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“One... Two... Three...” 

“Savannah, cut it out.” 

“Four... Five... This is absolutely ridiculous.” 

“Just give it up. Everyone gets it. You’re hilarious. Enough!” 

“Come  on,  Claire.  Don’t  be  such  a  spoil  sport.  Where’s  your  school spirit?” 

Claire  Baxter  rolled  her  eyes  and  took  another  sip  of  her  iced  coffee. 

She and her best friend Savannah Pearson were sitting outside their favorite on-campus coffee shop, as they tended to do most mornings when they had class.  Well,  when  Claire  had  class,  that  was.  Savannah  wasn’t  exactly  the academic  type.  This  was  why,  instead  of  attending  her  8:00  am Representations  of  Women  lecture,  she  had  decided  instead  to  camp  out with a gigantic latte and play Spot the Hipster—her favorite extracurricular activity. Seeing as she and Claire attended a rather prestigious art school in New York City, there were plenty of hipsters to be spotted. 

“It’s  like  shooting  fish  in  a  barrel,”  Savannah  said,  scowling  as  a  girl walked  by  them  in  an  over-sized  tee-shirt  featuring  a  sequined  owl,  ratty high-waisted shorts, and the ubiquitous Doc Martens. 

“Why do you care?” Claire asked, shaking her head at Savannah’s past time. “They’re not hurting you, are they?” 

“Only my eyes,” Savannah responded, chuckling under her breath. 

“You’re not exactly a conservative dresser yourself, you know,” Claire chided,  giving  Savannah  a  pointed  once-over.  Savannah  glanced  down  at

her attire, she couldn't see what the problem was. School had just started up again, which made this the fall of the girls’ senior year at college. Savannah was dressed in a thin cotton crop-top and low-rise hot shorts. Her straight black hair cascaded over her pale shoulders down to her waist. Though she had a pair of dirty Chuck Taylors in her bag, Savannah had abandoned them for the moment, preferring to be bare foot as much as possible. She smiled, enjoying Claire’s prudish attention. 

“I’m just trying to use as little material as possible when it comes to my personal  effects,”  Savannah  grinned,  “We’re  in  the  middle  of  an  energy crisis, you know.” 

Claire  sighed,  but  didn’t  say  a  word.  There  was  no  arguing  with Savannah,  and  there  never  had  been.  Claire  and  Savannah  had  been  best friends  quite  literally  for  their  entire  lives.  Not  only  had  they  come  to college together, they’d also spent their high school, elementary school, and diaper days as practically sisters. Even before the girls had been born, their mothers  had  lived  next-door  to  each  other  and  spent  their  pregnancies sipping herbal tea and running through baby name books together. 

Savannah and Claire were perfect opposites, which made them the ideal set of best friends. Their mothers had joked about naming them Betty and Veronica, because of their looks. Claire was tall, curvy, and blonde. She’d be an absolute bombshell if she wasn’t so modest about flaunting her stuff. 

Savannah, on the other hand, was a slip of a girl who didn’t even clear five feet. She’d been scrawny and squeaky as a kid, never the type to be called

“pretty”.  All  that  had  changed  when  she’d  reached  the  ripe  age  of  twelve and transformed into an irresistible nymphette. 

Any  jokes  about  mousiness,  or  teasing  about  being  so  skinny,  had evaporated  once  Savannah’s  natural  sex  appeal  began  to  shine  through. 

Soon,  it  wasn’t  just  little  boys  who  were  mesmerized  by  her,  it  was  older boys. Even grown men stopped to stare at the little vixen making her way through the park or shopping mall. There was a raw, sensual quality about Savannah  that  one  could  see  coming  from  a  mile  away.  And  even  though Savannah was perfectly aware of this, she had been humbled by her early years  as  a  runt.  She  wasn’t  one  of  those  girls  who  had  come  out  of  the womb  with  a  beauty  pageant  crown  glued  to  her  head.  She’d  had  to cultivate  a  sense  of  humor  and  a  sharp  wit  as  a  kid  in  order  to  be

extraordinary. The fact that she wasn’t just a pretty face endeared her even more to her admirers, of which there were many. 

“Hey,  ‘Vannah!”  a  voice  called  from  across  the  city  street.  Savannah looked up and, seeing who had summoned her, let out an audible groan. It was some goon from her morning class, all dressed up in his undergraduate uniform  of  a  hoodie  and  blue  jeans.  Every  once  in  a  while,  one  of  these bland, dime a dozen college boys would come to the false conclusion that Savannah might ever be interested in him. Not a one had ever been correct in  this  assumption,  obviously.  Still,  they  kept  trying,  like  sailors  dashing themselves  against  the  cliffs  in  pursuit  of  the  sirens’  song.  And  this particular chap was no different. He made his way across the street, nearly getting hit by a city bus en route, and came up to the table where Claire and Savannah were sitting. 

“What  is  it,”  Savannah  drawled,  not  bothering  to  utter  the  phrase  as  a question. 

“Just wanted to come say hi!” the boy said, beaming down at Savannah with puppy dog adoration. “You weren’t in class this morning!” 

“Why would I be in class this morning, Jeremy?” Savannah asked. 

“Why...? I mean... Cause we’re in school?” Jeremy said, a bit bemused. 

Savannah sighed theatrically and lowered the heart-shaped sunglasses from her face. She fixed a withering stare on the boy, which prompted Claire to avert her eyes in preemptive sympathy. 

“Here’s the thing, Jere,” Savannah began, as if speaking to a particularly slow  five-year-old,  “The  only  reason  I  deigned  to  attend  this  circus  of  a university  was  because  they  gave  me  a  whole  lot  of  money  to  live  in  the city  for  a  few  years  and  pretend  to  give  a  shit  about  their  courses.  You know,  or  at  least  you  should,  that  not  one  of  these  classroom  suck-fests requires  even  more  than  a  smidge  of  common  sense  to  ace.  Why,  then, would I waste my time attending a class called Representations of Women when the only people offering opinions in said class are pre-sexual morons like you who have never met, and certainly never been with, a woman of real quality?” 

A  heavy  dome  of  silence  fell  over  the  three  students  as  Savannah wrapped up her tirade. Jeremy stared at her, slack jawed. Claire cleared her throat and offered him a pitying smile. 

“You can go now,” Claire prompted, “It’s over.” 

The shellshocked boy turned on his heel and hurried away, demolished by Savannah’s tongue lashing. Claire shook her head, not at all surprised by Savannah’s antics. 

“What?”  Savannah  demanded,  “He  called  me  ‘Vannah’,  for  God’s sake.” 

“Still,” Claire said, “I wish you wouldn’t go for the weak ones. It’s like those  animal  planet  videos  where  the  alligator  pops  out  of  the  water  and swallows up the smallest antelope.” 

Savannah snapped her jaws playfully in response. Claire couldn’t help but  giggle  at  her  best  friend’s  antics.  However  extreme  or  audacious Savannah could sometimes be, she was an extraordinary girl, and Claire felt lucky to have her. 

“What  does  the  rest  of  the  day  look  like  for  you?”  Savannah  asked Claire, as they gathered their belongings. 

“Let’s see,” Claire said, “I’ve got back-to-back classes until three, then I have to meet with my advisor to talk about dropping that double major in Polynesian Studies, then back to the studio for my independent study, then I have to race across to town to get to work at Andy’s Cafe.” 

“I thought you were still working at that kids store?” 

“I am. I do both.” 

“I’m  telling  you,  Claire.  You  put  yourself  through  way  too  much  shit. 

How do you have time to have any fun at all?” 

“I have plenty of fun when I’m not working! Or in class...” Claire said unconvincingly. “Besides, me and Tommy have plenty of fun when—” 

“Ugh!” Savannah cried, holding up her hands to keep Claire from going on,  “If  you  love  me  at  all,  you  will  not  start  talking  about  your  heinous boyfriend  again!  I  makes  me  too  sad  to  think  about  it  for  more  than  a second. I don’t understand, Claire. You’ve got the whole Marilyn Monroe thing going on, and you continue to slum it with that loser?” 

“Well, Savannah, not everyone is quite as confident as you.” 

“It’s not just about confidence,” Savannah said, “It’s ignoring the things and people who tell you that you can’t have what you want. Now, maybe this  is  what  you  want.  You  know,  a  billion  classes,  three  jobs,  a  shitty boyfriend, a shittier apartment... But I’m guessing that if you were honest with yourself, your ideal situation would look a little different than it does now.” 

“...Maybe,” Claire allowed, looking sullen. 

“‘Maybe’? Well. It’s a start,” Savannah said. “I’ve got to run, my sweet. 

I have a meeting with professor Donnelly.” 

“Isn’t that the professor whose class you just skipped?” 

“Yeah.  I  prefer  to  catch  him  during  office  hours.  I  need  personal attention.” 

“Oh, Savannah.” 

“See you later, love!” Savannah called, sauntering down the street away from  Claire.  She  could  feel  the  eyes  of  passing  strangers  linger  a  tad  too long on her bare midriff, her smooth and firm legs, the luscious little swell of her tight ass. As used as she was to perpetual attention, Savannah never felt overwhelmed. She knew that the world looked kindly upon her for the most part, and recognized that people developed certain opinions about her from the way she looked. She knew that most men and quite a few women wanted to fuck her, she knew that those who didn’t want to fuck her would often dismiss her as an air-headed slut. 

Miraculously, Savannah managed not to let either camp change the way she  thought  about  herself.  All  she  knew  was  that  the  things  she  wanted could  all  be  within  her  reach  if  she  used  her  gifts  to  her  advantage.  She didn’t  take  advantage  of  the  fact  that  she  was  a  stunning  specimen  of humanity; she merely used the tools that were available to her. Nothing at all to be sorry for, there! 

She finally arrived at her location, the arts and sciences building at the heart of campus. Savannah attended class so seldom that she sometimes had trouble finding her way around campus, even after four years as a student there.  Still,  this  building  had  lately  become  one  of  her  favorite  places  to visit. And it had nothing to do with her major, that was for sure. 

Savannah strode past the security guard, flipping her student ID past his glazed-over eyes. She could still feel his eyes on her modest but pert chest as the elevator doors slid closed. The lift was rather crammed at this time of day,  and  she  found  herself  pressed  against  a  rather  dour-looking  female professor. The woman must have been in her late fifties, and sported an ill-fitting pantsuit and what appeared to be a Bumpit in her wiry red hair. 

The  older  lady  stared  down  her  nose  at  Savannah,  who  at  four  eleven was  not  exactly  towering  over  anyone.  Savannah  caught  her  disapproving eye and grinned. Lowering her lids, Savannah ran her tongue over her full, 

pink lips, never for a moment breaking eye contact with the professor. The woman blushed brilliantly and sputtered incoherently for a moment before the  doors  slid  open  to  Savannah’s  floor.  The  girl  curtsied  prettily  and elbowed  the  woman  out  of  her  way.  While  it  may  have  been  true  that people’s poor opinions of her didn’t bother Savannah in a long-term sort of way, she had no problem giving finger-waggers a bit of a once over when they darkened her day. 

All  things  considered,  Savannah  was  a  pretty  happy  person.  Sure,  she had  her  ups  and  downs  like  anyone  else,  but  ultimately,  things  seemed  to roll  off  her  back.  Technically,  she  had  come  to  school  to  study  creative writing and studio art, having been talented at both growing up. She knew full well that neither of these concentrations necessarily led to a life of glitz and glamour, that it was very unlikely that she’d end up being able to make a  living  with  her  creativity  alone.  But  the  thing  was,  Savannah  had  never intended  to  make  money  with  her  art  in  the  first  place.  If  she  painted  a canvas  or  penned  a  story,  it  wasn’t  for  the  sake  of  cashing  in  on  it  later. 

Rather, creativity had its place, and that place was far away from enterprise. 

Savannah didn’t know exactly how she might make a living in the long run, but for the moment she was doing just fine. 

Her parents were certainly no help at all. Savannah’s mother, Caroline was  the  quintessential  flower  child.  Born  in  the  sixties,  it  was  as  though something had been in the water at the time of her birth that made Caroline a  life-long  believer  in  free  love,  herbal  remedies,  and  organic  vegetables. 

Caroline had had all sorts of jobs when Savannah was a girl, from doula to independent  pot  brownie  distributor.  These  days,  she  taught  yoga  at  the YMCA and brewed her own kombucha. 

Savannah’s  father  had  split  when  she  was  four  or  so.  He’d  had  a gambling  problem  and  Caroline  hadn’t  wanted  to  risk  the  college  fund. 

They  parted  ways,  and  now  Savannah  received  post  cards  from  various western cities with her father’s hasty John Hancock and a canned greeting. 

Sometimes,  he  asked  Savannah  to  send  a  few  twenties  his  way,  and sometimes  she  even  obliged.  As  far  as  Savannah  could  tell,  this  was  the way  the  world  worked.  Eventually,  men  proved  too  weak  to  be  depended upon, so it was a good idea as a woman to figure out how to get by without them.  There  was  surely  no  harm  in  male  companionship  once  in  a  while, but overall a woman had to learn to make it on her own. 

This mantra of sorts was hanging firm in the back of Savannah’s mind as she pushed open the door to professor Donnelly’s office. 

“Hello,  Professor,”  she  chirped,  closing  the  door  firmly  behind  her. 

“How was school?” Professor Donnelly looked up from the stack of papers on his desk and raised an eyebrow at Savannah. 

“Don’t you ever knock?” he asked in his signature monotone. Savannah shook  her  head,  playing  at  being  some  kind  of  innocent  school  girl.  In reality, she was neither. 

“I’m sorry, Professor. Am I disturbing you?” 

“I told you not to call me ‘professor’. Gus will do just fine.” 

“Ok,  Gus-Gus,”  Savannah  grinned,  fingering  the  hem  of  her  crop  top. 

Gus groaned and went back to his papers, giving the girl a version of the cold shoulder that was lukewarm, at best. 

“Do you think you’ll ever come back into class, Savannah?” he asked after a moment, “You know, if you don’t at least pretend to care about the fact  that  you  may  very  well  fail  this  course,  I  may  have  to  go  ahead  and teach you a lesson,” he saw the spark in Savannah’s eye, “Not that kind of lesson. I mean I may have to flunk you.” 

“Flunk me?” Savannah laughed, leaning her weight against the wooden desk  at  which  Gus  was  stationed,  “What  is  this,  an  after  school  special? 

Haven’t  I  aced  all  of  your  tests,  and  quizzes,  and  papers?  Why  should  I come in for your lectures? You make the TAs do them most days anyway.” 

“It’s the principle of the thing,” Gus insisted, furiously scribbling onto some  poor  chump’s  attempt  at  an  essay,  “All  the  other  kids  come  into class.” 

“All the other kids think too narrowly about their places in the world,” 

Savannah  said  loftily,  “And  besides,  it’s  not  like  I’m  paying  for  school, anyway.  I  mean,  isn’t  this  kind  of  what  they  get  for  giving  me  all  those scholarships?” 

“I don’t think that scholarships are meant to discourage participation in an  academic  institution,”  Gus  countered,  “In  fact,  some  people  might  say that you ought to be more grateful for the opportunities given to you.” 

“Grateful?” Savannah said, “What for? I earned my place here just like everyone else and I can do with it as I damn well please. It’s not like this place is doing anyone any favors. Oh, sure, they promise us the stars and the  moon  in  the  brochure,  but  after  four  years  here,  what  do  we  actually

come away with? An inflated sense of entitlement and a few tee-shirts with our  school’s  initials  printed  on  them?  Give  me  a  break.  The  educational system is broken, my friend, and you are on the wrong side of history if you say that this model is going to hold.” 

“Spoken like a true college communist,” Gus grinned, setting down his red pen, “You know, for such an extraordinary girl, you certainly do fit very well into certain college stereotypes. Let me guess... Socialist ideology, for a  start.  You  probably  edit  one  of  the  campus  literary  magazines.  Maybe you’ve  had  a  go  at  an  avant  garde  performance  of  a  Sophocles  text  in  a community  garden  somewhere?  And  of  course,  there’s  the  lesbian  until graduation thing. Any of that sound familiar?” 

“Hardly,”  Savannah  scoffed,  “I’m  not  a  socialist,  I’m  an  anarcha-feminist. I edit an online journal of poetry that has nothing at all the do with this ridiculous place. The text we staged was Euripides, for God’s sake, not Sophocles. And as far as the lesbianism goes, that’s just absurd.” 

“Not into the ladies, huh?” Gus teased. 

“Quite  the  contrary,  sport,”  Savannah  said,  “I’m  not  into  any  one  sex, gender,  or  persuasion  on  any  given  day.  I’m  pansexual,  my  friend.  I  love who and what I love, without any qualification. I think that everyone is, if they  search  far  enough  into  their  souls.  But  everyone’s  so  caught  up  in classifying themselves that they skip over the most obvious answer.” 

“Which is?” 

“We want what we want. And there’s nothing wrong with that.” 

Gus  trained  his  eyes  on  Savannah’s  face.  Her  wide,  anime-character blue eyes stood out against her clear, pale skin. A slight flush rose in her cheeks  as  the  silence  between  them  thickened  and  deepened.  She  leaned, subtly forward toward him, and the air in the room seemed to change. 

“And what is it,” Gus murmured, “That you want?” 

In response, Savannah turned on her heel and strutted to the door. Gus thought for a strangled moment that she might leave, but then he heard the lock click. Savannah lowered the curtain over the one window that peered in  the  office  and  turned  back  toward  the  professor.  She  advanced  toward him, savoring the hunger in his eyes as they took in her firm little tits, and the  barely  covered,  coveted  space  between  her  legs.  She  made  her  way around the desk and placed herself directly in front of Gus. Leaning back

against the desk, she let her hands fall upon his face. She ran a finger down the strong line of his jaw, sending his skin afire with goosebumps. 

Loving the effect her touch was having on him, she decided to see what else  she  could  make  this  man  do.  Savannah  let  her  hands  trace  down  the length  of  Gus’s  torso,  beginning  with  his  broad  shoulders,  then  down  the buttoned-up plane of his chest. The professor did his best to remain cool-headed  in  the  face  of  his  student’s  advances,  but  it  was  useless.  He  knew that giving in to her charms could put his career in jeopardy, but with those hands,  and  those  hips,  and  that  succulent  little  pussy  waiting  for  him beyond the thin veil of her shorts, what on Earth was he supposed to do? 

Savannah’s fingers reached the band of Gus’s belt and she let out a small chuckle. 

“I probably shouldn’t,” she cooed. 

“Probably not,” Gus agreed. 

“Will this affect my grade at all, professor?” 

“Don’t call me—” 

“I’ll call you whatever I want professor.” 

“...Fine.” 

“Lovely,”  she  grinned.  “Now...  whatever  should  be  do  about  this  little situation we’ve gotten ourselves into?” 

“...Huh?” 

“Let me see just how committed you are to this course of action,” she purred, and she laid her tiny hand on the pulsing bulge of Gus’s dick. He felt the air leave his lungs as she caressed his swollen manhood. She fought to  keep  her  own  breathing  level,  despite  how  excited  she  was.  She  could feel  her  pussy  getting  wet  at  the  thought  of  being  fucked  silly  against  the hardwood desk. Still, mustn’t let him believe he was getting the best of her. 

Savannah smiled naughtily at Gus and ran her hand along the length of his cock, nodding her approval. 

“Jesus...” Gus whispered, closing his eyes in ecstasy. “You have no idea how long I’ve been thinking about this.” 

“Oh  please,”  Savannah  said,  lowering  herself  until  she  was  straddling the ever-growing girth of Gus’s dick, “I’ve only been in your class for, like, two weeks. Most guys have to wait much longer.” 

“I  guess  I  must  rate,  huh?”  Gus  asked,  as  Savannah  began  to  gyrate against  his  cock.  Her  slender  fingers  began  undoing  his  academic  little

buttons. 

“Well,  I’ve  always  been  a  sucker  for  professors.  You  know,  in  high school my superlative in the unofficial year book was Most Likely to Fuck a Professor.” 

“You don’t say?” Gus gasped, wrapping his hands around the small of Savannah’s back, drawing her down upon his pulsating cock. “I guess they were right, huh?” 

“Kind  of,”  Savannah  breathed,  getting  lightheaded  as  Gus’s  member stroked her clit through their clothing, “Except that I was already sleeping with my high school track coach. So, they were a little behind the—” 

Gus  had  run  out  of  patience  with  Savannah’s  anecdote.  He  pulled  her toward him, laying his mouth against hers. Her firm, delicious lips moved against his with grace and power. She wasn’t the fearful, timid stereotypical college girl in this circumstance, that was for sure. She ran her hands under his button down, revealing his naked chest. He hurriedly slipped out of his shirt,  and  pulled  Savannah’s  crop  top  up  over  her  head.  He  groaned hungrily as her perky breasts bounced before his eyes, clad in a lacy black bra. He should have known. 

Savannah began to unbuckle Gus’s belt, riding his already-bucking hips. 

He  quickly  undid  the  clasp  of  her  bra  and  tossed  the  garment  away.  He wrapped  his  hands  around  her  small  but  firm  tits,  letting  his  thumbs  trail lightly across her nipples. Savannah moaned with delight at the sensation of his fingers pinching at her tender nipples, and nearly came on the spot as Gus  pulled  her  closer  toward  him  and  lay  his  mouth  on  her  breast.  He kissed  and  sucked  at  one  nipple,  tugged  and  tweaked  the  other.  She  felt herself  being  tossed  closer  and  closer  to  her  own  edge,  and  scrambled  to free  Gus  from  his  trousers.  The  belt  fell  away,  the  fly  unzipped,  and Savannah wrapped her hands around Gus’s raging cock. She loved the feel of a rock hard dick in her hands, especially when it was too big to hold with just one. 

Gus’s  head  fell  back  against  his  office  chair  as  Savannah  worked  her hands up and down the length of his stiff dick. She stroked the tender glans and gently brushed her fingers against his balls. The girl knew exactly what she was doing, and her mastery of the artful hand job only turned Gus on more.  This  was  a  girl  who  knew  how  to  pleasure  a  man,  he  was  learning

first-hand. He wanted to show her that he knew what he was doing just as well as she did. He was, after all, her teacher. 

Slipping  his  pants  down  his  legs  and  stepping  out  of  them,  Gus  rose from the chair with Savannah in his arms. He pushed her down onto the top of his sturdy desk and slipped her shorts from her body. He realized that she wasn’t  wearing  any  panties,  and  nearly  swallowed  his  own  tongue. 

Completely naked, she sat before him in all her nymph-like glory. Her small chest heaved with excitement, and the twin peaks of her hip bones stood out as she spread her legs for him. 

Gus  stared  helplessly  at  the  beautiful,  luscious  pussy  laid  bare  before him. He let his hands travel up the tender expanses of Savannah’s firm inner thighs. His fingers moved cautiously, as if he couldn’t believe that he was being  allowed  to  lay  his  hands  upon  such  a  treasure  as  this  girl’s  cunt. 

Savannah hooked her ankles around Gus’s back, and let her hands wander once more to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his hard dick and rubbed along the length of his shaft with slow, deliberate earnestness. 

“Go ahead,” she said. 

Permission  granted,  Gus  lay  his  fingers  against  the  hot  wetness  of Savannah’s pussy. She jerked his dick hard as he felt just how wet she was, and the two nearly tumbled into orgasm right then and there. Gus slipped his fingers further into Savannah’s eager cunt as she ran her hand ever more firmly  along  his  sinewy  rod.  Neither  knew  how  long  they  could  wait,  but each tried to hold out over the other. 

Finally,  the  anticipation  became  too  much  to  bear.  Almost simultaneously,  they  each  let  down  their  defenses  and  submitted  to  the other.  Gus  slid  his  throbbing  dick  deep  into  Savannah’s  tiny  body.  She bucked  her  hips  against  his  cock,  pulling  him  further  into  her  with  every thrust. She was so tight that Gus was afraid for a moment that he might do damage, but Savannah bore down on him, digging her fingers into his ass and taking more and more of him into her. 

He slipped inside her, sliding deeper and deeper into her body. She lay back against the desk, pushing his papers out of her way. Bracing himself, Gus  pounded  away  at  her  gorgeous  pussy,  watching  her  breasts  bounce against the force of his thrusting. Savannah gasped as he seemed to grow even  larger  inside  of  her,  and  he  feared  he  would  cum  before  she  was satisfied. 

Leaning over her, and through a haze of unearthly pleasure, Gus traced the  outer  lips  of  Savannah’s  pussy  and  finally  found  her  clit  with  his fingers. She nearly cried out, and Gus placed his free hand firmly against her mouth, silencing her. He worked and rubbed her clit vigorously as the power and speed of his thrusting spiraled them both into a frenzy. Savannah bit  down  on  Gus’s  hand  as  she  rocketed  toward  orgasm.  The  cool  wood beneath her back and the hot, thick wood barreling against the very core of her were almost too much for her to comprehend. 

With well-placed flicks of her clit, Gus sent Savannah careening into a monumental orgasm. He felt her cum against his cock and immediately he exploded into her. She felt the sticky spread of his seed surge into her pussy and secretly wished she could lap it up. Gus bucked against her again and again  as  she  tightened  herself  around  him,  savoring  the  feel  of  him squeezing every last drop of cum into her body. 

The professor slumped, spent, over his student, still firmly inside of her and atop a few stray term papers. Savannah wrapped her legs ever tighter around his back and brushed some sweat-soaked hair from his forehead. 

“Now that was a bit more fun than a powerpoint presentation, don’t you think?” Savannah said. 

“I’ll  give  you  that,”  Gus  laughed,  running  his  hand  along  the  space between her breasts. 

“If I’d known that office hours could be so constructive, I’d have started coming on day one,” she said, “Pun intended, of course.” 

“Of course.” 

Gus straightened himself up, pulling slowly out of out his new favorite student. He fell back into his desk chair in a daze. Savannah hopped down off  the  desk  and  quickly  began  to  dress  herself.  She  tossed  her  catatonic professor his own shirt, smirking at his bemused stare. 

“Don’t  tell  me  you’ve  never  slept  with  a  student  before,”  she  teased, 

“I’ll have to assume you’re lying. And I don’t take kindly to liars.” 

“No,” Gus said, “I’ve had a couple flings in the past but you... You’re not like any student I’ve ever had.” 

“No,” said Savannah, “I don’t suppose I am.” 

“You’re... You’re a woman, Savannah.” 

“What did you expect, a mountain goat? Youth is pretty arbitrary, you know. Some of us are just born with a few more miles than others.” 

“Spoken like a true sexual pioneer, eh?” 

“Whatever,”  Savannah  responded,  tired  of  this  bantering  nonsense.  “I guess I’ll be off then. Thanks for the study session.” 

“Wait,” said Gus, sitting up straight, “What’s the rush?” 

“Well,” said Savannah, “I doubt that it would look too pretty if one of your  colleagues  or  students  showed  up  right  now.  Don’t  you  have appointments booked?” 

“Oh, sure,” Gus said, hurrying to dress himself, “But I’ll cancel them!” 

“Now, professor,” Savannah chided, crossing her arms, “You’re starting to  sound  downright  desperate.  I  have  to  tell  you,  that’s  not  a  quality  I generally look for, in men.” 

As Gus was about to respond, there was a knock on the door. Savannah raised her eyebrows dramatically at her professor. Gus jumped to his feet, surveying the papers strewn about in sheer terror. 

“Who is it?” Gus called, straightening up his office. 

“It’s me? Jeremy?” a voice answered, “We were supposed to meet about my paper?” 

Delighted, Savannah yanked the door open just as Gus put the last stack of  papers  back  onto  the  desk.  The  boy  who’d  tried  to  strike  up  a conversation with her earlier stood in the doorway. Jeremy took in the scene of Gus and Savannah with slack-jawed befuddlement, and Savannah could hardly  stifle  her  laughter.  She  picked  up  her  belongings  and  extended  her hand to Gus. 

“Thanks for all your help, professor,” she said, “I really think I have a better understanding of your theories about human sexuality, now.” 

Bemused, Gus shook Savannah’s hand once. She grinned brilliantly first at Gus, then at Jeremy, and breezed past both out of the office, slamming the  door  behind  her.  Just  another  day  in  the  life,  she  thought,  striding toward the elevator. And it isn’t even noon, yet. 


***

  “So, let me get this straight,” said Claire, when she and Savannah had reconvened at the latter’s apartment in the East Village of New York City, 

“Instead  of  studying,  going  to  class,  going  to  work,  or  doing,  you  know, 

anything normal at all, your day consisted of fucking your professor in his office with a hundred of your fellow students in the adjacent rooms?” 

“Pretty much!” Savannah chirped, “You like whiskey, right?” 

“Sure,” said Claire. 

“‘Cause I’ve got vodka too. It’s really your choice.” 

The  girls  were  sitting  in  Savannah’s  kitchen,  which  was  really  just  a narrow strip of tile featuring a faulty stove and a sometimes-functional sink. 

The most notable part of the micro room was, without a doubt, Savannah’s home-made liquor cabinet. The cabinet was actually a crate mounted on the wall, but its contents were certainly genuine. Savannah kept a well-stocked bar and knew how to pour an excellent drink. She’d worked as a bartender for her first few years of college and put away a decent amount of money. 

But eventually, perhaps inevitably, the gig had fallen through. 

The  bar  had  been  owned  by  a  pair  of  middle-aged  brothers  who,  by virtue  of  that  fact  that  she  was  Savannah,  had  fallen  hard  for  their employee. As disengaged as she was from the “love” part of sex, Savannah had  slept  with  both  of  them  because  they  were  good  looking  and  well-endowed.  Of  course,  this  didn’t  really  fly  with  the  brothers,  whose relationship disintegrated under the enormity of their feelings for Savannah. 

Eventually, tensions had mounted so high that the brothers were forced to sell the bar and cut off all communication with each other. This was a pity, in  Savannah’s  opinion,  as  she  probably  could  have  wrangled  them  into  a killer threesome if they’d just been a little more open-minded. 

“So, what’re you having?” Savannah asked, surveying her stock, “Cape Cod? Manhattan? Or one of your stupid girlie drinks?” 

“Not  everyone  can  drink  straight  Scotch  like  you,  Savannah,”  said Claire. 

“So, a cosmo, then?” Savannah laughed. 

“Yes,” said Claire, embarrassed by her order. 

“Coming right up." 

As Savannah prepared their drinks, Claire looked around the apartment. 

It  wasn’t  a  large  space,  by  any  means.  But,  this  being  the  East  Village,  it was still pretty impressive that Savannah could manage to maintain an off-campus apartment as well as she did. Claire was still living on campus in a suite  with  five  others  girls,  and  the  arrangement  left  much  to  be  desired. 

Whereas Claire was a photographer by major and passion, all of the other

girls were studying acting. There was a lot of hysteria floating around that apartment, and a whole lot of glitter, it turned out. Claire couldn’t help but envy Savannah’s arrangement, just a little. 

“How do you do it?” Claire asked. 

“What, exactly?” Savannah replied. 

“All... this!” Claire said, waving her arms around at the apartment, and at  Savannah  herself,  “How  do  you  manage  to  do  nothing  but  have  sex  or think  about  sex  all  day  but  still  manage  to  keep  this  place,  and  your scholarships, and all of these lovers around?” 

“I dunno,” said Savannah, “Just talented, I guess. Would you like your drink?” Claire accepted her bright pink cosmopolitan while Savannah kept a dry martini for herself. 

“To talent, then,” Claire said, raising her glass. 

“Don’t be mad at me, Claire,” said Savannah, clinking glasses with her sullen  friend,  “I’m  telling  you,  all  this  takes  is  a  little  luck  and  a  lot  of resourcefulness.” 

“Don’t give me that,” Claire said, making a face at her friend, “I know what rent is like in New York City, and resourcefulness doesn’t come close to cutting it as an explanation. Are your parents giving you money?” 

“My  mom  can  hardly  afford  her  mortgage  on  the  house  back  home,” 

Savannah said, “And my dad is more of a taker than a giver.” 

“Then...  what  is  it?”  Claire  demanded,  “How  in  the  world  are  you making any money at all? You’ve never been able to hold onto a job.” 

“That’s not true!” Savannah cried. 

“Oh, no?” Claire asked, rolling her eyes, “What about the bar?” 

“They guys decided to close up shop. What could I do?” 

“How about your nannying gig?” 

“How was I supposed to know that I wasn’t supposed to sleep with the father? I didn’t see that anywhere in the contract, thank you very much.” 

“And the tutoring gig at the college learning center?” 

“Oh, please. They may as well just call that speed dating.” 

“You’re  incorrigible,  you  know  that,  Savannah?”  Claire  said,  “I  think you might be a nymphomaniac.” 

“Well,”  Savannah  said,  taking  a  sip  of  her  drink,  "we  all  have  our burdens.” 

“Seriously,”  Claire  said,  laying  a  hand  on  Savannah’s  bony  shoulder, 

“I’m  worried  about  you.  Money  doesn’t  come  out  of  nowhere,  and  easy money is rarely made through honest work.” 

“You’ve been watching Law and Order again, haven’t you?” 

“There was a marathon on this weekend... But that’s not my point!” 

“What is your point, Claire?” 

“My  point  is  that  I’m  scared  for  you.  If  you  need  someone  to  talk  to about whatever it is that’s going on—” 

“What  exactly  do  you  think  is  going  on,  huh?  What’s  your  worst nightmare?” 

“Really? You want to know the truth, Savannah?” 

“I do.” 

“Fine,”  Claire  took  a  deep  breath  and  looked  her  friend  in  the  eye,  “I worry that you’ve started accepting money. You know... for sex. Savannah stared at Claire, her eyes wide. Suddenly, the tiny girl burst into laughter. 

Claire smiled nervously as Savannah wiped tears of laughter from her eyes. 

“Oh, Claire!” Savannah said, fighting back tears, “What a thing to say!” 

“I guess that was kind of silly, to assume that,” Claire smiled sheepishly. 

“Oh, no,” Savannah said, “I’m laughing because you’re just adorably in the dark.” 

“What?” 

“Of course I’m getting money for sex,” Savannah said, “Duh!” 

Claire’s jaw practically hit the ground. She stared, uncomprehendingly, at her best friend, the girl she had known before she was born. Could it be that  Savannah  had  actually  become  one  of  those  girls?  The  girls  that  you hear  about  on  the  nightly  news?  Who  get  raped  and  murdered  after responding  to  faulty  Craigslist  ads?  Those  girls?  Savannah  raised  an eyebrow at her shellshocked buddy. 

“What?” Savannah said, “Are you surprised or something?” 

“Um... A little!” Claire cried. 

“What,” Savannah said, expasperated, “You think that all this just pays for itself? That’s a sixty dollar bottle of vodka you’ve got mixed into that little cocktail. I have to have some way of making money, don’t I?” 

“But Savannah... Isn’t that kind of work so degrading? And dangerous? 

And just... gross?” 

“Gross?” Savannah said, “You think that I’m gross?” 

“No!” Claire said, “No, of course not! But selling your body for money, it’s just... It’s so beneath you, Savannah.” 

“Why?”  Savannah  laughed,  “Because  I’m  getting  my  degree,  and  was lucky  enough  to  be  born  in  America,  and  all  that?  Let  me  tell  you something, Claire. Sex sells. And it sells well. I’m just using my god-given gifts to make a living. It’s the American Dream. Or some version of it.” 

“I’m not buying it,” Claire said. 

“I’m not asking you to,” said Savannah. 

The  girls  were  locked  in  a  stalemate  of  silence.  Neither  was  about  to give ground, that much was sure. After being friends for long, there was no element of deferring in their relationship. Each girl stood fast by what she believed  and  took  no  shit  from  the  other.  That  was  why  they  had  stayed such  good  friends,  because  neither  compromised  who  she  was  for  the benefit of the other’s feelings. After a long, tense moment, Claire let out a defeated sigh. 

“Well,” she said slowly, “Are you at least being... Safe?” 

“What do you mean, ‘safe’”? Savannah said bitterly. 

“Come on. You know what I mean,” Claire said, “Are you being safe. 

When you have sex with these guys?” Savannah’s eyes widened to the size of saucers. 

“What?!” she cried. 

“When you do the deed,” Claire repeated, “Do you have, like, condoms? 

And—” 

“Claire! Hold up! I’m not having sex with anyone!” 

“But... You just said—” 

“I  said  that  I’m  getting  paid  for  sex.  And  I  am!  But  not,  like,  actual physical sex!” 

“Well, why didn’t you just say that?!” Claire cried. 

“I  never  thought  your  mind  would  go  there!”  Savannah  said,  huffily. 

“Not  that  there’s  anything  wrong  with  sex  work,  mind  you.  I’m  just surprised that that’s where your mind went first.” 

“Can you blame me?” Claire said, exasperated, “Usually when someone says—” 

“Ok, Ok. I’m sorry. I should have clarified.” 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll explain everything,” Savannah said, “Come with me.” 

The girls wandered the short distance from the kitchen to the bedroom. 

The two spaces were separated by a flimsy bead curtain. Extra space came hard in the city, that was for sure. But now that Claire was getting a better idea about how Savannah paid her rent, she was happy that her friend was willing to settle for just a little less. 

Claire looked around the teeny bedroom. It looked different than the last time she had seen it, she realized. It was... glitzier. Girlier than it had been before. Whereas before there had been a few clothes drawers tucked under the  bed  and  a  bunch  of  band  posters,  now  there  were  all  sorts  of  frilly adjustments. There were pink sheets, posters of Audrey Hepburn, and even a row of convincing wigs. Claire stepped cautiously, as if into a minefield. 

“What...  What  is  all  of  this?”  She  asked.  Savannah  spread  her  arms wide, gesturing to the new frilly space. 

“Welcome to my studio!” she cried, beaming at her wigs and cosmetics, 

“This is where all the magic happens!” 

“Studio...  Magic...?”  Claire  was  entirely  lost.  Savannah  sighed impatiently. 

“I  have  to  walk  you  through  everything,  don’t  I?”  Savannah  asked, exasperatedly. “This is where I film.” 

“Film?” Claire asked. 

“Yeah. Film.” 

“Film what?” 

Savannah buried her face into her hands, beginning to be annoyed with her friend’s innocence. Could it be possible that Claire just couldn’t connect the  dots  herself?  Savannah  was  appalled  at  the  prospect  of  that  being  the case. To think that they had spent their entire lives together, only for Claire to turn out to be a total prude? Maybe, Savannah thought guiltily, I stole all the sex drive between us while we were still in the womb! Like some freaky osmosis shit? She suddenly felt badly for giving Claire such a hard time. 

“Ok,”  Savannah  said  evenly,  sitting  down  on  the  bed  and  patting  the space beside her, “Just come here. I’ll tell you all about it.” Claire sat down, looking over her friend with concern in her eyes. 

“Savannah,”  Claire  said  cautiously,  “Are  you...  Are  you  shooting  porn in here?” 

“No,” Savannah said slowly, “Well, not exactly.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“Ok.  Let  me  try  and  explain,”  Savannah  started.  “You  are,  of  course, familiar  that  many  things  happen  on  the  internet  besides  term  paper research and Neopets, right?” 

“Don’t talk to me like I’m an infant, Savannah.” 

“Sorry.  As  you  probably  know,  many  of  the  things  happening  on  the internet are of a sexual nature. Many, many of the things. I, Savannah, your best  friend  on  the  planet  who  it  would  be  super  rude  of  you  to  judge,  is engaged  in  some  of  those  sexy  things.”  Savannah  waited  for  Claire  to interrupt, but she held her tongue and waited for Savannah to go on. “So, here’s the deal. I don’t make porn videos. I don’t meet up with guys for sex. 

I’ve never once performed a sexual act on somebody for money. But...” 

“But?” Claire prodded. 

“I do communicate with people. Mostly men. There are these websites that  you  can  sign  up  for  where  you  basically  live  chat  with  guys  from around the world from your own room. You make an account, and an alias, and all that, and then you put yourself out there. Guys can go all over the website and check out different pictures until they find a girl that they want to live chat with. Sometimes you’ll get a lot of guys interested in talking to you  all  at  once  when  you’re  online,  and  one  of  them  will  ask  to  chat privately with you.” 

“Ok...” Claire said cautiously, “So, what happens when a guy wants to live chat with you?” 

“Just about anything you can imagine!” Savannah laughed. Claire was not as amused. 

“So you just, like... Perform for these pervs?” 

“They’re  not  pervs!”  Savannah  scowled,  “They’re  just  guys  with particular interests!” 

“Fetishes, you mean?” 

“Fetish  is  not  a  dirty  word,  Claire.  You’d  know  that  if  you  took  your virginity off the shelf and dusted it once in a while.” 

“I’m not a virgin!” 

“You’ve  had  sex  with  one  guy.  In  high  school.  You’re  totally  still  a virgin.” 

Claire glared at Savannah, fuming. The gaping void between the girls’

sexual experiences had never been an issue in the past. Savannah had been an  early  bloomer,  while  Claire  had  taken  a  while  to  become  comfortable

enough  in  her  own  skin  to  give  guys  a  try.  Savannah  felt  terrible immediately for trying to make Claire feel bad about her lack of experience where men were concerned. Some days, Savannah was even jealous about how  pure  Claire  seemed  compared  to  her.  Savannah  had,  after  all,  started having sex at the ripe age of fourteen. Maybe she should have waited until she was older to jump into the fray, but she’d always been a sexual creature. 

What was a girl to do? 

Still, it was pretty lame of Claire to be so judgmental of Savannah like this.  This  girls  didn’t  fight  often,  but  when  they  did,  it  was  explosive. 

Savannah  could  feel  both  of  their  emotions  rising  to  a  boiling  point,  and new  that  this  was  going  to  be  one  of  those  horrible  times  that  friendships have to survive in order to thrive. 

Claire picked herself up off the bed and made her way to the kitchen to collect her belongings. Savannah did not try to stop her, knew that she had to make her grand exit if they were going to have any hope of reconciling later.  After  she  had  rustled  around  the  kitchen  getting  her  things  together, Claire  poked  her  head  back  through  the  bead  curtain,  fixing  her  eyes  on Savannah. 

“You know,” Claire said, “I would never look down on you for the way that you live your life. I’ve always known about your promiscuity, and your countless lovers, and everything. But I love you enough to accept you the way you are. The only reason I said anything at all is because I love you, and I’m worried about you. But if you want to jump down my throat about it, that’s your own problem. This one’s on you, buddy.” 

And  with  that,  she  stormed  out  of  the  apartment.  Savannah  sat motionless  in  the  wake  of  her  best  friend’s  departure.  Her  hands  were shaking from the strain of keeping her cool in the face of Claire’s rebuffing. 

Savannah couldn’t understand why Claire was being so unreasonable about her new online endeavor. The whole thing was perfectly safe, clean, and it made  her  plenty  of  money.  So,  what  could  possibly  be  the  problem?  Oh, sure,  it  wasn’t  for  everyone.  But  Savannah  was  one  oversexed  little  girl. 

She  benefitted  from  online  “modeling”  as  much  as  the  guys  did.  It  was  a great way for her to blow off steam at the end of the day, even if the day had consisted of little more than fucking. 

In  fact,  Savannah  decided  that  she  could  use  a  cool-off  session  right then  and  there.  Her  fight  with  Claire  was  going  to  be  a  long,  drawn-out

affair—she  just  knew  it.  The  girls  did  not  fight  passively.  They  iced  each other out, cut ties, and retreated, only to return for one all-out verbal brawl in which all grievances were aired and all secrets rehashed. After these wild bitching  sessions,  the  girls  were  able  to  go  back  to  being  friends  with  a clean  slate.  But  the  time  between  the  inception  of  the  fight  and  its conclusion always took a toll on Savannah. Luckily for her, she had a new outlet that might prove to be just the antidote to what ailed her. 

Savannah pulled herself up off the bed and went to her wardrobe. She surveyed her collection of wigs, costumes, makeup and jewelry. Who was she  going  to  be  tonight?  The  thing  was  that,  unlike  many  online  models, Savannah  was  not  content  with  just  one  alternate  identity,  one  “stage name”,  as  it  were.  For  an  appetite  as  insatiable  as  Savannah’s,  multiple personalities  needed  to  come  into  play.  Perhaps  it  was  an  unconventional way to approach this kind of work, but on the other hand, what would be a conventional way? 

Since  she  had  started  modeling  nearly  six  months  ago,  Savannah  had developed four alter egos. Each version of herself had her own account on the  video  chatting  site,  each  had  her  own  personality,  likes,  specialties, rules,  and  followers.  This  multiplicity  allowed  Savannah  to  rake  in  four times  the  amount  of  money  she  usually  would,  because  each  personality appealed to a certain kind of man. 

First,  there  was  Candace—the  All-American  girl.  For  Candace, Savannah wore a long blonde wig and lots of lingerie that came from places like  J  Crew  and  American  Eagle.  Candace  was  a  perpetually  sunny, Californian  beauty  who  loved  all  things  that  were  pink,  and  mellow,  and simple. This alter ego was, ostensibly, enrolled as a journalism student at a good state school in California, and modeled to help defray the costs of her tuition. She was kind of a West Coast version of Savannah, and the first of her  alternate  identities.  Candace  appealed  to  younger  guys,  more  than anyone. 

Next, there was Colby. Colby was, above all else, a total geek. Savannah would  wear  a  short,  severe  bob  with  Betty  Paige  bangs  whenever  she played Colby, and wear a lot of wrist bands and spikey jewelry. Colby was from  Nebraska—a  tiny  town  in  the  middle  of  nowhere  where  no  one understood her very well. She loved Battlestar Galactica and her cat, Fido, 

and appealed to the guys out in the world who had always felt like outcasts themselves. 

Then,  there  was  Elvi.  This  was  Savannah’s  exotic  alter-ego.  For  Elvi, Savannah curled her hair out until it was a tangled, luscious mess, hanging all  over  her  shoulders  in  tantalizing  tendrils.  Elvi  spoke  with  a  vaguely Eastern European accent, though she’d never say where she was from. Her story  was  that  she  had  emigrated  from  America  after  escaping  from  an emotionally  abusive  home  life.  Unfortunately,  Elvi  attracted  a  lot  of similarly  abusive  guys  who  like  to  hurl  nasty  words  Savannah’s  way.  But she figured that maybe she may be able to help rectify their opinion of the female race. Eventually. 

The  final  alter-ego  was  Tracie.  Tracie  was  a  teen  mother  living  in  the Appalachian hills of West Virginia. She wore a messy brown up-do for her video sessions and smoked like a chimney while she performed. Tracie was, at the end of the day, Savannah’s most popular character. Men (and women) from  all  walks  of  life  couldn’t  get  enough  of  Tacie’s  audacity  and  nerve. 

The gentle twang in her voice probably didn’t hurt much, either. Or the fact that she claimed to be able to whip up a mean apple cobbler. Tracie was the most  human,  the  most  fallible,  of  all  the  characters.  It  didn’t  surprise Savannah that people were so drawn to her. She was a little drawn to Tracie herself. 

But  loyalties  aside,  who  did  Savannah  feel  like  being  that  night?  She could use a good turn as the dejected Colby, but thought that might make her too sad. Tracie was too optimistic for the way that Savannah was feeling right now, and Elvi attracted the wrong sort for when Savannah was feeling down like this. She decided that Candace was the best pick for that evening. 

Candace’s admirers were rarely too fresh or demanding. 

Savannah donned Candace’s signature blonde wig and pulled the locks back into a messy ponytail. She hopped onto her bed and logged onto her video-chatting website. In no time at all, she was connected, and waiting for people to get in touch with her. This didn’t usually take very long. Each of Savannah’s  characters  had  quite  a  few  fans.  And  even  aside  from  the regulars,  each  version  was  pretty  inherently  attractive.  She  got  hits  from newbies all the time. 

After  a  few  moments  of  waiting,  a  private  chat  request  popped  up  on Savannah’s screen. Wow, she thought, skipping right over the introductions, 

are  we?  Someone  must  be  excited  to  get  started.  She  accepted  the invitation, and a video chat screen popped up on her computer. She squinted at the image, but the figure on the other side of the connection was hazy. 

“Hey,” she drawled in her best California manner. 

“Hey,” said the voice of a young man. Of course, Savannah thought, the young ones always line up for Candace, don’t they? 

“What brings you here this evening?” Savannah asked. 

“Oh,” the young man said, “Just looking for a little company. It’s been a really rough day.” 

“Yeah?”  Said  Savannah,  leaning  forward  so  that  her  modest  cleavage was as bared as it could be without giving away the punchline, “You wanna tell me about it?” 

“Okay...” 

“You’ve got to tip me, first,” Savannah said. 

“Huh?” 

“You have to tip me if you want to stay on the line. That’s how this site works. We go into private chat, and you pay me by the minute, plus extra if you want me to do anything but just sit here all night.” 

“Oh.” 

“Haven’t you ever used a site like this?” 

“No... No, I haven’t.” 

“I see...” 

“Ok... Let me just...” 

A little “ca-ching” noise sounded on Candace’s end of the transmission, signaling that her chat buddy had sent a little something extra her way. 

“Proceed,” she prompted. 

“Well, it’s just that there’s this girl in a few of my classes—” 

“High school classes?” 

“College.” 

“Sorry, I can’t see your face in that lighting. You sound pretty young.” 

“Gee. Thanks.” 

“Don’t mention it. So, this girl?” 

“Yeah.  She’s  driving  me  nuts.  I  mean,  I  know  that  she’s  totally  out  of my league, but I see something... vulnerable in her. And I can’t get her off my mind.” 

“And you want me to help you? Get her off your mind?” 

“That’d be nice.” 

“No problem. What would you like?” 

“Do you... Uh... Have an suggestions?” 

“I could take my top off?” 

“Okay.” 

“Tip please.” 

Ca-ching, went the computer, and Savannah smiled. This was going to be a good haul, she could tell. With practiced ease, she loosened the strap of her halter top, allowing the garment to fall slowly away from her breasts. 

Her viewer gasped as he realized that she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

“Surprised?” she said, “Just you wait.” 

As the sound of the boy’s breathing began to quicken, Savannah ran her hands down the length of her body and brought them to rest on her breasts. 

Gently,  she  closed  the  thumbs  and  forefingers  around  her  nipples  and pinched, remembering the way Gus had sent her over the edge earlier that day. Remembering him, and pushed along by the excited breathing on the other end of the line, Savannah felt herself becoming wet. This was by far the best part of the job—that she got to get herself off while someone else footed the bill. 

She pinched and tweaked her nipples, pulling herself onto her knees in front of the webcam so that her watcher had a better view. 

“That’s... That’s great...” he said. 

“Want me to do more?” 

Ca-ching. 

Savannah smiled to herself. She let her fingers trace an excruciatingly slow  trail  down  her  flat  stomach,  letting  the  anticipation  of  the  moment drive  her  viewer  up  the  wall.  With  her  tits  already  fully  bared,  Savannah unclasped the back of her skirt, letting the loose cotton fall away. She was wearing  a  pair  of  hipster  panties.  She’d  come  to  understand,  through  her dealings with the opposite sex, that a thong was not the best way to go, in most  cases.  Most  men  liked  to  see  a  little  juvenile  vulnerability  once  the skirt or pants were gone. And nothing says, “fuck me gently”, like a pair of modest briefs. 

“What do you think?” Savannah said, “Should I take them off?” 

Ca-ching. 

“Not so fast,” she said, crawling toward the camera with her tits on full display, “What’re you up to over there?” 

“What do you mean?” said her mystery viewer. 

“I mean, do you have it out?” she said. 

“Do I...?” 

“Aren’t you gonna touch yourself?” she asked incredulously. 

“I... hadn’t thought about it.” 

“Come on,” she coached, “I want you to get your money’s worth. Whip that bad boy out. I can’t see a thing!” 

From the other end of the line, Savannah heard the hasty unzipping of a young man about to be extremely satisfied. She smiled into the camera and lay down on her back, tilting the webcam down so that the boy still had a good view of all there was to see. 

“Ok,” the guy said, “Okay... Go ahead.” 

“I love to know that you’re touching yourself while you watch me,” she cooed,  running  her  fingers  under  the  elastic  of  her  panties,  “Because  that means we get to get off together.” 

“You... Uh... get off on this, too?” 

“Are you kidding?” she asked, “There’s nothing better!” 

With that, Savannah shimmied her pants down from her waist, revealing her pussy to her eager audience of one. She heard a sharp intake of breath as  she  tossed  aside  her  underwear.  Another  ca-ching  sounded  from  the computer, and Savannah smiled at the webcam. 

“Don’t worry about tipping anymore,” she said, “This part is tip enough for me.” 

With that, Savannah lowered her hands to her crotch. Spreading her legs wide in front of the all-seeing camera, she parted the lips of her pussy with one expert hand, and lowered the fingers of the other down toward her clit. 

Even she could feel how wet she’d become, and she was halfway sure that her  mysterious  viewer  could  see  her  soaking  the  sheets  beneath  her.  She heard  the  labored  breathing  and  rhythmic  jerking  of  hand  against  dick through  the  internet  connection,  and  the  knowledge  that  someone  was jerking off to her jerking off made her pleasure all that much sweeter. 

Savannah lay her middle and index finger against the tender knob of her clit  and  began  to  rub.  Pangs  of  pleasure  threatened  to  pierce  through  her spine,  her  skull,  and  her  core  as  her  fingers  rubbed  furiously  against  the

center of her being. She rocked her hips against her own hand, flicking and rubbing her clit with greater and greater intensity. 

“Oh, my god...” said the voice from the screen. 

Savannah laughed, savoring the nearly intolerable build of pressure, and the  need  of  that  pleasure  to  be  released  through  her  body.  She  threw  her head back in blissful agony. Images of that afternoon, forced back upon the professor's  desk,  along  with  the  idea  of  this  lonely  boy  wildly  pleasuring himself to her image, flooded her mind. 

“Put your fingers inside of yourself,” gasped the boy on the other side, 

“I want to pretend that it’s me with my hand in your pussy. Please, please just finger yourself for me.” 

Savannah  happily  obliged,  sliding  the  fingers  of  her  spare  hand  as  far into her pussy as she could while rubbing her clit furiously. The pressure of her  own  fingers  inside  of  her,  the  ecstasy  of  her  screaming  clit,  and  the watching  eyes  of  this  intrepid  youngster  overcame  Savannah.  She  came violently  against  the  pink  sheet  beneath  her,  listening  as  her  watcher groaned, surely cumming just as vigorously on his end. 

She lay back, spent. She’d had quite a few of these online sessions, but not every one of them was as rewarding as this had been. Not only had she managed  to  soak  through  her  sheets  with  her  own  glorious  cum,  she’d initiated some kid into her fold. He was lucky to be here in her company, whether he knew it fully or not. Now that he was in her good graces, god only knew what kind of trouble they would get in together. 

Savannah  pulled  herself  onto  her  elbows  and  grinned  at  the  webcam. 

The image on the other side of the screen had gone still. He was probably as worn out as she was. Still, she playfully spread her legs a little wider, giving him his money’s worth. 

“So, stud,” Savannah cooed, “What did you think of your first time?” 

More silence on the other end. 

“Hello? Buddy boy?” Savannah said, squinting against his dark image. 

Suddenly,  a  light  turned  on  in  the  boy’s  room,  bathing  his  image  in  clear light. Savannah squinted at the screen and felt her stomach drop. 

“Savannah?!”  the  boy  on  the  other  side  of  the  computer  screeched. 

Savannah saw, out of the corner of her eye, that the wig had been knocked loose  from  her  head.  She  stared  at  the  computer  like  a  deer  in  the headlights, and realized with horror who she had just jerked off for. 

“Jeremy?!” she screeched, reaching for her pillow to cover herself up, 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing, pervert?” 

“I... You... It says that your name is Candace!” 

“It’s a stage name, asshole!” 

“How was I supposed to—” 

“Shut up! Nobody finds out about this, ok? If you tell anyone, I’ll let the entire school know what a tiny little member you have.” 

“You didn’t see—” 

“It  doesn’t  matter!”  Savannah  cried,  severing  the  internet  connection. 

Her naked chest heaved with the humiliation of this encounter. How could she  was  not  recognized  his  voice?  She  buried  her  head  in  her  pillow, mortified.  Well,  she  thought,  with  Gus  and  Jeremy  in  the  same  room,  my next Representations of Women class is sure to be fan-fucking-tastic.” 




###

    

Thank You for Reading! 



Connect with me and find my other work online at: www.DeniseAvery.com



Smashwords



The  following  is  an  excerpt  from  the  next  episode  in  The Love And Submission Series –  For His Lust Savannah and Claire are no longer on speaking terms, what can she do to make Claire see things her way? Savannah meets her mystery man after he makes multiple generous donations to her bank account. He invites her over to interview for a new book he's writing on the sex trade, an obvious bullshit story he's made up just to get her into his apartment. Things heat up and although the interview is about sex, it is more physical than anything else and Savannah may be catching feelings for this incredible man already. 

  Read on for a small taste:

“How’s this,” Marshall said, “I’ll tell you what’s in the drink when you tell me your name.” 

“Hmm...” Savannah considered his proposition, “Maybe it’s better that we keep our secrets to ourselves.” 

“Does  that  mean  that  I  don’t  get  to  find  out  what’s  under  that  coat?” 

Marshall  asked,  sipping  his  cocktail.  His  lips  lingered  on  the  edge  of  his glass,  and  Savannah  wished  to  feel  them  close  around  her  clit.  She swallowed, hard, amazed at how forcefully she wanted this man she’d never met before. 

“I don’t usually do things like this,” Savannah said, setting her glass on a side table and loosening the belt of her coat. 

“Bullshit,” Marshall smiled. Placing his glass beside her’s, he knocked Savannah’s  hands  away  from  her  belt  and  scooped  her  up  into  his  arms, surprising her. “You’re practically pocket-sized aren’t you?” 

This  close,  Savannah  could  feel  the  heat  of  Marshall’s  body.  Though she’d only had a few sips of her drink, she felt absolutely drunk off of their sheer proximity. 

“Where’re we going?” she asked dizzily. 

“I’m going to interview you, remember?” he said, “I hope you won’t be offended if some of the questions get a little personal. 

Savannah  shook  her  head,  stunned.  Marshall  carried  her  through  the apartment,  into  what  she  presumed  was  the  bedroom.  There  was  a  king-sized canopy bed at the center of the room, which was furnished lusciously. 

She  gazed  around  in  amazement  as  Marshall  lay  her  out  on  the  bed.  He stood up, taking in the view of her lying prone before him, waiting. 

“First question,” he said, “Do you mind being tied up?” 

Savannah felt herself become wet at the idea of it. She shook her head. 

Marshall  tucked  under  the  bed  and  produced  a  length  of  rope.  He  leaned over Savannah and tied her arms masterfully, and as he pressed against her she could feel his dick hard against her thigh. When her arms were tied over her head, Marshall ran his hands along the sides of her body. He drank in the sight of her, groaning softly as he wrapped his large hands around her tiny ribcage. 

Marshall looked Savannah in the eye, and she felt as though she could drown  in  his  gaze.  She  hardly  noticed  as  he  moved  his  hand  between  her legs.  He  ran  his  fingers  along  her  inner  thighs,  and  his  eyes  widened  in delight as he realized that her panties we crotchless. Savannah smiled up at him and kneaded him playfully with her foot, brushing against his erection for lack of free hands. He smiled down at her and knocked her foot away. 

He wanted her concentrate on him. 
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