might have been a mistake. Rodney, Seth’s dad, opened up the front door and saw. His smile fell some, and Asher understood.

“We should, um…”

“Yeah,” Oxsana said.

“This got really weird.”

“Yeah, it did,” she said.

* * *

Seth told them he’d been feeling bad about the amount of carbs he talked them into, so with his mom supervising, he helped make low-carb tacos with shells made from cheese.

“They’re really not bad,” he said. “I burned the first couple trying to get it right but even those were good.”

“I love burned cheese,” Oxsana said.

“Me too!” Kaitlyn said. “Next time I’ll save you some.”

Royce looked like he might speak at that, but didn’t. He hadn’t quite let go of a frown the entire time. It only broke when Kaitlyn said, “We wanted to thank you both. For getting Seth to the hospital, and for watching our house, and the lovely gift basket. It meant so much to us.”

“Oh hey, it’s our pleasure. Seth’s become a hell of a friend. Um, sorry. Heck of a friend.”

She chuckled at that. “That’s all right. I’m sure you’ll hear worse in this household. And it’s the sentiment that matters.”

“How are you feeling? Has the bleeding come back?” Oxsana asked.

“No, thankfully. I’m doing great. I’ll be a little sensitive to light for a few more days, maybe a week or two, but I’ll be there for your Homecoming fun. Have you and Seth talked about what you’re going to do that night? Are you going to the dance together?”

“Oh, um…”

“I think the three of us are going to go together,” Seth said, and as quiet as his voice was, it silenced everyone, except only his father.

“Oh,” Rodney said. “I… I didn’t… you and Asher, you’re…”

“No, it’s not like that,” Seth said. “But right now both of us are…”

“They’re dating me,” Oxsana said.

“Oh,” Rodney said again. “Uh.”

Kaitlyn’s mouth worked until she finally said, “Well, um, it’s clear you’re very good friends, and… we…”

“It’s all right,” Asher said. “It’s weird for us too. We’re trying to figure everything out. In the meantime, it’s all casual.”

“Well…” Rodney said. “I… I hope no one gets hurt.”

“Us too,” Oxsana said.

“This got awkward,” Asher said, and Seth cracked up.

* * *

Asher and Oxsana cuddled on his bed while Seth twisted left and right in Asher’s computer chair. The work for the Homecoming float was all but done, save for the posters coming in at the end of that week. The costumes hung in Oxsana’s closet. She teased Seth that she wanted to keep them at his house, but he threatened to burn them.

With the clock ticking, they had to figure out what they were going to do for the dance, but there was still a massive elephant popping a squat in the middle of the room.

“I guess we need to talk about it,” Asher said, stroking Oxsana’s bare hip. “Us, I mean. Look, I’m crazy about Oxsana.”

“Then that makes it easy,” Seth said. “Once this is done-”

“Stop,” Oxsana said. “I want both of you. Is that so crazy?”

“A little bit crazy,” Seth said.

“Maybe not,” Asher said. “I don’t know. Clearly we’re all okay with doing things in front of each other. It’s not like we’ve got any real moral hangups there.”

“But a threesome… or whatever it would be called,” Seth said.

“A throuple,” Oxsana said dreamily. “I looked it up. People do this.”

Seth quit spinning in the chair as Oxsana began to play with the button on Asher’s khaki shorts. Whatever Seth meant to say or do, he stopped, reading the screen. Asher couldn’t remember what he left up that might have grabbed his attention.

“You write your own music?” Seth asked.

“Oh. Yeah. I do. It’s probably not your thing, man, electronica fantasy type stuff.”

“He’s working on a song for me,” Oxsana said, sliding a hand down into Asher’s shorts.

“Yeah?” Seth asked.

Looking into Oxsana’s eyes as he brought his hands up to her face, Asher said softly, “I finished it. Last night. After… you know.”

Her lips parted, and she withdrew her hand from his achingly hard cock. Quick as a bird, she hurtled out of bed and went to the computer. Seth laughed helplessly as she plopped down on his lap and wiggled her ass against him.

“Gimme the mouse,” she said.

“There are a bunch of different versions. Search for the one with the subtitle ten-fifteen,” Asher said from the bed. He sat up, pulling his shirt up and over his head. Seth, meanwhile, filled his hands with Oxsana’s tits, and kissed the side of her neck.

She ignored them both, except to grind even harder against Seth’s dick. She found the song, thought she had the right one until Asher corrected her gently, then played the right one. He told her how to switch the audio to the speakers, and she did that.

The song filled the room, and Oxsana’s hand went to her lips. It was so much more refined than the first time she heard it, everything blending smoothly. It swelled and fell with soft yearning and aching melodies, and even Seth wasn’t immune to it. His hands fell away from her breasts and when she looked over her shoulder, he was staring at the computer, looking as deep in concentration as she imagined Asher must have been working on this.

For minutes, they forgot about the physical, letting the emotions take them. They were all so confused about how this could possibly work, but in that moment they were young again, simply together, living a memory none of them would ever forget.

And when the song ended, Oxsana stood. She looked between her men, bit her lip, and began to work the button on her blouse. Seth and Asher both watched her, Seth trailing a hand up and down her ass.

“Asher,” Seth said. “Are you helping DJ at the dance this year?”

“Uh, yeah,” Asher said, distracted by Oxsana. “Me, Carl, and Martina. Why?”

“I know what we’re doing that night for the games,” Seth said, his quiet voice carrying a weight to it the other two understood.

“What’s that?” Asher asked, sliding his own shirt and over his head.

“We’re going to dance. And we’re going to dance to that song.”

“Oh, um, I don’t think I’m ready to show off that music yet,” Asher said. “And… and… and dancing… I don’t know…”

“The song’s done, Asher,” Oxsana said. She dropped the blouse to the floor. “You have no reason to hide that. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard.”

“It’s amazing,” Seth agreed. He was still seated, watching the other two undress. “And the class, the school, they deserve to hear it. If I’m willing to dance in front of a group of people and make an ass out of myself, you can show off a little music.”

“I…”

“Would you do it for me?” Oxsana asked.

Asher blinked at her, his hands stilling. “I’d give you anything.”

Oxsana turned to Seth. “And would you stop trying to walk away from this for me?”

Seth drew a breath. “I’d give you anything too.”

She leaned down and kissed him. Her fingers caressed his cheek, and he sighed against her lips, the last of his resistance then and forever to Oxsana Donici. His own rough hand went to hers, and she brought it to her lips before pulling back and tugging him to his feet. She looked between him and Asher, now rising off the bed, dropping his shorts.

Together they helped Oxsana with the last of her clothing, leaving her naked between them. To Seth, she said softly, “You’re overdressed. Let me help.”

She knelt between them. Both guys watched her with dazed looks as she began to unzip Seth and free him from the confines of his jeans. Asher was already hard and Seth nearly there. Her slim hands caressed their lengths before she brought her palms to her face and spat into them. This she repeated wordlessly, her eyes flicking between each of them in turn as she stroked them.

“Nobody quits this,” she said.

“Always demanding something, Princess,” Seth said.

She stuck out her tongue at him. “Just for that…” she said, and pushed Asher’s cock up so she could kiss the underside of his head. Asher moaned, and she trailed more kisses down the length of him and back up. She finally paid Seth’s cock some attention and did the same, giving him lighter butterfly kisses along his side and base.

“Fuck,” Seth said.

“I wanted to see this yesterday,” Asher said.

“I would have for you. For both of you,” Oxsana said. “Anytime you want me.”

“You say something like that, I’m going to pull you into the locker room someday,” Seth said.

“Yeah,” Asher said. “Or… or… yeah.”

Oxsana giggled at that before she kissed their cockheads again. The light mood turned sultrier again when she began to concentrate more and more on their dicks, now giving them little flicks of her tongue along with kisses. It was slow, sweet torture for both guys, but they loved every second of it. It was the most intimate they’d been together as a group, no teachers, no rules.

Without warning, Oxsana took Seth in her mouth. She only sucked the head of him for a couple seconds, but he tensed like she was deepthroating him. Asher murmured, “Oh, fuck, Oxsana,” and she came off Seth to take Asher, sucking him too.

Her slim, fine-featured face was at such odds with the act she did to them. She sucked them down, going deeper each time, her tongue now getting into the mix though she couldn’t do much with it given how thick they were. Still, it gave her some wetness to work with, and her hands returned to what she wasn’t sucking, gliding up and down their length, not quite reaching their shafts but nearing them little by little.

They were quieter than the day before, each feeling shy. Seth wanted to tell Oxsana to suck his cock but he wondered if it was too much too soon. Asher kept biting back moans and “oh fucks,” because he was embarrassed and Seth was being so quiet. Oxsana wished her guys would say something to let her know she was doing a good job, but judging from the looks of lust and the precoma drizzling out of them, they were definitely enjoying this.

It was a sweet moment before they lost their shyness with each other. Soon enough they would realize what they each wanted was more than accepted by the others, but it would not be that day. Instead, Oxsana sucked, and licked, and kissed, and in the end, she drove her mouth down on them, fucking their cocks with her mouth to show them that they weren’t the only ones that wanted this.

Seth, for a change, was the first to come. She seemed to sense he was close, and bobbed her head up and down his length longer than usual, hands whirring up and down his skin. He ran a hand through her hair. “Oxsana…” he grunted.

She came off him. “Give me it,” she pleaded, “come in my mouth and I’ll swallow it down for you.”

“Oh fuck,” Asher moaned, unable to contain the outburst any longer. He blushed at that but both the others were too absorbed in this to notice or care.

Oxsana opened wide and kept Seth’s tip right at her lips. His hand joined hers as she jacked him off, and soon he said her name again, this time with more force and warning. “Ox… sana…!”

He came, shooting deep into her mouth, so much of him filling her. She showed off the pearls on her tongue, then swallowed and just as fast latched back onto Asher’s cock, sucking him harder now, bobbing up and down him as fast as she’d been doing with Mr. Jackson.

“Fuck, that’s incredible,” Seth said. He collapsed on Asher’s bed, watching the show in front of him play out.

“Yeah it is,” Asher moaned.

Oxsana grinned and wrapped both her hands around Asher’s shaft, jacking him hard as she sucked and flicked her tongue against his base. Like that, it wasn’t long before he felt the inevitable swell of need.

“I’m close too,” he said.

She pulled off him, a tiny trail of saliva gleaming on his cock, and said, “In my mouth, I need to taste you too…”

Asher gritted his teeth and held on for a minute more, but her hands and tongue were too good. He too filled her mouth, and she swallowed him down, loving the taste of them.

She came off Asher and Seth was there, getting her up off her knees and bending her over the bed. Asher caught his arm and shook his head. He straightened Oxsana and turned her so her ass was to him. “Take care of her pussy,” he said.

“What are you…?” Seth started, and then he got it, shocked as Asher dropped to his knees and spread Oxsana’s cheeks apart.

She twisted and gave Asher an astonished look. “I… oh, fuck!” she gasped.

Right at that moment, the musclebound senior slid his tongue against her bud. It felt so dirty, but Oxsana liked it, the sensation still so very new to her even after one or two or three of the teachers the day before had tasted her there. There was some added shock too because this was Asher, sweet, happy-go-lucky Asher, who now looked so darkly intent on her pleasure that it was like a different man.

Seth knelt too, still so surprised it took him a moment to snap out of it. He found himself sort of jealous that Asher was the first of the two to try that with her, but he knew he’d have his opportunity. His own prize though was even more tasty, and he licked her with sure, steady strokes of his tongue, the frenzy of yesterday gone, at least for the moment.

But it was coming back.

Seth lost himself to the buttery, flowery taste of Oxsana, of her soaps and the lightness of her. His hands went first to her tits, squeezing them and teasing her nipples before he dropped them to her pussy to spread her even wider for his searching, thirsty tongue.

Oxsana didn’t know which of them to look at, and her head kept craning back and forth, lips parted, little mewls of lust escaping her. “Ohhh, oh, Asher… that’s dirty… nnnngh, fuck, Seth, lick me harder, yesss, that’s it, mmmm…”

Her moans excited both men and they licked her faster, more intensely. Asher’s hands were all over her ass. Seth slid two fingers up into her and she nearly fell sideways at the pleasure of it. His tongue went to her clit and he savaged it with growing uncontrolled need.

The pleasure built and built in Oxsana until she thought she’d burst apart when she came, her need so fierce and intense. Her eyes closed and she quaked between them, her climax coming on. Her hands went to her breasts, her hair, and she tugged a strand of it without thinking, her head going back and then dipping forward.

“Oh… oh… my… Asher… S-Se-eh-eth!” she wailed.

The butterflies within her core shot out, whirling up and down her spine and leaving her utterly incapable of breathing, let alone making a sound. Her vision went white and her knees buckled. The guys steadied her, Asher laughing throatily. They guided her to the bed, and she could feel their need pressing against her again. They were on either side of her, Seth nearly on top of her, one leg thrown over hers, his cock grinding against her stomach. Asher was sucking her tit, hand at her cunt, fingering her fast and hard. She wanted them. She wanted them right the hell then and there.

“Fuck me,” she gasped. “One of you, please, fuck me, fuck me, I need it, I need to feel…”

Her words were cut off as Seth moved fast. He flipped her over onto her knees and there was Asher’s cock, ready for her. She devoured it as Seth moved behind her, his cock against her entrance, pushing in fast and hard.

“Fuck!” she wailed.

“Fuuuuck!” Seth roared.

Like her knees, her arms nearly gave out and Seth had those too, pinning them behind her back as his cock punched in and out of her, her wet, full pussy making such lewd noises. But no one cared, no one laughed, no one did anything but take, and take, and take.

Seth pounded Oxsana’s pussy, his skin slapping against hers. Asher grabbed her head and drove her mouth up and down on him until she gagged. “Urk! Urrrrk!”

He immediately pulled her back and said, “Are you-?”

“Fuck my face, Asher!” she cried out. “Do it, I won’t break, I want it, I want-”

She didn’t finish those words. He pushed down at the same time she dove again for him, cramming even more of his cock into her mouth than she had with Mr. Jackson.

“Holy shit, she’s nearly got every inch of me down her throat,” Asher gasped.

“Goddamn,” Seth said, and fucked her even faster. He let go of her arms to grip her waist, slamming into her, sweat beading on his forehead from the effort. Asher rested propped up on one elbow, his other hand on Oxsana’s head, fucking up into her mouth at the same time as she took him deep.

She came up off him, eyes fluttering, and gasped, “Oh fuck, ohhh, I’m g-going to come again, going to…” Her hand slapped on Asher’s thigh and she wailed, “Oh, oh Gaaaaaaaawd!”

Her word broke into a high whine of need and then she was coming again, jerking back and forth, her head dipping against Asher’s groin.

Seth slammed into her another minute, her eyes watering from the pleasure. She stared sightlessly at Asher while he jerked his cock, then her hand rejoined his and she swallowed him down again, corkscrewing her head back and forth.

“Mmm, mmmm, mmmm,” she moaned around him.

Seth slammed deep one more time and came, his release making him grunt. Oxsana cried out around Asher’s cock at the warmth filling her up. He yanked out of her, and to his surprise, Asher said, “Baby, off me. I need to fuck you too.”

Oxsana pulled away from him. “Stay right there,” she gasped. When Seth pulled free, she mounted Asher, Seth’s come still drizzling out of her. She drove down hard on Asher’s cock, making the mess still inside her pussy squelch. Asher thought it was dirty, but in that moment and every moment to come, he didn’t care. Neither would Seth, eventually. There was only Oxsana, and the pleasure and devotion they shared with her.

She brought Asher’s hands to her tits, and Seth watched while she bounced on the other student so hard it had to hurt. Her legs spread wider and wider apart in a vee to accommodate even more of him, and soon she was taking him nearly to the nuts.

“Jesus, that’s hot,” Seth said.

“He’s right, you look so sexy riding me like that,” Asher said. He ran a thumb over her tit and moaned.

She rode him faster and faster, her hands going to his chest. She came again, hissing, “Assssheeeer!” Her hips bucked uncontrollably her fingernails raking his skin. He grabbed her ass and took over, slamming up into her as she frantically ground back against him, head nearly against his chest, her hands all over him. She cried out again, hoarse, nearly to the point of being able to take no more, but Asher was ready.

“Oxsana… coming!”

He pulled her tight and shoved deep, coming into her adding his pool of warmth to Seth’s. She couldn’t stop the bucking of her hips even as she sobbed, “I can’t, I can’t…” and Asher pulled out of her, come spilling out of her and onto the blankets. He held her tight, hugging her to him, whispering her name as she quivered and still bounced, even after they finished. Finally, slowly, her nerves stopped firing and she collapsed into his arms, gasping for air.

Asher stroked her hair and said, “Oxsana. Oxsana… oh fuck, we’re doomed, aren’t we?”

“Yeah,” Seth said, chuckling weakly.

“Yup,” Oxsana panted. “You’re both… mine… now.”


Chapter 14

There was no hint or early announcement of what that week’s big test was going to be but Asher, Seth, and Oxsana barely cared. They were in love, and even their taunts to one another carried a sexual charge.

Monday, before class, Seth snuck up on Oxsana at her locker and breathed in her ear, “I’m going to win, Princess. Might as well give up now.”

“Your smack talk is weak, Hillbilly,” she said. He grinned and pinched her ass. She yelped and swatted at him. Their classmates, as they had been all semester, were completely ignored by the pair.

In their English class the same day, Oxsana sat on Asher’s lap before the period started. “So,” she said, low and in his ear, “what’ll it take for you to quit this week’s game?”

“Nice try,” he said. “Did that work on Seth?”

“Nope, it did not,” Seth said as he passed by.

Lucy and the rest of the Boob Crew watched this with delight. The three weren’t trying to hide behind any walls anymore. They knew what they were and they were out in the open about it. The guys spent a lot of time explaining to confused classmates that no, they weren’t bisexual, which led to even more confusion and a lot of whispers. None of the three cared. All there was, was each other.

The Boob Crew rarely brought in outside help from their teacher friends, but under the guise of wanting to check for some potential cheating going on, they convinced anyone with senior students to drop pop quizzes and tests on classes involving the three all week. It left all their students grumbling about the hard work, but Asher, Seth, and Oxsana met it head on.

Their nights were consumed with rehearsals for the dance. Not wanting to be seen, they practiced on the same outlook Seth took Oxsana to after their visit to his mother in the hospital. They thought they were safely tucked away up there, but Andrew, Seth’s boss, noticed the teenagers drove out there often and sent a drone out to see why. He suspected some horseplay, maybe some drinking or weed, but he was surprised to see they were dancing. He showed the footage to Seth’s father, Rodney, who tried to think a dozen times that week at the dinner table how to bring it up, but couldn’t.

The three stumbled over each other. Oxsana and Seth were graceful, Asher all left feet. He felt like he was dragging the trio down to the point where he suggested he simply DJ and they dance, but Oxsana pulled his face down to hers, kissed him gently, and told him, “All that matters is that we try.”

They were words he carried close to him the rest of his life because he knew she wasn’t just talking about the dance. He held her, wanting to give up anyways, but he thought about the way things might be, the three of them old and toddling around a house someday chuckling about the time they danced together in front of all their classmates and the world, Asher nodded, and they tried again.

And Wednesday, the real tests began.

* * *

It started with a regular pop quiz from Mr. Jackson. He sprang them on the class every week the whole semester, never relenting. This wasn’t unexpected, but what did surprise his students was the opportunity for extra credit. Mr. Jackson was notorious for never allowing chances to make up lost work or extra credit except under the gravest of circumstances, and by “grave,” someone had really better be in one.

“You’re going to have an opportunity for extra credit today,” he said to the class. “I know. Shocking. Even more shocking, it’s a gimme. All you have to do is add a brief couple lines, maybe a paragraph, on the back of your sheet about the importance of science in your own personal future. It doesn’t have to be from this class, but any science class you’ve taken. Any at all. And… go.”

There was confusion, and a few questions, but Seth had to only think for a moment before he wrote about the use of science in agriculture and how he hoped to learn more about it in college. Oxsana thought the longest of the three, and said she wasn’t sure what she wanted to do with her future, but that science was linked to technology, and that was a big part of her modeling career. Asher panicked and couldn’t think of anything. He only started to scratch out a couple sentences about how biology and working out were related, meaning to tie it into running his dad’s gym, but time was up.

“Fuuuu….” he groaned when the bell rang, and snapped his mouth shut at Mr. Jackson’s grin.

“Thank you for that color commentary, Mr. Butler, but next time, please keep it to yourself.”

“Well, we know how Asher did,” Seth said to Oxsana. “How about you, Princess?”

“I think I’ll have a chance.”

She stuck around after that class a minute, talking with Mr. Jackson before his next class came in. She felt slightly nervous, but as lovestruck as she was, she didn’t let it bother her. He listened, smiled, took her hand, and kissed it before agreeing and seeing her out the door.

At lunch, all three were called to the principal’s office. Charity and Ophelia stood by a table laden with three closed boxes.

“Good to see you again,” Oxsana said to Charity.

“You too. Enjoying the games?”

Oxsana reached out and palmed her guys’ butts. “Yep.”

Ophelia said, “Okay. It’s my turn for this week’s test. You’re going to be doing what I’m calling a reverse scavenger hunt. Inside these boxes are five items. Each of them corresponds to one of the teachers involved in the games. All the Boob Crew except me is in their classrooms, waiting for you to bring them the right item. If you guess the wrong one, you can’t return to that teacher until you’ve tried to give a gift to another teacher.”

“Can we take the boxes with us or do we have to leave them here?” Seth asked.

“Good question. Your choice.”

“And I get something too,” Charity said.

“You do?” Ophelia asked, amused.

“Yup! Finder’s fee for bringing Oxsana into this. You have to show me your boobs, and guys, you have to show me the goods. And those butts.”

“Can I-?” Principal Smalls started to say from his office.

“No,” Ophelia and Charity said as one. Ophelia looked at the three students. “When you’re finished, you run back to me and I record your times. Any more questions? No? All right, three, two, one, go!”

Ophelia made a mistake right off the bat, opting to try and unbutton her blouse rather than lift it. She realized her mistake just a couple buttons in and yanked it up over her bra, but by then, the guys had their belts undone and were unzipping. Charity watched with a smirk and an exaggerated lick of her lips as Seth and Asher showed her their dicks and their asses.

“Argh, this is unfair!” Oxsana groused as she finally turned around and slid up her skirt. “They can just whirl around and there’s their best parts!”

“Our best parts?” Asher protested.

“Sh, you know it’s true.”

Seth and Asher snapped to the boxes at the same time, flipping open the lids and looking inside. The objects were all pretty unremarkable taken on their own, but together made for an odd grouping. Asher dug through his quickly. A lunch bag contained just what it promised – someone’s lunch, including a root beer. That one he was certain was Mr. Jackson’s. He was always drinking those. The other objects were much tougher. There was a copy of an Abigail Mills novel that almost had to be Ms. Fox’s, a hummingbird feeder, a magnetic picture frame with butterflies on it, and a gift set of honey-scented hand cream and lotion.

Seth yanked a deflated beach ball out of his box and held it out. “This yours?” he asked Ms. Harper.

“Nope. But good guess. Try another teacher.”

“Damn it,” Seth growled, and dropped the ball back into the box. By now, Oxsana was digging through hers. Asher pulled out the box of skin care products as Seth hit the door. Oxsana tried to pawn off a summer sausage on Ms. Harper, and was told she was wrong too. She hit the door just seconds after Seth. Asher sniffed the lotion, nodded, and said, “This is yours,” to Ms. Harper.

“My favorite brand. How’d you know?”

He leaned in, kissed the side of her neck, and took a deep whiff while she shivered with pleasure. “Mm. Yeah. There it is.”

Ophelia laughed. “Go get them, Asher.”

He ran for it.

He knew Mr. Jackson’s. His classroom was on the far side of the school away from the offices. Asher could go there, knock an item off his list, and have only three other teachers to worry about. Ms. Sparks and Ms. Fox were pretty close to one another, while Ms. Marie split the difference between Mr. Jackson and Ms. Fox. Go for the sure thing but run a longer route, or take a guess and potentially waste less time?

Someone banged a locker shut near Ms. Fox’s room down the hallway and that made up his mind. There would be more students in the centralized area, near Ms. Fox and Ms. Sparks, and that meant more people to hustle through. He hustled the other way, taking the long route to Mr. Jackson’s room.

The big science teacher was leaning back in his chair when Asher crashed through the door. “Mr. Butler! Got something for me?”

“Roast beef on rye and a root beer?”

“Ah, excellently picked. You’re two for five.”

Asher handed over the bag and darted out of there. From deep in the school, he heard Oxsana bellow, “Seth! You… aaggh!” and grinned to himself.

The book, the book, it was so obviously Ms. Fox’s that it gave him pause. The beach ball. If there was one gimmie, maybe there was one “obvious” one that wasn’t so obvious. Maybe he was overthinking it but it felt right. He dug the book out in the hallway and read the back matter. “Smut,” he said, and he was certain now who it belonged to.

Seth was just coming out of Ms. Sparks’ classroom. Seth tried to reach into Asher’s box, but thanks to Oxsana’s earlier shout, Asher saw the move coming and raised it high above his head.

“Damn it!” Seth grumbled.

“Heard Oxsana complain and figured you had something up your sleeve.”

“He stole my box!” Oxsana bellowed as she raced towards them.

“It’s in with Ms. Sparks, relax,” Seth said.

Asher had no time to hear Oxsana’s retort. He rushed into the classroom and found Ms. Sparks laying out fabric and thread on two long tables. Asher held out the book. “Tell me I’m right?”

“Oooh, you did good. We thought you’d go to Ms. Fox for that one.”

Asher grinned. Three for three. The birdfeeder and the picture frame were all that was left. He genuinely had no clue as to which belonged to Ms. Marie or Ms. Fox. Had either ever mentioned they were into birds? Not that he could remember.

Screw it, he thought. Oxsana was pulling something out of her box as he hurried out of there and sprinted for Ms. Marie’s classroom, nearly knocking over a freshman in the process. “Sorry, sorry!” he called over his shoulder.

Seth came out of Ms. Marie’s office, looking irritated. “None yet,” he said. “You?”

“Three for three.”

“Wrong guesses?”

“Right ones!” Asher said as he shoved his way past and avoided another grab for the contents of his box.

“Son of a…”

Ms. Marie looked damn good that day in a red dress, and Asher had to stop to stare a moment, grinning. “Wow. You look amazing.”

“Thank you! Got a gift for me?”

“I do,” Asher said, and reached in for the bird feeder. He wasn’t sure why later, but his fingers stopped just shy.

From what he could tell about the Boob Crew, Ms. Marie was sort of the ringleader. She always seemed to be the one taking care of everybody after the weekly rewards. That made him think. What would be a good gift for a leader? Instead of the hummingbird feeder, he grabbed the picture frame instead as Oxsana came through the door, her chest rising and falling. “Am I right?” Asher asked, holding out the picture frame.

“I’m sorry,” Ms. Marie said. Asher pulled back the picture frame, disappointed but ready to hustle. “Oh, not to you. To you, Oxsana. He’s four for four, which means he got all of them right.”

“What?” Oxsana screeched. “Do we need to keep going?”

“Oh yes,” Anna said. “No one’s brought me my lunch yet.”

Oxsana’s eyes lit up. “Here!” she said triumphantly, and held out a lunch bag.

“Oh. Oh, dear, I’m sorry. I don’t like deviled ham.”

“This is the worst game ever!”


Chapter 15

“It’s the smugness. It’s killing me,” Seth grumbled.

Asher had his legs stretched out and his hands behind his head, bare ass naked and seated on Ms. Marie’s bed, eating an apple. “Mm. Mm. It’s so good,” he moaned. “Victory, I mean. The apple’s pretty good too.”

It wasn’t even a close match. Apart from butchering his science test the day before, Asher won every single event. After sweeping the reverse scavenger hunt, he dominated a creative writing exercise in Ms. Fox’s class, penning a three-paragraph story about a lost dog who befriends a cat and a mouse.

Ms. Marie and Ms. Sparks had to throw their events after school. Ms. Marie’s was a simple fifteen-minute test they’d all taken in junior high, wherein they had to label every state on a printed map. They were all equally dreadful at that, and Asher only barely eked out a victory with thirty-three right over Seth’s twenty-nine and Oxsana’s thirty-one. They would have all done better, they agreed, if Ms. Marie hadn’t been playing with a vibrator while they were taking the test.

Ms. Sparks was hungry, and threw her planned “match the price to the item” test out the window in favor of them cooking appetizers with the ingredients on hand in her classroom. Thankfully, that was quite a bit. Seth made a damn good omelet. Oxsana’s pizza biscuits were over-done but still edible. Asher watched them work, smiling, then when they were nearly done, walked to the fridge, pulled out a bottle of whipped cream, unzipped, and sprayed it all over his cock before coming to Ms. Sparks and pushing her down on her knees.

“It’s like he’s a mind-reader,” she said later.

Now they were guests in Ms. Marie’s house. All of them rode over in Oxsana’s car, which was sitting in the garage to avoid suspicion from the neighbors. Their baffled parents were told the trio were working late on the Homecoming surprise, but none of them believed it.

The Boob Crew was elsewhere in the house, laughing and talking and getting ready for whatever they had planned. Seth and Oxsana were told to remain clothed while Asher was treated to the winner’s experience. Or that’s what he called it, anyways.

“Where’s Mr. Jackson?” Seth asked. “I would have thought he’d be all over a chance to sleep with you.”

“Oh,” Oxsana said. “That’s because of me. If we’re in a relationship, the only guys I want to be with are you two. With another woman it’s less complicated. We can have our fun and I still feel like… like it’s okay. But with a guy, it’s more… I don’t know. Intimate. Guys are messy. So I talked to him about that. He was super nice about it.” Asher sat up and Seth started to open his mouth. “Don’t. I know it’s one-sided and you guys are going to tell me you’d give up the other teachers for me. Is that about right?” Seth and Asher looked at each other and nodded. “Well, that’s not what I want. I want us to have fun with other people if the mood is right. I’m not entirely against other guys but right now… I want us, and I want them. So let’s have fun.”

Seth chuckled. “All right.”

“Yeah,” Asher said. “Besides… I did win.”

Oxsana grabbed a small pillow and chucked it at him.

Music started up somewhere in the house, a sexy dance beat. On the track, a man’s voice counted down, “Five! Four! Three! Two! One!”

The door to the bedroom opened, and the four hottest teachers of Honeypot High strode in.

“Oh, fuck me,” Seth moaned.

“This is so unfair,” Oxsana breathed.

“This is the greatest day of my life,” Asher said, resting back against the pillows.

Each of their teachers strolled in with a jaw-dropping bounce to their steps, crisscrossing their legs and showing off for their students. They were dressed similarly, in tight skirts and blouses with buttons popped well below their lacy bras pushing up their big tits. All of them too were in heels and thick-rimmed glasses, their hair done in severe ways like they were about to teach a class. They looked at each other and giggled, then pulled the pins from their hair and let it all down in long waves of blonde, black, and red.

“Congratulations, Asher,” Ms. Marie said, her throaty words making all her students even warmer. “You win the week’s prize and the second-to-last test. Your prize… all of us. Any of us you want, in any order, in any position. The only thing off the table until next week is anal, and you all either win that or none of you do.”

“Then I want you, Ms. Marie,” Asher said, and gone in his voice was the nervous teenager. This was a vision of the man he’d become, his smile gone, his eyes ravenous. “I told them you were who I wanted first if I won this week and I’ve always meant it. I want you riding me. I want to see that tight teacher ass bouncing when you’re fucking me.”

It was as close to demanding as Oxsana or Seth had ever heard him, and Oxsana licked her lips. It had an effect on Anna too. While the other teachers giggled, she stared at Asher with something approaching his own desire, and started to work at the buttons on her blouse.

“Open it, but leave it on,” Asher said. “Keep everything on but the panties. Ditch those. The rest of you, the same thing. I want to be reminded you’re our teachers when I’m fucking you.”

“Oooh, I like this side of him,” Candace said.

“I’m not done yet,” Asher said as all the teachers slid down their panties. He roped one arm behind his head. “Ms. Fox. Seth’s been wanting to fuck you since this got started. When I snap my fingers, that’s what you’re going to do. But first, I want you and Ms. Harper all over this bed, playing with everyone on it”

“What about me?” Candace asked, playing at sounding hurt and twisting back and forth, hands at the hem of her skirt.

“Ohhh, I’ve been dreaming about this. You’re going to let me suck that milk while Ms. Marie’s fucking me. Then when I snap, just like with Ms. Harper, you’re going to help Oxsana.”

“Your wish is my command,” Candace said, and strolled forward, already pulling open her blouse further so she could free a breast for his desire.

Anna’s bed was huge, built for her specially by Bull and Ophelia that summer. It could easily hold almost everyone in that room, but the other furniture was made just as functional. Oxsana spread her legs wide on the divan she sat on, while Seth unzipped as he sat on a big armchair. The teachers crowded the bed, Candace the first to position herself, tossing back her waves of red hair and feeding her breast to Asher.

“Fuck,” Oxsana moaned.

Anna crawled between Asher’s legs, and said to her blonde friends, “Let’s get him ready together.” To Asher, “What about your friends? Can they touch themselves while they watch?”

Asher let Candace’s nipple slip free long enough to grin at Seth and Oxsana. “Hm. Should I be cruel, or should I be kind?”

“I’ll blow you every day before school all week,” Oxsana said.

“They can play with themselves,” Asher said hastily.

Anna chuckled and gripped Asher’s cock with both hands. He rose with the speed of a meteor, and when her tongue connected with his skin, he shivered. Ophelia and Lucy were right there too, licking him and giggling to each other as they all fought for control.

Candace’s milk came easily and Asher drank it down, loving the sweet nutty taste. His hand went to her ass and she panted, “Oh, Mr. Asher, I’ve been a naughty teacher. Won’t you spank me?” He gave her what could best be called a pat. “I said spank me!” Asher did, giving her a much firmer spank that left her cheek reddened. “Yesss, that’s it, I’ve been bad, so bad, thinking about your cocks and Oxsana’s pussy all week. You need to spank me lots while I’m giving you my yummy milk.” She pulled back and winked at him. “I’ll tell you if it’s too much.”

Asher didn’t need to be told twice. He spanked Candace again. “Fuck!” Seth groaned as he jacked his cock, watching all this. Oxsana didn’t say a word, but her mouth was open and her chest rose and fell as a trickle of milk ran down Asher’s chin. She wanted to lick it off him then chase the source.

The three teachers attending to Asher’s cock broke apart and Ophelia knee-walked behind Anna. She teased Anna’s slit with the palm of her hand, rubbing it in circles, keeping the pace fast. Lucy pulled back far enough to look down at that, and Anna took advantage, driving down on Asher’s cock and sucking him deep, her cheeks hollowing.

Lucy rolled with it, pulling Anna’s hair out of her face and leaning in to ask with a whine, “Don’t you love his cock? His big student fuck-stick?”

“Esss!” Anna hissed.

“So lucky, getting to be the first to fuck him. But we’re all going to take turns. Riding him. Getting fucking by him. Getting railed by him.”

That was it for Anna. She lunged up ward and twisted around, a whirlwind of lust. Lucy grabbed Asher’s cock and pointed it upward. Asher broke away from Candace’s breast long enough to stare down at the magnificent curvy teacher ass about to drop down on him. He felt the heat of Anna’s pussy lips against him, moaned, “Oh, shit!” and then the history and civics teacher dropped with a wail of her own.

“Ohhhh, fuck!”

Everyone in the room watched that first minute. Asher spread Anna so fucking wide. She rested back on his groin, simply feeling him out for a while, her chest rising and falling, her hands on her calves, heels still on. She rocked her pelvis slowly, flexing forward and back.

“This is insane,” Seth said, stroking his cock faster and faster.

“Uh huh,” Oxsana said breathily on the other side of the room, rocking up as she fingered herself. “There’s so much of him… bulging inside her.”

Ms. Fox was back on Anna, rubbing her mound and teasing her clit. Candace was still feeding Asher her tits, cooing at him. Ophelia had been given no orders so she now knelt behind Lucy, her breasts at the other woman’s back, hand down between her legs and her other cupping Lucy’s breasts as she kissed the other woman’s neck and shoulders.

Finally, Asher decided the showboating was over. He snapped his fingers and Lucy shot off the bed, going for Seth’s pants and dropping them. She mounted him, still in her skirt and blouse with her breasts hanging out over her bra. Seth groped one of them as he guided his cock to her pussy, her ass against him so they could both watch the show.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” Seth gasped as the hot blonde English teacher sank down on him.

Just as fast, Candace was off the bed and hurrying to Oxsana. Oxsana scooted back and Candace mounted her, knees on either side of her hips as she offered her still trickling breasts to the sexy eighteen-year-old student. Oxsana cupped one and sucked, her eyes closing with rapt pleasure.

“That’s it, that’s it, suck me, milk me dry, they’re for you, my lovely students,” Candace cooed.

“Ms. Harper,” Asher said on the bed. “Come here. Sit on my face until Ms. Marie comes. Then I want you riding me.”

Ophelia hurried to him, tugging up her pencil skirt up past her pussy and her taut ass. She mounted him in the same direction as Anna, and the civics teacher leaned back, lips parted, so Ophelia could give her a smoldering kiss and a long, languid grope of her tit.

Seth saw this, and he couldn’t help himself. One of his hands slid down to Ms. Fox’s pussy and rubbed it in circles like he’d just seen, His other hand went to her throat and pulled her back against him as he began to hammer up into her. Meanwhile, on the other side of the room, Candace dropped to her knees before Oxsana, spreading the young woman’s legs wide and burying her mouth against the blonde’s slim cunt. Her breasts still trickled milk and she looked up at one point, grinning at the young woman while she cupped one breast and pressed the nipple close to Oxsana’s clit. Oxsana gaped down at her, and gasped, “Oh my God, she’s drizzling her milk on my p-pussy and…” She strained upward as Candace lapped up her own milk straight from Oxsana’s lips. “Oh oh ohhhhhhhhh fuck!” Oxsana cried out.

The sights and sounds were driving Asher mad. His big hands pulled Ophelia tighter against his mouth as Anna began to bounce up and down on him, slow at first but quickly building up speed. She rested one hand on her ankle, the other on the back of her head. At some point she lost a shoe but the other was still on, the heel probably poking a few holes into the bedspread but she didn’t care. This would not be the first time.

She was the first to come, though Oxsana was right there too. Anna drove down harder and harder on Asher’s big cock, making a wet mess of the bed. When she came, she cried out, “Ohhhh, my stuuuudents!” and nearly fell backwards. Ophelia launched off Asher’s face and steadied her, kissing her as Anna laughed breathlessly. Ophelia took her spot when Anna dropped to the foot of the bed, taking a minute to watch and catch her breath.

The blonde PE teacher rode Asher the other way around, staring down at him as she drove her cunt up and down his length. Of all of them, she was the tightest, her pussy squelching around him as she fucked him hard and gave no quarter. Like Candace, she gasped, “Spank me. Make it hurt.”

He did, and she rocked harder, her glasses going askance, her mouth wide open, tongue poking out on occasion. “Again!” she cried out, and he spanked her other cheek with a crack that got most everyone’s attention.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming so hard,” Oxsana keened, and clutched at Candace’s fiery red hair as her hips bucked up and down on the seat.

Meanwhile, Anna was back on her knees now, coming up right behind Ophelia and reaching around to tweak her nipples and nip her neck.

“Ophelia loves it hard and a little mean,” she said, and reached down to smack Ophelia’s clit. Asher gasped at that. He’d never seen anyone slap a clit before but that’s what it was. They kept up the spanking and the hard treatment of the PE teacher’s nipples, and soon enough, Ophelia had a great big happy grin on her face, her tongue now completely out, her eyes rolling up.

“Ohhhh, ohhhhh,” Ophelia gasped, “he’s good, he’s so fucking good, I think he c-can fuck us all… oh my God oh my fucking FUCK!”

She slammed down and came, her nails scraping across Asher’s chest. Her orgasm was a long, drawn-out thing, her body quivering for nearly a minute on top of him. Her head twisted and she gaped at Lucy, now riding Seth with her tits in his face. Seth fucked up at her but it was really Lucy’s show, riding him like a bucking cowgirl, one hand on the arm of the chair, the other on his shoulder. “Gimme that dick, give me that big fat fucking cock,” she begged. “Oh fuck, you’re going to make me come, you’re going to make teacher… coooooooome!”

Lucy came and Seth wasn’t far behind. He drilled into her four, maybe five more times and then he gasped, “Ah, shit, oh shit, oh fuck, Ms. Fox!”

“Fill me up, fill my slutty teacher pussy, oh God, I want to feel it in my cunt, yes, that’s it, ohhhhh, oh fuck, gonna come again, gonna… yeeees! Fill me up you young fucking stud!” Lucy yelled.

“MOVE!” Candace bellowed at Ophelia. The PE teacher gaped sightlessly at her until Candace charged her like a defensive tackle. Ophelia’s mind snapped back into place and she yelped before she was knocked off the bed. Candace mounted Asher and slammed down onto him with even more force than Ophelia, her big tits now caked in the remains of her milk.

“Young…” Slam! “…fucking…” Slam! “…horse-cocked…” Slam! “…students…” Slam! “…pussy… young slut… fucking… fuck… my cunt…”

“Holy shit, she is really…” Seth said, struggling for the word.

“…intense,” Oxsana finished for him.

“Yeah, that’s putting it mildly,” Anna said.

But Asher was feeling pretty intense too. He grabbed Candace’s hips and pushed upward in a raw show of strength, ending with her on her back, legs spread wide in the air.

“Ooooohohh!” she wailed. “Strong…  fucking… horse-cock!”

Spying an opportunity, Lucy bounded onto the bed and dropped her wet, messy cunt right on Candace’s face. Candace ate her juices and Seth’s come eagerly and noisily, her tits bouncing in time with Asher’s hard fucking.

He was right on the line, his need making him grimace, but Asher held on, daring himself to get not just Candace off but Lucy too. The blonde English teacher, usually sweet and demure, held his gaze with a wanton look, her lips parted, a hand at her face, one finger near her ruby-red lips. She ground back and forth on Candace’s face, her other hand on her ass, enticing Asher. He knew whose ass he wanted to take first the following week, given the opportunity.

“I’m going to fuck your ass next week, Ms. Fox,” he said. His words made her draw a breath. “Seth and I are going to fuck all your asses. That’s a promise.”

“C-cocky,” she said, but her words were almost a moan. Meanwhile, Candace kicked the air harder, her tongue everywhere on Lucy’s pussy. “You still have one more test. The biggest test.”

“They’re ready for it,” Asher said. “And I will be.”

“I hope so,” Lucy said. “Because we’re, mmm, g-going to drag all of you back here. All of us. Any hole. Any… anything you want. It’s yours.”

Asher looked at Oxsana. “We already have everything we want.” He looked back at Lucy. “You. The others. You’re dessert.”

“You look like you’re about to come,” Ophelia said, and only then did Asher realize all the teachers were on the bed with them. She stroked his ass. “All done already, Asher?”

“He can do this,” Oxsana said.

“Can he now?” Anna asked. “Can you do it, Asher? Last long enough to take care of-?”

“Fucking… big… coming… coming… ohhhh, Asher!” Candace wailed.

“Well, shit, that’s one down,” Anna muttered.

Asher laughed. He might not have made it if it wasn’t for that moment, but he pulled out of Candace, and somehow, some way, when he ordered Lucy to get on top of the big pile of oversexed goo that was Candace, he lasted. He buried his cock in Ms. Fox, Seth’s come still warm inside her. Whatever Asher had been before that night was changed. Or maybe that happened when he and Seth both slept with Oxsana. Either way, he was a new man, powerful, assured, his boyishness gone.

He grabbed a handful of Lucy’s blonde hair, thought idly to himself that she was his teacher and what the hell was he doing, and tugged it back. She came willingly, gasping at his show of dominance. He fucked her hard, teeth gritted, his other hand all over her. He smacked her ass too, not as hard as Ophelia or Candace wanted it, but enough to make her cry out. And still he might not have lasted if Oxsana didn’t climb onto the bed beside him, whispering in his ear to hang on, that Lucy was right there, that she was going to help.

He stared at her sightlessly and she grinned. Oxsana, beautiful Oxsana, told him to let go of Lucy’s hair and to let her down again. A moment later, he understood why.

Oxsana leaned down, and licked Lucy Fox’s asshole.

“Ohhhhh, f-f-fu-”

But Lucy’s cry was cut off on the other end. There was Seth, hard again, his cock slapping against their teacher’s cheek. The power dynamic changed, and all three of the students knew one important fact they later agreed on. The games weren’t the end. The Boob Crew was theirs that year.

Lucy was fucked at both ends, she saw her friend Candace underneath her. Candace winked, and Lucy winked back. This was far better than they could have ever hoped for devising this before the school year started.

Lucy came, and still Asher hung on. He pounded into Lucy, who gurgled her pleasure and nearly collapsed on Candace when Asher pulled out. In the end, the blonde and redheaded teacher watched, mouths wide open, chests heaving, as Asher pulled Oxsana to him, drove into her, and came.


Chapter 16

Seth woke Saturday feeling good and mellow. He thought about how crazy the night before got, about Oxsana’s goodbye kiss when she dropped him off, and about the end to the games. He hoisted himself out of bed, ready to go.

They had plans to hit the choreography hard that weekend and all that week after class. Asher was anxious about it but Seth and Oxsana saw what he didn’t, that he might not be as graceful as the other two, but he had his own way of moving that was just as special to their routine. Asher, of course, thought they were full of shit, but like Seth, for Oxsana, he’d do anything.

Seth took a long shower, letting the aches of using odd muscles the last couple weeks seep out of him. He smelled something good cooking when he stepped out and dressed, and hurried downstairs to find his parents both in the kitchen, serious looks on their faces. Rodney was cooking some biscuits and gravy, which made Seth realize how powerfully hungry he was.

“Oh hell, don’t tell me the bleeds are back.”

“No, I’m fine,” Kaitlyn said. She came to her son and laid a hand on his shoulder. Then, without a word, she hugged him, pressing her head against his chest.

“Mom? What is it?” Seth asked, feeling more like a child than he had since he was a kid.

“Honey, if there’s ever anything, anything at all, you wanted to tell us, we would support you. Anything. We love you, and we’re here for you,” his mother said, sniffing and pulling back.

Seth was not stupid, and he fought back a chuckle. “Oh. This again. Look, Asher and I, we’re not gay. I appreciate the support, but it’s not necessary.”

“Andrew flew a drone over Moosehead to see what the three of you were doing,” Rodney said.

“Ahhhh,” Seth said, and necked a piece of sausage from a plate where it was ready to be added to the gravy. “That’s for our Homecoming dance presentation. Asher wrote a song and we’re going to dance to it.”

“So you two are really both dating this Oxsana?” Rodney asked.

“We really are,” Seth said after he swallowed.

“Is that… is that healthy?” she asked.

Now Seth was irritated. “It’s healthier than any relationship I’ve ever been in,” His father opened his mouth, shut it, and opened the oven to pull the biscuits out. “Oh, come on, I know that’s a low bar, but you know what I mean. She’s… amazing. You think she’s this haughty, uptight person and then she peels that back a little bit and you see inside and she’s… she’s kind, but she’s got spirit, and…” Seth shrugged, uncomfortably. “Look, I’m not asking you to understand. But come to the Homecoming dance next weekend. Maybe that’ll show you something.”

Kaitlyn and Rodney looked at each other. “We said we’d support him no matter what,” she said.

“We did,” Rodney agreed. “All right. Well. Get the plates, Seth?”

* * *

Asher and Royce pulled up in front of the same coffee shop where Asher had been given the task of making Seth and Oxsana get along. Now, looking at the building, Asher grinned to himself. That seemed like so long ago, but it had only been weeks.

“What’s got you smiling?” Royce asked.

“Ah, when this thing with Oxsana and Seth was still just us as friends and we were working on coming up with a plan for Homecoming, we came here. The teachers told me to make them get along.”

“Seemed to work,” Royce said.

“I guess it did. Dad, I know Seth and I both dating Oxsana must seem weird.”

Royce chewed on that. “It does,” he admitted. “If I tell you something, though, it needs to remain a secret between you and me. I mean that. I’m only telling you because I think it’ll help you understand where I’m coming from.”

“Of course,” Asher said, bewildered. His father wasn’t the secretive type.

Royce shut off the car and tapped a finger against the steering wheel. “And you absolutely cannot tell her I mentioned this. She doesn’t need it brought back up.”

“Who? What are you talking about?”

“Six months after your mom passed away, I was… not myself. You were the only thing in this world I was hanging onto. You… and your aunt Barbara.”

Barbara was Asher’s mother’s sister and his favorite aunt, though they lived a world apart now. She moved to England with her investor husband five or six years ago. “Wait… you and her…”

“She practically raised you that first year. Barbara and your grandparents, I couldn’t have done it without them. But Barbara, she missed your mom too and we were both vulnerable, and some things progressed naturally. I think you can guess what happened.”

“Yeah. You two… you’ve always seemed close.”

“Mm. I suppose we have. Anyways. There was this bad night, the worst rain and thunder and lightning I’ve ever heard, and I came to her house to pick you up after my shift. We knew we shouldn’t, but we both hurt and we missed your mother so much.”

“Dad, that’s natural.”

“I don’t know if it was or wasn’t. We carried on like that, keeping it quiet, only we weren’t so sneaky as we thought. Her parents found out, your uncle Chris too, and it got ugly. Really ugly. I don’t blame them for the things they said. There’s no blame to be had. But they thought we were dancing on your mother’s grave when we really just… fell for each other. I cared a lot about Barbara. I always loved her because she was your mother’s family, but that… I think it could have been real love, eventually.” Royce’s eyes darted to Asher. “I don’t want you to think I love your mother any less for it.”

“I wouldn’t. I don’t. What happened?”

“Well, that’s the point of this. It came down to a decision. Did we make your grandparents happy, or did we stay together and make ourselves happy? It wasn’t easy. We were good together but it was still so early on in the relationship that we thought maybe what we had wasn’t real or couldn’t last. And I didn’t want them holding anything above Barbara’s head, or yours. Don’t think I’m shifting blame for any of this to you. Far from it. There were a lot of reasons why we shouldn’t have kept it going, and we let that influence things maybe more than what we should have. I don’t know. And that’s my point. I may not understand things between you and Oxsana and Seth, but I want to. I don’t want to make you have to make a decision based on my ignorance, Asher. I trust you. I support you. I said that before and I’ll say it again.”

“Thanks,” Asher said. “Did you and Aunt Barbara ever talk about hooking back up?”

“Oh, we had our fun a few times throughout the years, but it never was quite the same. And in all honesty, I really don’t know that we would have lasted. But I deserved a chance to find out. You do too. If this is what you want, go for it.”

They were quiet a moment. Royce patted his son’s knee, smiling faintly to himself and no doubt thinking of memories long gone now.

“I think there might be something that’ll help you understand,” Asher said. “But it’s going to involve me making a damn idiot out of myself so you might want to be prepared for all the cringe.”

“Does it have to do with what you three have been planning for Homecoming?” Royce asked, amused.

“Yeah, well, part of it. We’re doing a float during the game too but that’s not what I mean. Come to the Homecoming dance next week. At the very beginning… well, you’ll see.” Asher shook his head. “Gonna be something to remember, that’s for sure.”

* * *

When Oxsana came back through the door after a strenuous morning run with Phyllis, her mother was seated on the couch, chewing gum as fast as she could while she was on the phone. That couldn’t be good. Simona was an ex-smoker and chewing gum was her stress relief of choice when she really wanted to suck down a pack of cigarettes.

Marina, Oxsana’s older sister, was at the dining room table with their father, playing cribbage, the family game. They looked pensive too, and Marina gave Oxsana a look and a shake of her head. Oxsana had no idea what that meant, but she was about to find out.

“She’s here now,” Simona said. “Bye. Bye bye bye.” She hung up, and shot to her feet. “You’ve been seeing both those boys?”

“They’re men, Mom.”

“They’re eighteen! That’s hardly a man!”

Oxsana bent and unclipped Phyllis’s leash. The dog plopped down right there, looking up at both of them like they were the morning’s entertainment. Oxsana headed into the kitchen to get a glass of water. Her sister reached a hand out and Oxsana squeezed it as she passed by, inwardly grateful and maybe a tiny bit jealous Marina never got the brunt of their mother’s attention like this.

“Don’t ignore me. That Asher, I understand liking him. He’s very put together and with his father and that gym…”

Oxsana grabbed a glass and turned to her mother, exasperated. “And Seth isn’t put together?”

“Well… he’s very handsome but where’s he going in life?”

“College. A science degree. He wants to come back here and work. There’s nothing wrong with that, Mom.”

“No, of course not, but…”

When Oxsana pushed the glass into its slot in the fridge, she used too much force, and the glass broke. Her father jumped to his feet and came to them. “Don’t move,” Denis said, as if this were a very solemn man’s job and they were incapable of picking up glass. Still, Oxsana appreciated it, and smiled wanly at her father.

To her mother, “Seth is a good man. So is Asher. I care a lot about them. They care a lot about me. I don’t know if this can work or if jealousy’s going to break us up or what, but we’re all going to try to go to State and we’re all really happy together. Why isn’t that enough for you?”

That, surprisingly, shocked Simona into momentary silence. “Because I want the best for you,” she finally said, her voice shaking. “You and Marina. I always have. Marina knew from so early on that she wanted to go to college and she always worked towards that. You told me you wanted to be a model and an actress, and I tried to help you there. I’ve only ever wanted to push you to be the best version of you.”

“This is the best version of me,” Oxsana said softly.

“But… two boys… men, if you want to call them that…”

“I’m so happy with them. And I might not know what I want to do with my life right now but that’s okay. I have time. I’m not going to work any less hard in college because I’m not sure if I want to go into acting or modeling or teaching or… or whatever.”

“Teaching? You’re thinking about teaching?” Denis asked, surprised.

“I am, yes. These last few weeks, getting to know Ms. Fox, Ms. Marie, and Ms. Harper, it’s meant a lot. They’re wonderful women and I respect them a lot. And you know I’ve always been fond of Ms. Sparks, and the way she’s so independent now with a daughter and, and, and… all of it…” Oxsana accepted another glass from her father and this time was more careful with it as she pressed it into the slit in the fridge. “I’ll figure all that out. But two things are becoming more and more important to me. I love this town, and I l-love…” She drew a deep shaky breath. “I love Asher and Seth. And if you love m-me… give them a chance, Mom. Please. Give us a chance.”

She broke down crying. Her father took the glass from her and set it on the counter. Her mother mouthed her name, then came to her timidly to wrap her arms around her daughter. They hugged as Marina stood up and came to them too, hugging them and gesturing for Denis to get in on this. He did, gripping his daughters and his wife tight, and they stayed like that for a long minute while Oxsana cried it out.

The family stayed close together in the kitchen after the hug ended. Marina said softly, “You supported me when I was dating Cherie.”

Simona chuckled and wiped at her eyes. “She was a dear, wasn’t she?”

“You didn’t think so at first until you got to know her. Come on, Mom. Oxbutt landed two great guys. It’s kind of amazing, you know? Besides, think about Christmas. We’re going to get gifts from both guys.”

Oxsana chuckled and sniffed at that. “I just… I just want you guys to come to Homecoming next week. The dance. See what we’ve been working on. And give us a chance, Mom.”

“This is really what you want?” Simona asked.

“It is. With all my heart.”

“Then of course I’ll give them a chance.”

“Seth included?”

“Yes. Seth included.”


Chapter 17

Homecoming, and the Boob Crew showed up in force to the football field along with a few surprises. Tommy and Jabrail, two of their favorite students from the previous year, were already seated in the stands and both stood to wave. Ophelia in particular had a secret smile staring up at handsome Jabrail.

“I think we’ve lost Ophelia for the afternoon,” Anna said to Lucy, who giggled.

Now best friends, the pair went to State and were pretty inseparable. Big Tommy had a steady girlfriend, a gorgeous, smart junior who was, as Jabrail put it, crazy about him. In true form, Tommy chuckled abashedly about that but he looked beyond happy. Jabrail mentioned he had a couple girlfriends here and there now, but his eyes slid to Ophelia. She smiled to herself at that, their blossoming romance the worst kept secret of the Boob Crew.

The guys weren’t the only ones to show up. Jason Jennings and his pregnant fiancée Alana Crane came up to sit with them too. Jason was also from the previous year, something of a lovable himbo. Alana was his best friend’s mom, and they hooked up sometime in the spring after some drama with her son that thankfully sorted itself out after the two young men were convinced to get along via an orgy with the Boob Crew. She was forty-something, Jason nineteen or twenty, but they couldn’t have made a better pair. Their proposal was recent, and sparked Candace to tell them they should celebrate sometime soon. There was little question what kind of celebrating she meant. Alana and Jason were definitely agreeable to that.

And coming from the concession stand just minutes before the game was a pair Lucy hadn’t seen since early that summer. She stood and waved for all she was worth, grinning ear to ear. Katee and Ned, her very favorite students, waved just as enthusiastically. Sophomores in college now, they were the start of all this, and a flood of warm memories made Lucy emotional as the pair rounded out the group.

They would be married the following summer, Katee told them proudly, showing off her own ring. And right there, on the spot, she asked Lucy to be her maid of honor, which brought on a new batch of tears. When she could speak again, Lucy whispered into Katee’s ear how they could pair up to make the combined bachelor and bachelorette party memorable, and Katee nodded enthusiastically, both of them side-eyeing an amused Ned the entire time.

The team took the field with no sign of Asher, Seth, or Oxsana, but they weren’t expected until halftime. Candace knew what they were up to but wouldn’t spill the beans, only telling them it was going to be memorable. The Honey Badgers roared through the first half, pulling ahead by two touchdowns and a pair of field goals that left the other team reeling. The Boob Crew and their friends were on their feet nearly the whole time, clapping, stomping, and cheering. The time on the scoreboard seemed to last forever, but when the halftime horns finally blared, they were joined by another pair of horns. Real horns, a bugle call like from some medieval castle. Ophelia gasped, “Oh my God, look!”

They did, and they roared with laughter. Oxsana looked so small in the driver’s seat of Seth’s truck as it approached the edge of the field and parked. The sides of the truck were plastered with old-timey looking posters of the King and Queen candidates, with a filter like an oil painting.

On the back of the truck were Seth and Asher, both dressed in Robin Hood-like leggings, long shirts, and green vests. The icing on the cake were the goofy pointed felt hats they wore. They bugled, Seth clearly red-cheeked and embarrassed even at this distance, and Oxsana stepped out in a ruffled pink dress, a bullhorn in hand.

“Your King and Queen candidates… have arrived!” she called out to the roar of approval from the crowd.

A pair of convertibles drove down onto the field, the actual candidates waving and laughing. Asher, Seth, and Oxsana withdrew for the actual ceremony, letting their fellow students have the spotlight.

Lucy turned to the others, grinning. “I’d say they passed this part of the day, don’t you?”

“Passed this part of the day?” Ned asked.

“Oh, we’ve got so much to tell you,” Lucy said.

* * *

Each of the three fought nerves like they’d never felt before as they stared into mirrors, or in Asher’s case, at the flash drive containing Blonde Maiden, the song they’d play early in the dance.

At Oxsana’s house, her sister and mother crowded the bathroom door. Her mother said, “Oh, honey… you’ve never looked more beautiful.”

Marina was silent, though, and when Oxsana turned to get her opinion, her sister said, “It needs something. Hang on.” She went to her room, and came back a minute later, a tiara in hand. It had belonged to their grandmother, and had been passed down to Marina.

Oxsana said softly, “Marina…”

“It’s just a loan, dork,” Marina said, then hugged her sister tight. “I’m so happy for you.”

“I love you.”

“Love you too.”

At Seth’s house, he came downstairs adjusting his tie. His clothes matched his personality, a charcoal shirt, black jacket, black slacks. The ensemble didn’t entirely match, being taken from several different outfits, but no one would know. His parents were watching the end of a movie and both stood up, gaping at him. “Too much?” he asked. “Should I go with a different shirt?”

“No,” Rodney said. “No, you did perfect.”

Kaitlyn couldn’t really make out the details until her son came to her, and then she broke into tears. “Oh, you’ve grown up. You… no, honey. Don’t change a thing. You look wonderful. Like… like a prince.”

At Asher’s house, his father knocked on his door. Asher stood, smiling, and gripped the edge of his Hawaiian shirt. “What do you think? Amazing, right?”

Royce cracked up. “I love it. Definitely you.”

“Yeah? In a good way, right” Asher asked.

“Yeah.” Royce came in and sat on his son’s bed.  You all right?”

“Yeah, yeah, just… nervous.”

“About what?”

Asher held up the USB drive and smiled wanly. “Debuting Oxsana’s song tonight.”

“Wait. Really? Is that tonight’s big surprise? That’s incredible, bud. I’m so proud of you.”

“It’s half of it. You’ll see. I might show up, I might run to Toledo.”

“Spain’s beautiful.”

“You’re no help.”

“You know you’re going to go because of her.”

“Yeah. I am.” Asher stood up and offered his dad a hand. “Need some help up, old timer?”

“I can still outrun you on the treadmill, junior.”

Asher laughed. “Yeah. Come to the school with me. We’re going to go on pretty early so come by. Help me with the sound checks.”

“Oh hey, no, you enjoy this time with your friends.”

“Dad, Seth’s cool and all but you’re best friend number one.”

“Well, crap, how can I say no to that?”

* * *

Asher had to go to the school early to help set up for the dance, so Seth picked Oxsana up at her house. She opened the door to him surrounded by her family. His nerves about the night died the moment he saw her in her light blue strapless dress, her hair long and flowing in easy waves behind her head, capped in a gorgeous tiara like a…

“Princess,” he said, his voice low, dark, and amused.

“Hillbilly,” she said, breathless, lost in his eyes.

“Oh. Oh my. You clean up very nicely,” Simone said, blushing furiously.

“I’ll fight you for him,” Marina said.

Seth barely noticed he was being talked to. His mind was lost to Oxsana, to her flawless makeup, the soft swirling scents of something flowery and sweet on her skin. Forget the dance. Forget the games. He wanted to take her away now, and never let her gone, Asher or no Asher.

His gaze finally tore from her, and he made small talk with her family for a few minutes before they hurried away from there with promises that they’d see them at the dance in a few.  In the truck, Seth leaned over to kiss Oxsana. She returned it with a satisfied sigh, and held his hand as they drove to the school.

“Are you ready for this?” she asked.

“No,” he said, and kissed her hand.

“Me either.”

“All we have to do is try, right?”

She smiled at her own words. “Yes.”

The parking lot to the school was slowly filling up. They saw a few people they knew, but their world that night was each other, and Asher too. Inside the school’s gym, he was talking to his father, who for some reason, looked red-eyed and sounded like he’d just been crying. As if to confirm this, Mr. Butler took in the pair advancing on them and couldn’t speak. He only nodded, took Oxsana’s hands in his, and squeezed.

“He heard the song again,” Asher explained. But he too was distracted, staring at Oxsana in much the same way as Seth had. He went to her, took her in his arms, and kissed her. “Oxsana, I… you’ve never been more beautiful. And that says a lot.”

“I… I should leave you three to it,” Mr. Butler finally said. “Seth, it’s good to see you too.”

“You too, sir.”

Coming in through the doors were Seth’s parents. Mr. Butler went to them, and they talked. In the meantime, the three senior students looked at one another. Asher led them to some chairs and they sat, Oxsana between the two of them. She leaned her head first on Asher’s shoulder, then Seth’s, sniffing but not crying.

“We never give up on this. Promise me that,” she said.

“Never,” Asher said.

“No. Never,” Seth said.

They didn’t know what that promise would bring. They didn’t know how beautiful they would become, the years that would fly by, the three of them always together. They didn’t know she would have a child her junior year of college, or another a year and a half after that. They didn’t know that they would come back to Honeypot, Oxsana to teach, Seth to farm, Asher to earn some mild fame in the electronica world and run the gym with his father for the better part of another thirty years until his own child came home to run it with him. They didn’t know that their bonds would never break. Strain, certainly, but always it was the three of them together in this world.

But they did know, in that moment, they were together. Asher returned to the DJ’s booth to get things started with some popular hits. Seth and Oxsana danced together and with some friends among the lovely fake fantasy forest created for the night by the Homecoming crew.

In twenty minutes, the music faded and Asher picked up a mic. Other than the Homecoming committee and his fellow DJs, no one knew this was happening, so there were a lot of whispers and laughter in the crowd as Asher tried to find his thoughts. “Ah, hey. So… Seth, Oxsana, and I have been working on a little something this semester, and it’s going to feature some original music by me. Which is pretty damn scary, but… she makes it worth it.” Oxsana stepped forward, and Asher looked down at her. “This is for you. Seth and I… we love you.”

The room exploded into cheers and confused murmurs. Asher set down the mic, hopped off the booth’s platform, and he and Seth took Oxsana’s arms. “Love?” she asked.

“I asked him to put in that part for us,” Seth said quietly.

“He did. And we do, Oxsana,” Asher said.

The music started, and they began to dance. The room fell to silence, then filled with wild cheers from their classmates and the Boob Crew, the magical teachers who brought them together by happenstance and who changed their lives forever.

Together, they flowed, Oxsana the center between the light and fun Asher and the darker, more serious Seth. The young men showed their classmates how they adored her. She showed the world how her heart beat for them. One would come to her, getting in close, losing themselves in each other’s eyes until the other man stepped in and the first would break away, the pattern repeating itself until the midpoint of the song, when both Asher and Seth came to her at once, drawn in slowly, then never breaking apart, the three of them together and eventually moving as one.

Their families watched, and as Mr. Butler figured out listening to Asher’s song dedicated to Oxsana, they understood, because what they saw was love. It was clumsy, and Asher tripped twice to the laughter and love of the crowd, but it was love.

And with the end of the song came the end of the games. The students won, but hardly anyone, student or teacher, cared anymore. The future, as it had been for Ned and Katee and would be in just a few short years for Jabrail and Ophelia, was theirs.


Chapter 18

Sunday, and they were together again, ready to collect their winnings. Anything. Anyone. They were no longer so shy around each other, but shared the sort of soft chuckles and warm looks of the young and in love.

They parked again in Ms. Marie’s garage, and the inner door was opened by Ms. Fox, in a white lacy corset, the tops of her nipples peeking out and her legs put on nice display with matching white stockings and heels.

“Does this mean we passed yesterday?” Oxsana asked, leading the three. She was dressed gorgeously herself, in a stomach-baring long-sleeved crop top and flower print shorts. The guys had dressed their best too, in slacks and button-downs tight enough to show off every line of their chest and abs.

“Oh, I’d say so,” Ms. Fox said. “You three were marvelous yesterday. A pluses all around.”

The other members of the Boob Crew waited in the living room, side by side in corsets and stockings of their own. Anna Marie came forward, smiling. “You three were so lovely last night,” she said.

“We couldn’t be prouder,” Candace said.

“Agreed,” Ophelia said. “And you’ve earned some extra credit. For life.”

“What?” Oxsana asked.

“From now on out, if you want any of us, we’re yours, any time, any way.”

Asher, Seth, and Oxsana looked between themselves, and grinned. “And the games?” Oxsana asked. “Are you going to play them with any other students?”

“Oh, we will eventually,” Lucy said.

“For now, the volleyball team captains are at each other’s throats and I really should enlist the Boob Crew’s help in… disciplining them,” Ophelia said.

“And there’s the Errant Page program again this year,” Anna said, sighing theatrically. “Always some stragglers there who need some extra motivation.”

“Sounds like you have your work cut out for you,’ Seth said.

“We suffer on, but it’s really for the students’ benefit,” Candace said.

“Riiiiight,” Oxsana said, and giggled.

They were led upstairs to the same bedroom where the previous week’s antics took place, but where that atmosphere had been wild, this carried with it a gentle sweet finality. Seth, Oxsana, and Asher were stripped over long minutes by their favorite teachers, their hands everywhere, lips brushing everything. Even Candace was well-behaved that day.

“Now, how do you want us to start?” Lucy asked as the four teachers reconvened in a line, hands on each other’s curvy butts.

“I have a request. Something I’ve thought about for a while,” Oxsana said.

“Name it,” Anna said.

Oxsana did. She sat between Asher and Seth on the edge of the bed, their knees spread wide as the teachers took spots on the floor before them. Lucy was the odd woman out, and took care of preparations for later while the other teachers sucked and licked their students to hardness. Oxsana, Seth, and Asher noticed, of course, but they were still lost in their own world, Oxsana turning to each man and kissing them with growing need.

It was that image Lucy carried with her of those long weeks of the first games they ever played with a group of students. Candace sucking Seth’s cock, ass wiggling with pleasure. Ophelia licking and rubbing Oxsana’s clit, the young woman leaning back, her blonde hair tossed over one shoulder, eyes dark and smoldering. Asher, with his “I’m in heaven” look of wonder and his hands roaming Anna’s head as she blew him with fast corkscrews of her head.

Once Lucy set down the towels, lube, and bowl of water, she came first to Seth, sitting beside him and pulling his head towards her. Oxsana watched with faint amusement and growing lust as Lucy kissed the young man, her hand going to the vee of muscle at his groin and lower still, to what Candace wasn’t sucking.

“Thank you for this,” Seth said.

Lucy grinned. “It was a group effort. But you’re welcome. Be good men to her.”

“Always.”

She slid off the bed, gave her best friends a swat on the ass as she passed them by, and sat on the other side of Asher this time. His kiss was hungrier than Seth’s, needier, and she thought back to the dominant guy who showed himself the week before and shivered with pleasure. All of them were still breaking free of the last of their teenage cocoons, but the shape of what they would become was clearer and clearer every day and it was beautiful and sexy all at once.

She gripped his cock and gave it a few strokes while Anna sucked his tip, staring up at them both. “You know we’re going to be staying after class a lot this semester,” he said.

“I certainly hope so,” Lucy said. “And you should all sign up for the Errant Pages. We have… mm… so much fun.”

Asher chuckled, and Lucy twisted to crawl up onto the bed and settle behind Oxsana. The guys gave them some room so Lucy could wrap herself to Oxsana’s back, legs on either side of the young woman’s hips. “And you,” Lucy breathed in her ear, “are the glue that will keep them together, Oxsana. You have power. When you don’t know what the next step is, remember, you’re not alone.”

Oxsana twisted her head, and the English teacher kissed her with all the passion she could muster – and that was a lot. Her hands roped around Oxsana, and she cupped the young woman’s breasts as they kissed and kissed. The sight drew the guys in, and they watched with growing need as the teachers sucked on them harder and faster, tongues whipping against their bases.

No one held on that day. It was all about release and pleasure and love. Asher came first, finally tearing his attention away from Oxsana and Lucy and looking at Anna. “Ms. Marie…”

She only sucked him harder, bobbing and twisting her head up and down his length. Lucy brought two fingers to Oxsana’s chin and twisted her head to watch her man come in Anna’s mouth, the history teacher driving deep at the last, taking Asher in her throat and only pulling back when he started to come. She swallowed him with audible gulps, then pulled free with a gasp and a lick of her lips.

From the way Oxsana was trembling and flexing her fingers in Ophelia’s spill of blonde hair, Lucy thought it would be her to come next, but no, Seth stood, and gripped Candace’s head.

“Yessss!” Candace gasped around his tip. “Fuck my throat, take me, fill me up w – GWARK GWARK GWARK!”

Oxsana giggled breathlessly and watched with Lucy as Seth fucked the redheaded Family and Consumer Science teacher’s face. Lucy remembered a day not all that long ago when they found out for certain Candace’s husband cheated on her. That led to the pair of teachers falling into each other’s arms, changing their lives forever. Candace had been the first of the Boob Crew she really fell for, though now she loved them all, her debaucherous best friends, her lovers, her rocks.

As if sensing Lucy’s wistfulness, Anna joined her just like she was holding Oxsana, wrapping her arms around her friend and sitting behind her with her legs around Lucy. Lucy giggled at that, and twisted her head to kiss her friend. “I love you,” Lucy whispered.

“I love you too,” Anna whispered back, and kissed her shoulder.

Seth came down Candace’s throat, the redhead teacher looking so dirty with all of him crammed into her mouth. Candace swallowed him down, then pulled off him with a gasp. “Oh, I’m so dragging you into my classroom all the fucking time,” she moaned.

That left just Oxsana, and between her legs, Ophelia licked the young woman with a growing passion, pulling her legs over her shoulders and making her moan. Candace bounced her way on the bed and sat beside Lucy, sharing a taste of her salty treat left on her lips as they kissed. “I love you too, Candace,” Lucy said.

“Aw, you know I love you. What’s the matter?”

Lucy shook her head, smiling. “Nothing. This… this is perfect.”

Candace looked at the two hung guys now standing and watching the show beneath them, cocks marred with lipstick and brushes of makeup spotting their thighs. “It really is, isn’t it?” Candace asked.

Oxsana’s hips started to jerk of their own accord, and she leaned back farther against Lucy. Gone was her haughty look, her mouth open in an O of pleasure, her eyes closing. She reached out blindly and her guys were there, taking her hands and holding them as she came. She keened out, “Oh, Ms. Harper!” and then she was there, flexing up and nearly knocking the teacher back with the force of her orgasm.

Ophelia laughed throatily at that and slowed, lapping up Oxsana’s delicious wetness and bringing it to her girlfriends on the bed. She kissed them one by one, saving Lucy for last. For once, it was Ophelia showing her heart, and when they finished a long, languidly slow kiss, the PE teacher rested her head against Lucy’s shoulder, sniffing.

“Love you,” she murmured, and Lucy wrapped an arm around her to pull her even tighter.

“I love you too.”

This time, it was the four teachers in their own little world. Once they undressed, they shared more kisses, more warmth, and soon Lucy was falling back against the bed, Anna on top of her, making out with her tenderly. Beside them, Candace and Ophelia did much the same, hands all over each other as they fought for control until they finally wound up in a sixty-nine, Candace on top.

As Anna and Lucy slid fingers across each other’s pussies and brought their lips together over and over again and Candace and Ophelia both tried to dominate the other, their students ringed them, grinning at each other and taking in the show. They reached out, touched, and played with their teachers but they understood this moment, unplanned as it was, belonged to the Boob Crew and they let them have it.

But it wasn’t all that long before the guys were hard again. Oxsana stood between them, jerking them both idly. Candace noticed, and groused, “If I don’t get some student dick in my ass soon, I’m going to go crazy here.”

“Too late,” Ophelia mumbled against the redhead’s pussy. “But she has a point. Oxsana-”

“I want to see two of you on your knees. I want my guys lined up and fucking your asses. I’m going to lick one of your pussies while they do it and whoever isn’t getting it up the ass too is going to help me get off the two that are.” Oxsana blushed. “Um. If you don’t mind.”

“It’s like she’s my clone in training,” Candace said wonderingly.

They cleared the bed and laid out towels on the sheets. Asher wanted to fuck Anna’s ass first, and Seth decided on Candace. Oxsana wanted to know everything about anal, since she wanted to try it with the guys sometime. Lucy walked her through lubing up Candace’s ass as Ophelia taught the guys how to take care of Anna.

Candace and Anna got on their hands and knees next to each other, giggling and kissing. This was always part of the Boob Crew’s favorite moments with their students, taking it up the ass for the first time with them. The guys lined up, and Lucy and Oxsana slid under Anna and Candace to lick their pussies. Ophelia moved to Anna’s side, running her hands up and down her friend’s ass.

“Gentle now,” Anna murmured, and Asher slid into her carefully. She arched her back and he started to pull back immediately, but she chuckled and gave him a look over her shoulder. “Stay in me, stud. I just love that feeling of student cock filling my ass.”

“Jesus,” Asher breathed.

Beside him, Seth swallowed and slid into Candace. She, on the other hand, said, “Oooh, that’s it, bury that cock in my ass, don’t be shy.”

The guys looked at each other and grinned. “Dude,” Asher said.

“Dude,” Seth repeated. Ophelia rolled her eyes but she smiled too.

With the guys slowly easing into and out of their asses and Oxsana and Lucy under them licking their pussies, Anna and Candace came quick, and they came often. Neither Oxsana or Lucy showed any reserve. They were wild under the other two women, licking their pussies with abandon as the guys began to build up a rhythm.

“Ohhh, oh fuck, Oxsana,” Anna gasped. “Baby, you’re so good… and Asher… filling me up… oh, oh fuck, ohhhh, fuuuuck!”

“Shove that… fucking… dick in me… I can take it, I can take it, there, there, like that, just like that, don’t you dare fucking slow down, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna…” Candace threw back her head and howled, “Cooooome!”

They swapped out, Candace helping the guys clean up with hand towels, water, and wipes. This time, though, Oxsana wanted to watch, and knelt between her guys, her hands all over their asses, backs, and their teachers. Lucy rocked back against Seth, Ophelia against Asher.

“Tight, so fucking tight,” Asher moaned.

“Fucking our teachers… in the ass,” Seth said. “Weirdest… semester… ever.”

“Best semester ever,” Oxsana said, and Seth laughed.

“Yeah. You got me there.”

She turned his head and kissed him. Then she did the same to Asher. It wasn’t long before they came in Ms. Fox and Ms. Harper’s asses, but in the end, it wasn’t their teachers or the taboo act that got them off. It was Oxsana’s smile and the promise it held.

All they had to do was try.


Epilogue

Tim was a reader and a daydreamer, often lost in his own pleasant world at any given moment. He used to be handsome, but bullies wrecked his sense of self-worth, and now in his senior year at Honeypot High, he spent his days in a quiet corner of the school, a book in hand, trying just to survive.

He didn’t know it, but someone noticed him. Someone wanted to reach out. But Tina was shy, and didn’t have much confidence herself. She was a cutie, slim and short, with a pixie cut that some called boyish but which framed her delicate face nicely. Like Tim, she was eighteen, and loved books and poetry.

She watched him settle into his corner and crack open a thick novel, one of her favorites. She raised a hand towards him, as if trying to make a connection, and then let it fall, feeling like such an idiot. What would she even say?

What Tina didn’t realize was at that very moment, two teachers watched her watching Tim. “So… what, like you’d help those two get together?” Honeypot’s newest teacher, Angelina Gyval, asked. She was as fresh to the school as Lucy had been just a few years ago, and was already a favorite of the Boob Crew. They’d been testing the waters all semester since Anna and Candace were both taking maternity leave, and everyone liked what they saw. Angelina was sometimes dry and sarcastic, but underneath, they saw heart and fearlessness.

And oh Lord, was she beautiful too.

“Something like that,” Lucy said. “We’ll teach them confidence.”

“How?”

Lucy opened her classroom door, and gestured inside. “Come on. I’m going to tell you some things… if you can keep a secret.”

* * * * *

This is the last chapter for the Boob Crew and Honeypot High. Thank you all so very much for reading this series. It’s been a lot of fun to write and I hope you’ve found it to be sexy and fun. If you’d like to keep up with me by Facebook or my email list, check out the link below. Or if you’re interested in more from me, here’s a handy list of all my titles in their various genres and subgenres.

https://iansnowwriter.carrd.co/

Also by Ian Snow

STEAMY ROMANCES

Neighbors

The Wives

Summer Swells

Wisps

The Dads Project #1 – Rebirth

The Dads Project #2 – Rearrange

The Dads Project #3 - Renew

TEACHER/STUDENT FANTASIES

Bodies of Knowledge

Give Me a D!

Hudwell Heat #1 – Summertime Craving

Hudwell Heat #2 – Stormy Weather

Hudwell Heat #3 – Spring Escape

Perfect Scores #1 – Teacher’s Pet

Teacher Harem #1 – Ms. Perkins

Teacher Harem #2 – Ms. Wilde

Teacher Harem #3 – Ms. Taylor

(All students are eighteen or older)

HOLIDAYS

Ginger Bred

Stuffers

Christmas in the Sack

GAMES/COMPETITIONS

Casual Games

MIND CONTROL

Strings

Hearts and Minds

THREESOMES AND MORE

Trio Trysts and Twists

Trio Tales

ALPHA MALE/POWER FANTASIES

Power

Billionaire’s Bequest

EROTIC THRILLERS

His Rule

Cross

SUPERNATURAL/PARANORMAL

The Heart Wants (Dark the Night #1)

The Mind Burns (Dark the Night #2)

The Soul Rises (Dark the Night #3)

PREGNANCY FANTASIES

Life

RANDOM COLLECTIONS

Bites

Delectable Fancies

STANDALONE STORIES

Misbehaving

Trophy

The Eighteen Club

Gym Brat

Live In

Party Wave

Wrecker

cover1.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




