
        
            
                
            
        

    






Give Me a D!



A Steamy Story



 



Ian Snow









Copyright © 2022.



All rights reserved.



 



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



 



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



 



In other words, come on. Don’t be a dick.



 



Book cover credit:
 
R.L. Cover Designs










For Adara Astin,



Thanks for the killer idea!



 



 









Contains: FF, FFFF, MFFFF, oral, food play, cheerleader/librarian fun. Everyone involved in this story is eighteen or older.



 



If the three senior cheerleaders knew the filthy thoughts that paraded through Fabiana’s mind every time they bounced into the library during seventh period, what would they think? Did they have any clue how badly the thirty-year-old librarian lusted after them? How she soaked her panties trying not to stare or think about their delicious taut curves and yummy good looks?



They always came into the library instead of study hall at the end of the day to get away from the guys slobbering all over them. In Fabiana’s estimation, in all of Honeypot High, the three were the sexiest of the seniors. Most every guy in school seemed to agree – and more than a few other women, too.



That day, Rose, Annabelle, and Pippa sat at a small round table close enough to Fabiana’s desk that she could hear them talk. Her work for the day was all but done and she was quietly browsing for a new swimsuit while she listened to the three eighteen-year-old queens of the school. Their conversation started off with the usual recaps of their days, complaints about teachers, and gossip. Talk slowly shifted to plans for the weekend. With graduation on the horizon, the girls had been planning one last sleepover at Pippa’s, but it seemed that was off the table.



“I can’t believe my mom,” she said. Pippa was a tall, pretty girl who preferred long skirts and dresses that went well past her knees. The thing was, those same skirts and dresses were usually molded to her taut little ass, and her tops loved to show off the curves she had going on up there. Her light brown hair was done prettily that day, hanging low and tied back with a simple pink bow. In a cheerleader’s outfit, she exuded sex, just like the other two, but in class, she was all grace, far more beautiful than most every eighteen-year-old Fabiana had ever met.



There was a simple hierarchy to the trio, with Pippa at the bottom, Annabelle in the middle, and Rose at the top. That wasn’t to say Pippa didn’t have some sway – all the senior cheerleaders held most the school in the palms of their hands. But like a lot of cliques, there was the “it” people at the top, and the rest moved in sway to them. Pippa was exactly that latter type.



“Can you convince your dad instead?” Annabelle asked.



Pippa made a sour face. “I tried. He said yes at first but Mom got after him and he changed his mind. It’s just a sleepover with just the three of us. It’s not like we’re throwing a big party.”



“We’re eighteen! It’s so unfair!” Annabelle said.



Where Pippa was tall and lithe, Annabelle screamed Midwestern cowgirl. She was curvier than Pippa and shorter, with a cherubic oval face, a bounty of freckles Fabiana dreamed of counting with her fingers and her lips, and eyes that seemed gray when she was happy or excited and blue otherwise. Her long blonde hair was done in an intricate braid and she toyed with it constantly when she looked at the other girls. Fabiana had an inkling she was a lesbian or leaned more towards girls than guys, at the very least. She could relate, being bi herself with far more fondness for women, as evidenced by the way she was currently rubbing her hips together absently, a hand right beside her sex on her hip.



“What about your place?” Rose asked.



Rose. The deepest held fantasy of Fabiana’s career ever since the young woman turned eighteen. The word “sexpot” was modeled after women like Rose, even at her young age. Short and tight in the waist, her curves threatened to burst free of her tight top and white slacks. She was already incredibly busty, along with being blessed with a wide, curvy ass she kept taut and bouncy with obsessive lunges, kicks, and squats. Her body was pure fantasy, but it was her face that held Fabiana’s dreams. Rose had sweet doe eyes, a tight little smile with full lips, and a delightfully pointed chin that gave her something of an elfin look. She was already making plans to be a model and influencer after high school and Fabiana had no doubt she would be successful.



But Rose was a favorite not just for her looks. Under her always-amused smile and sparkling eyes was a sweetness rarely found at the head of the most popular cliques in school. She used to be bullied for some excess weight problems four or five years ago, and rather than letting the experience sour her on life, she became something greater, a friend to everyone, popular and unpopular alike. She shed the pounds and stayed true to herself even as she became a one-of-a-kind beauty, remaining one of the most liked girls in school, and deservedly so.



“No, my uncle and aunt are coming down for the weekend,” Annabelle said. “Ugh. I mean, I love them, but worst timing ever.”



“I tried to bribe my brothers to go away, but they’ve got a new video game,” Rose said, and shook her head. “I don’t want them perving on us the whole time.”



“I guess we could do it in our pajamas and make it less sexy,” Pippa said, but her heart clearly wasn’t in it.



Then what she said caught up to Fabiana’s wandering mind. Um… what? A
 sexy
 sleepover? With these three?



Annabelle groaned. “I bought the cutest cami and shorts for this.”



Fabiana imagined the blonde girl in a silky cami and tight, tight shorts and her breath caught in her throat.



Pippa gave the others a pouty face. “Same. I bought this tiny purple nightgown. It’s so cute. I wanted to show it off to you two before I show it to Shawn.”



Shawn was her boyfriend, a big stud on the wrestling team. He was nineteen, a little dumb, but he definitely filled out his shirts and jeans very nicely.  An image of his buff frame above Pippa spreading her legs wide entered Fabiana’s mind and she was openly breathing hard now, her hand creeping closer and closer to her pussy under her desk.



Rose giggled. “I was just going to wear some lingerie and a cute little wrap.”



Now that was too much. Fabiana shivered, her legs clamping together, her hand resting right on her clit and her mound. “You can have it at my place!” she blurted.



What. The. Fuck? What did she just say?



All three young women turned towards her, shocked expressions on Annabelle and Pippa’s faces. But Rose… Rose looked pleased. Surprised, maybe but she was already processing the information faster than the other two.



“What?” Annabelle asked.



“I, um, I only have one bedroom, but the living room is b-big and there would be lots of space if, um, if you had sleeping bags or you could lay out blankets.” Fabiana thought Rose’s eyes might have flicked downward towards her hand above her sex and she moved it self-consciously. The lip under the edge of the desk was small, so if she had looked, she would have seen. Oh no. Oh no no no. “I have lots of blankets,” she finished lamely.



Oh God. Fabiana knew she just made the biggest fool of herself humanly possible.



Pippa giggled. “Oh my gosh, Ms. Marceau. That is so sweet.”



“I don’t know that it would be, um, all that appropriate,” Annabelle said.”



“Oh,” Fabiana said, crestfallen but not exactly surprised. “Yes. Of course. It was a silly idea. I just thought… I live alone and it would be safe. You could have your fun and I could have some company with three of my favorite students.”



“Oh, that really is sweet,” Annabelle said.



“Yes,” Rose said. Everyone looked at her. She looked serene and pleased. “Let’s do it. Sleepover at Ms. Marceau’s.” She looked between Pippa and Annabelle. “We all love Ms. Marceau.”



“She’s the best!” Pippa declared.



Rose nodded and continued. “We can trust her, and none of us want to cancel. When else are we going to do this? This summer is maybe the next chance. No. Let’s do it now.”



Fabiana was floored. If she said yes, the others would too. Pippa and Annabelle gave each other and then the blonde librarian an analytical look. Fabiana pushed her glasses up on her nose, her thighs so fucking damp she was sure if she stood up they would see a wet spot. If she didn’t get herself off in the next few minutes, she was going to scream.



“Okay… yeah, okay!” Pippa said. “Sleepover at Ms. Marceau’s!”



“So…” Annabelle said, still not entirely on board. “Jammies, or…”



“You can dress however you like,” Fabiana said, hoping they didn’t hear the obvious quaver to her voice and knowing they probably did. “I mean, I don’t mind.”



“Okay, but you have to dress up too,” Rose said. She winked at Fabiana. “Our sexy librarian needs to show off and have fun.”



“Oh, um…” Fabiana wanted to bellow yes, God yes, look at me in my little cotton panties, you hot young sluts, but instead she whispered, “Well, um, I don’t know if that would be so appropriate…”



“But it’s okay for us to dress sexy?” Annabelle said. “Oh no. You have to join in.”



“It’s the rule!” Pippa said.



“O-okay,” Fabiana said. “Sure. Why not? I’d already be in trouble so this wouldn’t be all that much more. I don’t think we’re doing anything really wrong, but, um…”



“We can keep a secret,” Rose said, looking at the other two expectantly.



“We can,” Annabelle said, and Pippa nodded emphatically.



“Okay. And we have to talk rules. No one else. Just the three of you. No boys,” Fabiana said. “And no alcohol.”



“Aw,” Annabelle said. “All right.”



Rose and Pippa agreed too. Feeling lightheaded, Fabiana gave them her address. They set a time, and pretty soon the period ended. Annabelle picked up her bag and headed out, giving Fabiana a cheerful wave. Pippa gave the librarian a hug on the way out.



“We’re going to have so much fun!”



“We are,” Fabiana said, and chuckled weakly.



Rose hung around until her other two friends were gone, then came to the desk and ran a hand up and down Fabiana’s arm. “We really are,” she murmured, and blew a kiss to Fabiana before she left.



Fabiana lasted just long enough to rush into the backroom, slam the door shut, and lock it before she had her skirt up and her panties down. As she fantasized about all three girls in lingerie, a nightie, a cami, and sexiest of all, Rose in her lingerie, she plunged three fingers into her sopping wet cunt and cried out her much-needed satisfaction. Imagining the young women on their knees, asses thrust out, Fabiana came with lightning quickness, her pussy making deliciously wet sounds around her fingers as she kept going and going, collapsing against a countertop loaded with books and knocking half of them over. She didn’t care. Not one bit.



Annabelle, tossing back her long blonde hair and thrusting her big tits out.



Pippa, riding Fabiana’s face, that lithe little ass rocking back and forth while she made delicate mewling sounds of need.



And Rose, between Fabiana’s legs, licking, her big curvy ass up in the air, giggling softly when she made Fabiana come so hard.



“Oh, oh fuck!” she wailed. Laughter wafted to her from the library proper, and still Fabiana didn’t care. She was lost to a fantasy she didn’t yet allow herself to believe could be a reality.



* * *



Once the euphoria wore off, Fabiana realized she needed to get ready for the young women. Her go-to skin care specialist got her in for a rush waxing, her first in years. Usually she just shaved or trimmed but she wanted to look her best. Not that she actually thought this would lead to anything, but she could certainly hope.



Had Rose’s last gesture meant something? Or was Fabiana imagining it? She was imagining it.



She fretted over that and what to serve the young women until the day of the sleepover. What she did not fret over was her choice of sleepwear. She had a tank that would fit nicely to her big breasts and a pair of pajama bottoms that were tight, but not so daring that she would seem like she was too desperate.



The last period on Friday felt interminably long. Rose, Annabelle, and Pippa talked cheerfully about movie plans, all of them wanting something sexy and fun. They settled on a rom-com, a pirate movie, and a steamy thriller about a detective falling hard for the criminal he was supposed to catch.



“I hope you don’t mind some R-rated movies, Ms. Marceau?” Rose asked, her sweet eyes wide and wondering, the perfect picture of young innocence made deliciously sultry by her naughty good looks.



“Um. I don’t mind,” Fabiana said, thinking about the cheerleader porn she watched the previous night, imagining she was with the young women in the locker room as they were getting railed by a football player.



“Awesome,” Rose said, holding her eyes for a moment longer before returning her attention to her friends.



Class crept towards its end. They told Fabiana again how excited they were and thanked her again for hosting. Fabiana could only nod and smile and tell them they would have fun.



“But remember, no boys, no alcohol, and everyone have fun,” Fabiana said.



“Yes, Ms. Marceau,” Rose said, her bright smile making Fabiana light-headed all over again.



After they left, Fabiana closed up the library early and headed through the emptying halls at speed. She burst out into the parking lot, buzzing with energy and nerves. On some conscious level, she knew that Rose was openly flirting with her, but it had been so long since she had an interesting relationship that she was afraid to openly acknowledge the attraction. She was trying to keep her hopes minimal, focusing first and foremost on making sure the night was fun for the girls.



To that end, she rushed home and got everything ready to cook for that evening’s festivities. She couldn’t settle on a theme except appetizers, and so she prepped teriyaki meatballs, chicken and spicy cheese quesadillas, and bruschetta topped in various cheeses, tomatoes, and olives. At the last minute, eyeing everything, she realized she had nothing for dessert and ran to the store for ice cream, chocolate, and caramel sauce. She was pretty sure she had whipped cream at home, but grabbed a can of that while she was there, imagining spreading it across Rose’s curves and leaning down to lick it off.



She shivered pleasantly, and it had nothing to do with the cooler she was leaning into.



By the time Fabiana got home and either put everything away, she was running behind. She hurtled into the shower, swapped her glasses for contacts, touched up her makeup, and realized she had no idea if she should dress in her pajamas now or later. She decided to throw on the outfit and cover it all up in a light cardigan.



Not a bad look, she thought, eyeing herself in the mirror. As shy and nervous as Fabiana could be, she took pride in her body. It took a while to trim down the weight she gained in college but over the years she lost it all, leaving her curvy only in the places she wanted to be. She knew she wasn’t as taut as the young women about to stay over, but with tendrils of her blonde hair framing her serious-looking face, a touch of lipstick, and some emphasis to her dark eyes, she thought she had never looked better.



The doorbell rang. She heard faint laughter outside and wondered, not for the first time, if the three young women were making a joke out of her. She only faintly cared. The risk was so very much worth it.



“Coming,” Fabiana called, the first time she spoke the word that night, and far from the last.



They stood out there with overnight bags in hand and still dressed in their cheerleader outfits. Fabiana tilted her head and smiled quizzically. “Hello! Is there a game tonight?” She caught herself and stepped back. “Come on in! Sorry. I’m all over the place.”



Rose laughed lightly. In the lead, she came in first and said, “It’s all right. And no, no game. We decided to come straight here after practice. I hope you don’t mind us using your shower?”



“No, no, not at all,” Fabiana said, her throat tightening again at the thought of each of them nude in her shower, the water cascading over their yummy bodies. She couldn’t help looking at their legs. Usually the cheerleaders wore leggings or athletic shorts under the skirts. Since they wore no leggings, that probably meant the girls were in shorts, but still, her imagination ran away from her.



“Thanks,” Rose said.



“Yes, thank you again!” Pippa said, and surprised Fabiana with a great big kiss on the cheek when she passed by. It made Fabiana blush so hard she thought all the blood in her body must have gone to her head.



“Aw, she’s blushing. That’s adorable,” Annabelle said. She leaned in and kissed the other cheek. “Mwah!”



Fabiana pressed a finger to her cheek. Oh God. Oh God oh God oh God, this was a wonderful mistake. If only she could have five minutes alone with her vibrator and her dildo, she would have come with a wail that would have shattered windows. But no way was she going to sneak off right at that moment. Instead, she turned and gestured at the pillows and blankets she left in a corner. “There’s all the bedding I have. There’s quite a bit, and one of you can take the couch. And the food’s all prepared, so when you’re hungry, just let me know and I’ll get everything cooking.”



“Oh, Ms. Marceau, we were going to treat you,” Pippa said. “That’s so great.”



“We should give her a cheer,” Rose said.



Fabiana’s tongue practically rolled out of her mouth. Weakly, she said, “Oh, that’s sweet, but it’s not necessary.”



“Aw, you don’t want to see it?” Annabelle asked.



“Of course she does,” Pippa said. “She’s just being polite and shy. Huh, Ms. Marceau?” The girl walked right to Fabiana and pinched her butt, making Fabiana jump. “You know, Rose thinks you have the sexiest butt in school?”



“Pippa!” Rose said, but the way her eyes twinkled, Fabiana didn’t doubt she was in on the comment somehow. Was it true? Did she really think that?



Lower, Pippa breathed, “You know, I’m starting to thinks she’s right.”



“I… I… yes… I’d like… to see you… your routines!” Fabiana stammered. Now she was certain they were putting her on, at least a little. But she also kind of loved it. However this night was going to go, she knew firmly these girls were in charge and she would say yes to anything.



“Yay!” Pippa said, and bobbed up and down on her feet.



Annabelle looked around the room and went to the coffee table to push it to one side. Rose and Pippa guided Fabiana to her couch, and nudged her down onto it. The three young women lined up in the middle of the living room, just far enough away that their kicks wouldn’t accidentally hit their librarian.



“All right girls, ready?” Rose asked. “Three, two, one…”



As one, they shot their hips left and right. They dipped their heads and whipped their hair around. Fabiana would have giggled if she wasn’t utterly engrossed by the hypnotic display of their bodies. Their heads came back up and they raised their hands.



“Clap three times!” they cheered, clapping three times. Rose winked at Fabiana, and Fabiana clapped.



“Stomp three times!”



Fabiana stomped three times.



“Clap your hands! Stomp your feet! Ms. Marceau, Ms. Marceau, she’s so sweet! Let’s give a cheer for our favorite treat!”



Fabiana had just enough time to wonder what “favorite treat” meant, but lost her train of thought completely when the three girls kicked their legs up and raised their hands to the sky, whooping. Underneath their skirts was nothing at all. Not a stitch covering their pussies. Their naked, eighteen-year-old cheerleader pussies.



“Oh my God,” Fabiana whimpered.



They crowded her, giving her hugs, playing it off like nothing had happened. Fabiana goggled at them until Pippa knotted her hands in front of her waist and asked, “Well? What did you think?”



“It was… very, um… very… fun.”



“I think she liked it,” Annabelle said. “Should we show you some of our other routines?”



“Please!” Fabiana nearly shouted. Then, more controlled, she said again, “Yes. I’d… I’d enjoy that.”



The girls broke out into more giggles and lined up again. Their routines were familiar to Fabiana. She attended most of the home games, not so much out of any fandom to the teams, but more to stare at the yummy eighteen-year-olds, especially the cheerleaders.



But now their every cheer took on a whole new dimension. Whenever they kicked their legs or “accidentally” flipped up their skirts, she caught glimpses of shaven pussies or their bared asses. Each young woman was sweet perfection, leaving her audibly whimpering and spreading her hips several times before catching herself and clapping her thighs shut again. Now Fabiana knew for certain they knew their librarian wanted them, but were they just teasing her with some bared skin or was this going somewhere?



This went on for the better part of five minutes. They couldn’t do their more complex routines simply due to a lack of partners and space, but they ran through an exhaustive number of cheers from the football and basketball games. By the end of it, Fabiana could have come from a brush of her pussy, a breath on her lips, anything. She had to find an excuse to get away for a minute and take care of herself.



When they finished with their arms raised and a generous amount of unnecessary hopping up and down, Fabiana was speechless. They could have asked for the keys to her car and the PIN number to her debit card and she would have happily given them both. Her thoughts fled her in a wash of images she would never forget.



“Ms. Marceau?” Pippa asked. “Are you okay?”



Fabiana finally managed to focus, but still couldn’t get the machinery of her voice to work quite right. “Yuh. Yuh huh.”



Annabelle and Pippa looked at each other and winked. “I think maaaybe she liked it,” Annabelle said. “Come on. Let’s grab a shower and get changed. Pajama party!”



Rose never broke her gaze from Fabiana, her smile secretive. “I’ll help you with the cooking, if you want?”



“Um. Um,” Fabiana said. “Yes. I’d like that.”



The girls took their overnight bags into the bedroom. Annabelle and Pippa disappeared into the bathroom – together. Fabiana and Rose headed to the kitchen, starting up the oven and setting timers so everything went in or came out at just the right time.



The walls in the house were thin, and they both heard the shower start up, followed a minute later by Annabelle crying out, “Oh, God!” Fabiana looked in their direction until Rose did something that shocked her to her core, even more so than anything that came before. She brought her small hand up to Fabiana’s chin and twisted her head towards her, still smiling.



“You’re mine for a little while,” Rose said softly. Then, without warning, she leaned up and kissed Fabiana. Her lips were soft, the kiss gentle. Fabiana was too stunned to return it until the young woman pulled back, her expression melting. “Did I get it wrong? Was it one of them you were…?”



Fabiana crushed her lips to the curvy eighteen-year-old’s. The kiss was so sudden and forceful it tripped Rose up, nearly making her fall backwards. Fabiana caught her with a hand on her arm and moved it to Rose’s back.



“I’ve wanted you since you turned eighteen,” she whispered against the student’s lips. “But I thought it was wrong, that you’d think I was… I was…”



“Oh, Ms. Marceau,” Rose said back. “No. We love you. You’re our favorite. And we’ve crushed on you forever.” She licked her lips. “
 I’ve
 crushed on you forever.” Their hands roamed each other’s faces, necks, and shoulders, but Rose still had more to say and Fabiana was entranced by her. “When I was fourteen, I was being bullied. They called me all sorts of names. You… you let me hang out in the library and stood up to them when they came in after me. Every time, you fought for me. You made me realize I like women. A lot. But especially you, if you’ll have me.”



“Rose, I… you’re my student.”



“Only for a while longer,” Rose said. “And I’m eighteen. We all are.” She gestured in the direction of the bathroom. “They’re here for fun tonight. But I was hoping… maybe when I graduate, you and I could see if this is really a thing between us. We could have some fun with other girls, but I really like you, Ms. Marceau.”



Fabiana’s mind swirled. “You’re really not pranking me, are you?”



“No,” Rose said, and she slowly sank to her knees. Her fingers hooked in the waistband of Fabiana’s pajama bottoms and she slid them down over her bikini-brief clad pussy. “Ms.  Marceau?” she asked, her voice higher, questioning. “Can I lick your pussy for you?”



“Y-yes. Please, Rose… I want you so much.”



Rose looked up at her, her cheeks blooming, her breathing coming faster. She didn’t look away from Fabiana’s eyes as she pulled down her panties and slid them off her librarian’s long legs. “I really do want an us,” Rose murmured.



Then she looked down at Fabiana’s pussy, and smiled. Rose kissed her hooded clit first, and gave it a quick tease of her tongue, making Fabiana clutch at the young beauty’s hair.



“Look at you. Look at how wet you are.”



“I’m sorry…”



“Don’t be embarrassed,” Rose said, looking back up at her. “Did we do this to you?”



“Yes. Annabelle and Pippa and… especially you. You’ve always been my favorite, Rose.”



“Ms. Marceau…”



“You can call me Fabiana.”



Rose’s smile took on an impishness Fabiana loved. “I will… when I graduate. But let me have this fantasy a while longer.”



Rose dipped her head back to Fabiana’s freshly waxed pussy and slid her tongue through her folds for her first long, lazy lick. Fabiana gripped the counter behind her ass, her legs threatening to give out. Her head spun with the reality of this. Rose was actually licking her pussy… and wanted a relationship with her. It was insane, but…



“Oh God, I want you…” Fabiana moaned, her fingers going to the young woman’s head and running through her hair. “I want all of it… us… together…”



“Good,” Rose purred. And with those words, her teasing stopped and she gripped her librarian’s trim waist to hold her in place against the cupboards as she began to lick her in earnest.



Fabiana spread her legs wide, her eyes rolling up as Rose’s tongue did its magic. This very obviously couldn’t have been the first time for Rose. Her tongue moved with precision and intent, with no hesitation or shyness. And when she brought her thumb to Fabiana’s pussy and slid two fingers in, Fabiana knew it. Her Rose was very, very good at this.



“Oooh, Rose… you’re very good at this…” she moaned.



Rose’s other hand moved to Fabiana’s clit and she teased it with the pad while driving her tongue up from her fingers. When she lightly flicked Fabiana’s clit with both, Fabiana was damned grateful she was holding onto the counter. “Ohhh, ohhh, lick my clit, mmmm.”



“Oh, do you like that?” Rose asked, giving her a playful smile.



“Yesss! Oh, ohhhh, it’s so good… mmm… Rose…”



Warmth fluttered from her core, rising up and down her body in a slow sweep. Fabiana stopped speaking, lost to the sensations. Her trembling fingers went to Rose’s face in the seconds before she came. She was so embarrassed at the speed of her orgasm but there was no stopping it, not with this stunning young woman on her knees, so eagerly tending to her.



Rose’s fingers in Fabiana curled ever so slightly, brushing her walls and her sensitive spot, and the warmth exploded into a bonfire. “Roooo-se!”



Her student rushed up to kiss her, her fingers still pumping inside Fabiana as their lips met again and again, soft whimpers escaping Fabiana as she took in the young woman with finally realized need. Rose pulled her fingers free and Fabiana caught them. Still staring Rose in the eyes, she brought the fingers to her lips and sucked them, tasting herself on her favorite young student. Rose’s self-satisfied smile lost its focus, her eyes looking a little like Fabiana felt, drunk on lust.



Fabiana took the young woman by the cheeks and kissed her again. “Living room,” she gasped. “I need to taste you now.”



She was dimly conscious of the water shutting off in the bathroom but didn’t care about the other two young women. With Rose trailing behind her, Fabiana rushed to the living room. She took Rose’s arms and nudged her towards the couch. Rose dropped onto it and pulled Fabiana down to her, gripping her ass.



“I love this ass,” she said. “Pippa wasn’t joking. I think it’s the best ass in the school.”



“Oh, I think yours is pretty yummy too,” Fabiana said, resting on one knee on the couch between Rose’s legs so she could lean down and tug up the young woman’s top. She sucked in a breath at the sight of Rose’s huge natural breasts. “But these… these are pretty great too.”



Rose giggled sweetly at that, and curled a finger at Fabiana. They kissed again, with plenty of tongue this time. Fabiana pulled back, and Rose cupped her breasts, offering them up. Fabiana wasn’t going to say no, and leaned down to suck one of her large pink nipples. But she was too desperate to taste the young woman, to finally have what she desired for months. She slid lower, her fingers coming up to those big breasts and trailing down, making Rose squirm as Fabiana’s nails traced the student’s skin.



Rose pulled up her skirt, bunching it at her waist as Fabiana neared her pussy. “Ms. Marceau…” she breathed. “Fabiana…”



“Is this real?” Fabiana asked. “Please tell me yes.”



“It’s real,” Rose said.



“It is,” Annabelle said from the hallway. Neither Rose or Fabiana looked in her direction. In that moment, Fabiana dropped her lips to Rose’s cunt and took her first taste of the woman she would love forever. “She’s loved you for a long time, Ms. Marceau.”



She slipped away, back into the bathroom again to whisper loudly to Pippa what she saw. Again, Fabiana and Rose noticed none of it. Their hearts were locked together, staring at each other as Fabiana took slow, easy licks of Rose’s delicate pussy. The young, curvy girl’s chest rose and fell as she stared down at Fabiana, her angelic face looking as wondrous as Fabiana felt.



Fabiana used her thumbs to spread Rose wide for her tongue, giving the girl teasing little licks followed by longer, deeper ones that made her moan. She took her time, savoring Rose like a delicacy. Whatever trouble came from this party, either through the girls’ parents or the administration, was worth it for this moment alone, Fabiana decided. She would forever live a pariah if she had to for the sake of Rose’s moans.



And of those, she got plenty.



Rose was a vocal woman, but a quiet one, her voice rarely rising higher than a whisper as Fabiana roamed her sweet sex with her tongue. “Ohh, Ms. Marceau, you’re so good at this, mmm, I thought you would be, I dreamed about it so much…”



“I’m here, baby, I’ve got you,” Fabiana whispered back, her hot breath against Rose’s clit making her squirm with pleasure. She dropped her mouth to Rose’s nub, and the young woman jumped and tensed, her head rolling back against the couch cushions.



“Like that, please don’t stop, I’m right there already… oohhhhh, Ms. Marceau!”



Rose half-twisted, her finger rising instinctually to her lips. She sucked two fingers down, her eyes closing, and then she was coming, her butt making cute little rabbit hops. That, Fabiana knew, was not faked, and her heart soared. Rose might actually really want this. A them.



And if that was true, Fabiana would gladly give her anything. Everything.



The other two bounded out of the bathroom, Annabelle’s cami top clung to her big breasts but it was the teeny tiny boy shorts over her taut, athletic ass that really popped. Pippa’s silky nightgown barely hid her sex, and plunged so deeply it was a wonder it covered her nipples.



“Oh my God, finally, you two hooked up,” Pippa exclaimed.



Fabiana looked up at Rose and smiled shyly. “Yeah, I guess so.”



“We get to be bridesmaids,” Annabelle said.



“Erm, what?” Rose said, blushing hard. “We’re not even talking about being a real couple until after I graduate.”



“Oh bull,” Annabelle said, guiding Fabiana up to her feet. “Like you’re going to hook up with anyone else.”



“There’s you two,” Rose said. She turned to Fabiana. “You don’t mind us sharing some friends now and then, do you?”



Fabiana eyed first Annabelle, whose nipples were visible through her sheer cami, and then Pippa, who gripped the hem of her nightgown and twisted side to side. “No. I really don’t. And never these two. I love all you girls.”



Pippa leaned up and kissed her cheek. When she pulled back, she said, “But especially Rose.”



Fabiana blushed hard and nodded. “Yes. I… I do.” Rose’s lips parted at that. “But I want all of you to know, I never thought about any of you this way until you were eighteen. That made me realize what attractive young women you’d become, and then… well… I guess you’ve seen me peek in the library.”



“A few dozen times,” Annabelle said, making Pippa giggle.



“We’ve looked too,” Rose said.



“When we get together,” Pippa said, “sometimes I pretend I’m you and she gets off so fast to that.”



“Pippa!” Rose gasped.



“She’s not lying,” Annabelle said.



A timer went off in the kitchen. Pippa offered to help Fabiana with the food while the other two got their sleeping bags and blankets sorted and the movie started. The snacks would be ready soon, so the timing was perfect. At one point, Rose slipped away to use the shower and get ready for the evening. Fabiana wished she could join her.



When the snacks were out of the oven and loaded on platters, Pippa and Annabelle settled on the floor, now covered in plush comfort. Fabiana sat against the foot of the couch, eyeing the two beauties’ butts in front of her, Pippa’s completely visible under her short hem and Annabelle’s clearly outlined by her shorts. Pippa’s pussy, like Rose’s, was thin-lipped and delicate, and Fabiana fought the urge to explore it – for now.



Pippa and Annabelle loved the food, especially the bruschetta, which was good because there was a ton left in the kitchen. The movie was a fun one, a five-year-old comedy classic about a woman who got involved with three separate men over a long, sweaty Fourth of July weekend. It got a lot of complaints at the time when it was released, especially from the conservative crowd, who decried the full-frontal nudity of both the woman and the men involved and the fact that the woman wound up with all three of the guys, but that same negativity brought attention to the movie too, making ticket sales soar.



Ostensibly they watched the movie but no one really paid attention to it, talking about classes and plans for a graduation party. Pippa trailed off as she glanced towards the bathroom, and the other two looked too. Fabiana swallowed hard. Rose stepped down the hallway in a lace bodysuit, more holes than fabric, with absolutely nothing on underneath and a gauzy wrap draped around her shoulders. She bounced with every step, her hips swaying with deliberate seductiveness, and she giggled at the three women gazing at her.



“Jesus, Rose,” Annabelle said. “That is… you look…”



“You… you sleep in that?” Fabiana asked, her mouth dry as she gaped at the young woman. Her lover, now, though the thought was so strange and foreign yet it didn’t carry the impact it would when it fully settled in.



“Oh, no,” Rose said. “I don’t sleep in anything at all.”



Pippa giggled and buried her head against the pillows. “It’s true. She slept over once and went to the bathroom naked. My dad was still up working and saw her. I think he about had a heart attack.”



“Understandable,” Fabiana said.



Rose dropped down next to her and looked at the food. “Oooh, this all looks so good,” she said.



“Try a bite,” Fabiana said, lifting the lid off a chafing dish holding the quesadillas. She picked one up, and shyly, brought it slowly to Rose’s lips. The other two watched, entranced, as Rose took a small bite, looking Fabiana in the eyes.



After she swallowed, she said demurely, “Amazing. But not as good as you taste.”



They settled in to watch the rest of the movie, talk, and snack. Ice cream, it was decided, would wait for the pirate movie. Pippa asked Fabiana about how she became a librarian. It wasn’t her plan at all, she explained. She had an English degree and meant to go into the publishing side of things, but couldn’t find a job.



“I do some editing for some independent writers,” she said, “but I don’t make enough to shift to it completely. Not yet, anyways. That’s not so bad. I like being a librarian a lot more than I thought I would.”



“Honeypot wouldn’t be half as cool without you,” Pippa said.



Fabiana smiled and reached out to stroke the young woman’s long leg for that. “Thank you. That’s so sweet.”



She kept her hand where it was, and Rose took her other to guide it to Annabelle’s leg. Annabelle looked back, pleased, then returned her attention to the movie. The best part was coming up, when the lead, distraught over her inability to pick one of the three men she loved so much, returned home to discover all three of the men naked and waiting for her.



All four women watched the screen, drinking in the tension both in real life and on the screen. Fabiana’s fingers trailed up and down Pippa and Annabelle’s legs, Pippa was visibly squirming now, making her nightgown ride up even further, showing off her tight little ass and her wet pussy lips. Rose kissed Fabiana’s shoulder gently, watching the screen out of the corner of her eye as her hand joined the librarian on Annabelle’s skin.



Annabelle said softly, “Desmond Cutler is the hottest man alive, I swear to God.”



Pippa said, “You like him because he’s got a big one.”



“Guilty.”



“Mm. Shawn’s is even bigger.”



“No way,” Annabelle said. It might have been Fabiana’s imagination, but the whole conversation felt off somehow. Staged. Planned.



They all four watched, entranced, as the three nude men appeared from a bathroom and two bedrooms. Annabelle took the remote and paused it., pointing up at the screen as she looked at Pippa.



“Bigger than that?”



“By at least an inch.”



Annabelle shook her head, and hit play again. Pippa giggled and twisted onto her back, looking down now at Fabiana as she stared shamelessly back at Pippa’s naked lower half.



“Oops,” Pippa said, tugging down the silky fabric.



“Don’t,” Fabiana whispered. “I like the view.”



“Mm. Are you a size queen, Fabiana? When it comes to men?”



Fabiana blushed. “No. I like a confident man. Someone well kept who can take care of themselves. But I’ve never much cared about size.”



“But I’ll bet you do like them big. Filling you up.”



Fabiana hesitated, then nodded. Annabelle looked over her shoulder. “Do you have any, mm, toys?”



“Yes,” Fabiana said, her voice faint.



“Where are they?” Rose asked in her ear. Her tongue flicked Fabiana’s lobe, making her shiver. “I’ll go get some.”



“Bedroom closet. There’s a box…” Rose nipped her ear. “…up top…”



She twisted and kissed Rose, stroking her cheek and her long hair. Rose kissed her back, her hand going to one of Fabiana’s big breasts. Then, like it pained her, she pulled back and stood up, smacking her lips. She darted for the bedroom.



Annabelle wasn’t going to be ignored any longer. She twisted and came to Fabiana on her knees, her athletic butt swaying hypnotically and her breasts practically spilling out of her top. She climbed onto Fabiana’s lap as Pippa headed for the TV to swap out the DVDs.



Annabelle’s lips tasted like the rich spices of the bruschetta, and Fabiana gave her a quick flick of her tongue to lap it up. It made Annabelle giggle. She reached down and tugged up her top, her breasts not quite so big as Fabiana’s, but perkier and without much sag to them. Fabiana took advantage and leaned down to suck a nipple hungrily into her mouth, her hands going for Annabelle’s ass as the young blonde started rocking on her like she was already getting off on this. When Fabiana dipped a hand into her boy shorts and cupped Annabelle’s sex, she found out she was.



Rose came back quickly with the box as Fabiana and Annabelle shifted so Fabiana had better access and could slide two fingers into Annabelle’s tight, soaking cunt. She rode Fabiana’s hand with short bounces, her eyes locked on her librarian’s. Rose and Pippa opened the box between them on the floor in front of the TV, talking in hushed whispers as behind them the pirate movie started up. It was one Fabiana hadn’t seen before, something funny and sultry, with a buccaneer harassing a devilishly handsome Spanish captain as he transported the busty bride-to-be of a governor to the Caribbean. Like the rom-com, the movie was heavy on the sex scenes and dripping with lust, but Fabiana didn’t pay a single minute of it any attention that night, not when she had Annabelle on her lap and her fingers buried in her pussy.



Touches brushed her neck, her shoulders. “Lay back, Ms. Marceau,” Pippa said. “I want to take care of you and I know Annabelle is going to want to sit on your pretty face.”



Annabelle moved just far enough that the pair could undress again, though the blonde student never strayed too far from the sexy librarian. When they were both nude again, she guided Fabiana onto her back, kissing her hard before quickly whipping around on her knees and dropping her bare pussy onto Fabiana’s face.



“Mmmm, yesss, lick my pussy, slut,” Annabelle said.



Rose jumped in quickly. “Maybe we should ask first if she’s okay with dirty talk, Ann.”



“Oh shit, I’m sorry, Ms. Marceau,” Annabelle said. “I get… vocal.”



“I like it,” Fabiana said. “It’s sexy. And I am a slut for you girls.” She took a long lap of Annabelle’s pussy and liked her darker, muskier taste. “Mm, the things I think about when I have you last period…”



“Yeah?” Annabelle asked throatily.



“Oh yes,” Fabiana said, running her hands over Annabelle’s firm, juicy butt. I get so wet when you three leave I have to take care of myself.”



“Right there? In the library?” Pippa asked. Fabiana hadn’t seen her move but now she realized the slim beauty was between her legs. She widened her hips and something buzzed on. A finger vibe, she soon realized, when it was pressed to her pussy.



“Uh huh,” Fabiana moaned, both to the question and the finger vibe at her entrance.



“That’s fucking hot,” Annabelle said, her hips rocking faster.



“I have an idea,” Rose said. “Pippa, let me move you… there. Lift your leg.”



“Let me look,” Fabiana told Annabelle. The blonde rose up. Much like she was resting on her back under Annabelle, Rose was now sprawled out on her back between Fabiana’s feet, with Pippa eagerly grinding on the busty cheerleader’s face as she resumed buzzing Fabiana’s pussy with the finger vibe. A chain of sapphic lust, Fabiana thought, and pulled Annabelle back to her, moaning.



They spent long minutes like that. Annabelle was so very wet, and Fabiana loved it. She herself rode the edge hard, especially when Pippa licked one side of her pussy lips while buzzing her clit and other lip with the vibe. There was a reason it was one of her favorite toys. The lithe young woman herself rode Rose with long rhythmic rolls of her hips, though Fabiana could see little of it, given her concentration on the young woman above her. But what she didn’t miss out on were Pippa’s enthusiastic and plentiful yelps, pleased giggles, and sharp moans of, “OooooOOOOhhh!”



She barely even noticed it, but the tension that filled her throughout her time with Rose earlier dissolved easily with all three of the girls joining in. Somehow the debauchery soothed her, made her believe in a way that Rose’s early admission of her feelings – maybe even her love? – hadn’t. And so Fabiana let herself go, having fun in the moment, smacking Annabelle’s bottom and making her yelp, or reaching down to stroke Pippa’s head as she eagerly licked and sucked on Fabiana’s clit.



With that release of tension came release of a more pleasurable kind.



Her orgasm this time was a slow boil, but no less hot for it. It felt like her core was a tea kettle, the pressure building, building. She dug her fingers into Annabelle’s hips, her mouth falling open, her tongue stilling. Annabelle still rode her, but noticed the change and said to the others, “I think Ms. Marceau’s about to come, Pippa.”



“Mmm, do it,” Pippa moaned, “come for me…”



“Pippa…” Fabiana moaned, and clenched up, still clutching Annabelle, her whole body freezing in the moments before she came. “Ohhhhhh!”



It washed over her, pushed her mind to a blank, happy space again. She was aware of jostling for position, and a new tongue bathed her clit, her pussy. Annabelle, now locked with her in a sixty-nine. They spilled sideways and somehow Fabiana wound up on top, eagerly lapping at Annabelle’s pussy, her fingers skimming her skin, light dances the young woman loved..



“F-fuck, Ms. Marceau, lick my pussy, oooohhhh, yesss, that’s the fucking spot, right there, right like that…”



Beside them, Rose and Pippa imitated the pair, Pippa on top, now using her incredible toy and tongue combination on Rose while the other girl had a yellow dildo in hand, working the first few inches in and out of Pippa fast, the toy making little wet noises every time.



“Oh Rose, Rose, you always make me come so fast,” Pippa said, her voice high and breathless. “Oh God, oh God, ohhhh, mmmm, fu-uck!”



She came up, her eyes closing, back arching, and the finger vibe dropped to the bedding underneath them. Fabiana snatched at it and pressed it not to Annabelle’s pussy, but slid it under her and traced the entrance to her bud with it.



“Oh fuck, oh FUCK!” Annabelle cried out. “She’s teasing my ass, she’s got it right there, it feels so fucking GOOD!”



Less than a minute after her friend, Annabelle came with a hard jolt, her head bobbing up and down, her feet making fast circles. Fabiana kept going with her, teasing her bud, licking her pussy, and fingering her fast and hard, her digits a blur. Annabelle came again, no words this time, just a gurgle of pleasure as she shook.



Fabiana came up off her, and Rose rushed her on her knees to crush her lips against Fabiana’s, tasting her friend. They both looked at Pippa as one and Fabiana took the yellow dildo, winking. Rose leaned back and watched, fingering her sex as Fabiana got Pippa onto her back. She brought up Pippa’s legs and put them over her shoulders, leaving the girl resting almost on her neck. With Pippa trapped like that, she brought the dildo back to her pussy at the same time as she moved the vibrator to her bud.



“Ohhhhh, Ms. Marceau!” Pippa cried out. “That’s… ungh… that’s fucking amazing!”



Rose fingered herself as Fabiana stuffed Pippa’s pussy and teased her bud at the same time, Pippa’s gorgeous long legs kicked at the air in an almost bicycling-like motion, her hands stretching up behind her head as she gurgled, “Oooh! Ooooooh! Ooooh! Ms. Mar-ceau!”



She came fast like that, a sob wrenching free of her and tears of pleasure rolling down her cheeks. Fabiana saw and thought she hurt the young woman. She let down Pippa’s legs but Pippa wrapped them right back around her.



“Come here, come here, come here,” Pippa begged. Fabiana did, dropping and starting to stammer an apology, but Pippa, still with her legs wrapped around her, clung to the librarian and kissed her with fiery butterfly brushes of her lips, kissing everything and anything she could. Fabiana realized what the tears were and smiled tentatively against the young woman’s lips.



“Good?” she asked.



“Best orgasm of my life,” Pippa croaked. “And that’s saying something, with these two around. I want to pay you back.”



“I have an idea about that,” Rose said. “Fabiana, could you excuse us a minute?”



“Um. Sure?” Fabiana asked. Pippa untangled herself and Fabiana helped her up to her feet. The trio of young women pranced away to the kitchen. Muted whispers carried through the small house, but they were unintelligible. From her spot in the living room, Fabiana had a clear view of the dining table, since there was no formal dining space and it was really just sandwiched between the two rooms. Annabelle came out and cleared the table of its centerpiece and an errant bottle of pop someone left there. She blew Fabiana a kiss, and Fabiana smiled back.



A minute later, Rose came back out. “Do you trust me, Fabiana?” she asked, almost shyly.



“I do,” Fabiana said, and came to her. They shared a soft, gentle kiss, but Rose’s smile was devious, her eyes sparkling.



The young woman took her hand and guided her to the table. “Up,” she said simply, holding Fabiana’s hand to help her onto the table. Fabiana sat on the edge, wondering what was going to happen, but Rose wasn’t done guiding her. She pushed Fabiana gently onto her back, leaned down to kiss her breast, and then looked up at her librarian. “We decided it’s time for ice cream.”



With that, Pippa and Annabelle came out with one of the TV platters in hand, loaded with the chocolate and caramel sauce, whipped cream, a chocolate bar, a jar of maraschino cherries, and a half-bag of shaved almonds. Fabiana licked her lips as the girls took up spots beside and between her legs.



“Whipped cream,” Rose said, holding out her hand palm up like she was a doctor asking for a scalpel.



“Whipped cream,” Pippa said, slapping the can into her friend’s hand, making both Annabelle and Fabiana giggle.



Rose opened the can, gave first her friends a shot of whipped cream right into their mouths, and then carefully added dollops to Fabiana’s mound, and her breasts. The coolness against her skin made Fabiana shiver, but the anticipation left her wet, too.



“Chocolate sauce,” Rose said.



“Chocolate sauce,” Pippa repeated, and forked it over.



Rose drizzled a zig-zagging line of the sauce from Fabiana’s neck down to the whipped cream on her mound. Next came the caramel sauce. This, she added in shorter lines along Fabian’s belly parallel to the chocolate sauce. Annabelle dipped her finger into it and tasted it before giving Fabiana her thumb to suck while Pippa and Annabelle added the cherries and almonds to the whipped cream. The chocolate came last, crumbled up and dusted along everything.



“I get the first lick,” Annabelle said.



“You already had one,” Pippa said. “It’s my turn to go first, slut.”



Annabelle stuck her tongue out but didn’t argue. Fabiana grinned and shivered as Pippa leaned over her and dipped her head to suck up one of the cherries into her mouth along with some of the cream. She bit the cherry, but kept part of it in her mouth and brought it to Fabiana’s lips. The two shared a hungry kiss, Fabiana’s hand going to the young woman’s tight bottom as she chewed the treat.



Rose dipped in next, ignoring all the possibilities and taking a lap of Fabiana’s wet, sensitive folds. “Mm, I think that’s going to be my favorite,” she said throatily, and gave Fabiana’s inner thigh a peck too.



Annabelle ran her tongue along a line of caramel sauce next, making Fabiana shiver. The young blonde offered her lips, and Fabiana kissed them, tasting the sweet sticky mess left behind. They held that kiss long enough for Pippa to get another taste, this time of some of the chocolate sauce and more of the whipped cream. Rose dragged a finger through the mess on Fabiana’s mound and sucked it off, imitating a cock in the way she slipped the digit in and out of her mouth.



By that point, Fabiana was shivering with every lick, every touch. Things devolved fast and soon all three of the young women stopped caring whose turn it was and just went for it, licking up whatever they wanted. Rose centered on her pussy and her mound, paying more and more attention to the former until she was simply eating out Fabiana again, sinking to her knees and pulling her librarian’s legs over her shoulders. Pippa cleaned off one breast and suckled at the nipple, her hands between her own thighs, playing with herself. On the other side, Annabelle did much the same, first licking up a few more lines of sauce before slowly lapping up the cream on the nipple, the only one of the three taking her time. All of them offered Fabiana a frequent taste, either of their lips or their fingers.



Such sweet wickedness took a fast toll on the sexy librarian, and Fabiana was soon writhing on the table, twisting her attention between all three. Her hands never settled on one place, roaming the backs of Pippa and Annabelle’s heads, or her own hair, or some of he messy remains on her stomach. When both young women were sucking on her nipples and Rose had her tongue buried deep in Fabiana’s cunt as she rubbed her clit with her thumbs, Fabiana cried out hoarsely with another orgasm.



But they weren’t content with just one. Rose and Pippa swapped spots, Pippa’s licking more gentle and playful but no less exciting. Still filled with lingering pleasure from her first orgasm, the young woman brought her right to the edge again.



“Nngh, Pippa… Annabelle… Roooose…!”



They pulled back, faces smeared with cream and sauce and all sorts of deliciousness. Fabiana sat upright, her hands shaking as she chuckled breathlessly. Three girls kissed her, one by one, her very favorite students. She ran her fingers through the messes on their skin and licked it up.



“If there’s a next time,” she said, “I’m making all of you draw straws so you can be the dessert and I can have a treat too.”



“Ooh, a next time?” Pippa asked.



“I’m in!” Annabelle said.



“Me too,” Rose agreed.



Pippa said, “We could do themes. Hmmm… sleepover this time… swimming party at my house?”



Fabiana thought of Pippa’s parents finding out about the school’s librarian hanging out with their daughter and her friends, but the rational part of her brain was crowded out by images of the three young women in bikinis, and she practically drooled. “Now that sounds like fun.”



Rose took Fabiana’s hand. “Come on. Let’s get you in the shower and then we’re going to go through your closet and pick you out something extra sexy to wear for the last movie.”



Considering Rose was the only one still in her sleepwear – little of it as there was on her – that seemed silly, but Fabiana caught a wink from Annabelle to Rose and figured the three must have some final surprise in store. She was right about that.



Rose stripped out of her bodysuit long enough to join Fabiana in the shower. They tended to each other with a lot more care than was strictly required to clean off the messy remains of the Fabiana sundae, losing each other in murmured words, soft kisses, and brushes of their skin.



They stayed like that until the hot water ran out, and then they stepped out to brush their teeth and dry their hair side by side. When they emerged, Annabelle and Pippa were curled up on the floor together, on their stomachs back in their sexy sleepwear, though their hands were already roaming again. The third movie played, right at the moment where the detective first encountered the Greek beauty he’d spend the next two hours chasing and bedding.



Pippa didn’t look at the emerging pair, but her eyes flicked towards the kitchen instead, a tiny, secretive smile on her face.



Rose led Fabiana into her bedroom and made her sit down on the bed while she went through her closet and dresser. Though Fabiana was just that evening ending a years-long spell of douchey hookups and a lack of satisfying sex, she liked herself in lingerie and outfits that made her body pop, so Rose had a lot to choose from.



“I want to see you in this red dress sometime,” she said throatily, holding up Fabiana’s best “fuck-me” date night outfit. “You must look-”



“Fuck!” Pippa cried out in the next room.



Fabiana stood, but Rose came to her immediately and pushed her right back down. She kissed Fabiana hungrily, her smile now wide and devilish again. “Do you trust me, baby?” she asked Fabiana, straddling her lap with the dress held out to one side.



“Y-yes,” Fabiana said, already so turned on again.



“Then ignore them for a minute. We have one last surprise for you.” Rose thought about that and added, “For all of us, really. Something extra naughty to end the night on a high note.”



Fabiana studied her student and finally nodded. She got another kiss for that, and Rose stood up. “I’ll wear it for you,” Fabiana said, looking at the dress. “There’s no way we could go out on a date, not until you’ve graduated. But here… I could make you dinner here. I could…” She heard someone grunt, and it did not sound like either Pippa or Annabelle. She closed her eyes and took three deep calming breaths, not because she was scared anymore, but because she was excited. The night was spinning so far out of her control and she kind of loved it, the wanton chaos.



“Rose.”



“Yes?” the young woman asked, going for the closet to put the dress away again.



“That was a man.”



Rose looked over her shoulder, smiling. “Yes.”



“In my house. With the three of you.”



Rose chuckled. “Yes. Are you worried?”



“Someday I get to have you?”



“If you’ll have me.”



Fabiana looked towards the door, then at her young lover. “Then no. I’m not worried.



“Good.”



A few minutes later, Rose found a sleepwear set and pulled it out to look at it, then tug at her lace bodysuit. Fabiana understood why. The two outfits weren’t exactly paired, but the tight shorts and belly-revealing top were lacy and black too, and nearly as revealing.



“We’d almost match,” Rose breathed. “Oh, this is it. This is perfect. Can I… would you be okay with me taking a picture of us together in these? It won’t get out. I won’t even share it with Pippa or Annabelle. I love them, but their siblings would find it in about a week.”



“I’d like that. Go get your phone and I’ll change.”



Rose gave her the outfit and hurried out to the living room. After a brief flurry of muted conversation, Rose came back into the bedroom and met Fabiana at her bed. They sat together, Rose dipped her head to Fabiana’s shoulder, and they took several selfies. For the last picture, Rose kissed Fabiana’s cheek, taking her by surprise. They looked each other in the eyes, and Fabiana whispered to her young lover, “Send me that one, okay?”



“I have to get your number first.”



Fabiana gave it to her, and a minute later, her phone buzzed with the sent picture. They were too busy cupping each other’s cheeks and making out again to notice. But Rose wasn’t going to be denied her last surprise, and stood up. She offered her hands to Fabiana and pulled her to her feet. “Everyone has been tested,” Rose said. “And we’re all on the shot.”



“I am too,” Fabiana said.



“Good. I think I know who he’ll want to end things with.”



“It’d be you, if he had any sense.”



“Oh, Ms. Marceau,” Rose said. “I’m going to have so much fun showing you how sexy you really are.”



Rose led the way out into the living room. The sight that awaited them was expected but no less stunning. Shawn, Pippa’s wrestler boyfriend, sat nude on Fabiana’s couch, gripping his girlfriend’s waist as she bounced up and down on his cock.



His very long,
 very
 thick cock.



Even though Pippa was giving it her best, she couldn’t take a huge amount of him. Legs spread wide, her hands on his hips, her own thrusting up and down in a manic pace, she was the picture of lust. Annabelle knelt on the couch next to them both, feeding Shawn her big breast, his hand behind her ass, his fingers buried in her pussy.



“Oh shit, oh fuck, this is Ms. Marceau’s house?” Shawn asked.



Christ, he was a slab of muscles. Every inch of him was defined, one of the most incredible specimens of his gender Fabiana had ever seen. Her eyes bugged out and she froze at the sight in front of her.



“Happy b-birthday, baby,” Pippa panted.



“It was my birthday two months ago,” he said.



“Then merry Christmas. F-fuck, oh fuck, I don’t care.”



To Fabiana, Annabelle said as she tossed her head back, “Wouldn’t be much of a sleepover if we didn’t try to sneak in a boy or two.”



Fabiana laughed, feeling light-headed but the lust coming on strong again. “Shawn, you won’t tell?”



“Not if it means a chance with you, Rose, and Annabelle.”



She should have been worried about this, but she wasn’t. Instead, she took a tentative step forward, watching Pippa bounce on Shawn’s fat cock. Sensing her trepidation, Rose took her arm and leaned up to whisper in her ear, “You can do whatever you like. Or don’t.”



Fabiana kissed her for that, Shawn staring. Fabiana came to them, kneeling slowly between their legs and staring up at Pippa as the slim young woman rocked with abandon.



“Lick us, Ms. Marceau,” she begged.



“Oh fuck,” Shawn breathed as Fabiana leaned in to do just that. Annabelle shut him up again by feeding him her tit, and Rose joined her on the other side, crowding his face with her own breasts.



Meanwhile, Fabiana stared at his slick thickness and lapped it from the base of his shaft to Pippa’s pussy spread so widely around him. The young woman had such delicate lips it looked like he would split her apart, but she endured it with happy moans and panting. She jumped when Fabiana’s tongue slid across her lips, and both the young lovers moved faster, their pleasure building.



Rose slipped down the lacy shoulders of her bodysuit and Shawn twisted his head to suck one of her nipples. His hands roamed both Annabelle and Rose’s backsides, and he slid three fingers into them, matching the pace of his girlfriend on his cock. Fabiana could see none of this, but Rose eagerly shared the details later, her hand at Fabiana’s cunt, pumping her fingers into her as she whispered what had happened.



Pippa’s erratic moans made Fabiana so wet again, so she reached a hand between her legs to play with herself as she licked with joyous abandon. She knew on some fundamental level someone in the group would talk, but she didn’t care, not then, not really ever. This insanity was worth the risk, her memories of every gasp and orgasm lasting a lifetime.



And Rose. Rose was worth everything.



But first came Pippa, and when she did come, she dropped back against her man, her hand at her clit, her ass jumping with cute little rabbit hops as she stuttered out, “Oh, ohhh, Shawn, it’s… it’s so good… mm, fuuuuck!”



She stilled and let out a wordless cry. Shawn wrapped his arms around her waist and turned his attention to her, kissing her shoulder, her neck. Annabelle, ever the greedy one, pulled her friend off him and said, “My turn.”



“I’ve wanted to fuck you forever,” Shawn said deliriously. “Get on your knees on the couch. I wanna see you lick Rose’s pussy.”



Pippa needed some help down to the ground, where she sat cross-legged to watch the action while she caught her breath. Rose rested on her back first, wiggling her ass in anticipation of Annabelle’s tongue on her. Annabelle gave a great show on her hands and knees, thrusting her ass up high as Shawn got up on the couch and gripped his slick cock.



“Fuck her good, baby,” Pippa cooed, still breathless.



“Don’t I always?” Shawn asked, making Fabiana and Rose chuckle.



He slid into Annabelle and moaned, filling her up. She could take a couple more inches of him than Pippa, a fact Annabelle was quick to point out.



“Look, Pippa, look how much more of him I can take than you.”



“Slut,” Pippa said, but her tone was dreamy.



Annabelle gave her a bratty show of sticking her tongue out, then buried that tongue against Rose as the other girl held the wispy bottoms of her lingerie to one side.



“Let’s make that easy on both of us,” Annabelle said after a few licks. She gripped the fabric, little as there was, and ripped it, making Rose gasp with mock indignation.



“You bitch!” she said. “Lick my pussy and make it up to me.”



Annabelle, being rocked backwards and forwards by Shawn’s big dick and hard fucking, chuckled throatily, then did just that. Fabiana had been standing near the head of the couch, watching all this, hand on her pussy. Pippa curled a finger at her and shifted so she was sitting on her butt, legs spread wide. She pointed at the space between her legs. “Come sit here so we can watch and I can take care of you, Ms. Marceau.”



“I should take care of you,” Fabiana said.



Pippa smiled. “That’s sweet, but I’m about done for the night. Come here. Sit.”



It was, and forever would be, Fabiana’s favorite moment with the young woman. They would hook up lots throughout the decades but it was that gentle moment in the midst of such debauchery that Fabiana held onto.



Once she sat between Pippa’s legs, Pippa scooted in close and wrapped her arms around her librarian. Her touches were gentle teases, exciting Fabiana all over. Her kisses were darker things, long and lingering and making her shiver. And all throughout that wonderful variation on a make-out session, the raunchiest scene of Fabiana’s life to that point played out in front of them as one busty cheerleader was fucked and in turn licked the pussy of another. It was far, far more powerful an image than any of Fabiana’s fantasies, and it surprised her little that just watching and Pippa’s gentle teasing made her come again, a slow rolling wave of pleasure that no one except Pippa saw, heard, or felt.



Shawn put on a hell of a show. It was clear he had some experience at this, his control never wavering. He fucked Annabelle hard enough to make the blonde bounce back and forth, her blonde hair spilling down her sweat-slickened face as she tried to lick Rose with some degree of control. But there was none to be had. Shawn had her unfocused, her eyes closed, her breasts bobbing with his every hard shove forward. Like he was some kind of porn star, he grabbed up a fistful of her long blonde hair and pulled her back, the high school wrestling stud leaning in to crush his lips to hers before pulling back and cracking her ass hard with the palm of his hand. Everyone in the room save him gasped or moaned at that, a mixture of feminine need that left Pippa chuckling darkly.



“You’ve been teasing me for so long,” he said. “And I finally get to have you.”



“Yessss,” Annabelle said, her body rocking harder and harder. “Take me, Shawn, fuck me.” Her eyes opened and she threw him a look over her shoulder, mouth wide. He fucked her harder still, his hands roaming her back before settling at her waist. His body was so tense and coiled it looked like he might be about ready to run a hundred-yard sprint.



Pippa’s mouth and tongue met Fabiana’s ear, and she murmured low enough that only they could hear, “I’m going to tell him tomorrow Annabelle is ours now. You’ll have Rose, I’ll have them. But we’ll always want you too.”



Fabiana twisted her head and kissed the young woman. She understood. Though their group might fracture in terms of who was dating who, there would always be an invitation to get together to play. She wanted that. Yes, she wanted Rose on a deeper level, but she loved both the other girls too, in their way, and didn’t want to say goodbye to them. This was not over, that kiss said.



“C-close now,” Annabelle panted. “Kiss me, Rose, kiss me please…”



Rose untangled herself and hurried off the couch to kneel on it again, this time facing Annabelle. They kissed as Shawn slowed his pace just enough to let them connect without headbutting each other. Meanwhile, Pippa helped Fabiana out of her bra and panties, her hands now dancing over Fabiana’s skin with growing urgency.



Rose clutched the back of Annabelle’s head and said against her lips, “Come for him, baby, come for Pippa’s man.”



“Pippa’s Shawn… fucking ME,” Annabelle gasped.



“That’s right,” Rose said, giving Pippa a sidelong glance and winking. “Make that bitch jealous.”



“Taking… so much… oh fuck, he feels good…”



“Goddamn, Annabelle,” Shawn moaned.



“My name… he’s saying MY name when I f-fuck…” Annabelle took a deep breath and wailed out, “When I’m… fucking HIM!”



Her whole body went boneless, arms no longer able to support her. If Rose hadn’t been right there to catch her, she might have fallen off the couch, so powerful was Annabelle’s orgasm. Shawn saw, and everyone hurried to help her. Pippa guided Annabelle down, kissing her frantically, the two of them holding each other’s faces.



“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it, it’s dirty talk,” Annabelle stammered.



“I loved it,” Pippa said, kissing her again and again. “We’re doing this… again… and again… and I’m always going… to love how jealous I am…”



“I love you, I love you so much,” Annabelle said.



“I love you, Ann, you know that,” Pippa reassured her.



Rose dropped to her knees too and took Shawn’s cock in hand. She devoured him with a deep bob of her head, her small lips spreading wide around him as she stared up at the wrestler.



“Oh, fuck, Rose,” he moaned.



Fabiana stared at Rose’s big curvy ass and moved without thinking. She knelt too, getting behind Rose and licking her pussy. Rose moaned around Shawn’s cock and sucked him harder, faster. Shawn gripped a handful of her hair, his lips drawn back like a grimace, but judging from the short thrusts of his cock meeting Rose’s eager lips, he was enjoying this plenty.



“Goddamn, Ms. Marceau, eat that pussy,” he said. “Fuck, Rose, you’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”



“Mmmm!” Rose moaned, then engulfed even more of his cock.



“I love those lips, but I gotta try that pussy.”



He pulled out of Rose’s mouth, and she gasped for air and wiped a line of spittle away from her lips. Pippa scrambled to her feet and whispered in her boyfriend’s ear. Shawn nodded and told Rose to rest on her back on the edge of the couch, legs dangling off the arm. “And you get on top of her, Ms. Marceau. Face to face, chest to chest. Going to fuck both of you.”



Like that, Rose and Fabiana could look into each other’s eyes. Like that, they could kiss. Their lips were locked together when Shawn slid into Rose. The young woman’s eyes closed and her breath caught.



“Oh fuck, that’s big,” she whispered.



“Is he too much, baby?” Fabiana asked her.



“No, no, I can take him.”



Rose opened her eyes again and rocked with Shawn’s first thrust. Fabiana stared up into her beautiful eyes, her fingers coming up to trail Rose’s cheeks. They kissed again, and despite Shawn’s quickening pace, Rose’s expression never shifted from beatific. Shawn slapped her ass and still she didn’t pay him any mind. He was a toy to her, a sexual device. The real heat was between the two women, the cheerleader and the librarian.



Shawn pulled out of Rose and Fabiana took a deep breath as he pried her hips apart. Rose kissed her as Fabiana had done minutes before. The size of Shawn should have impressed Fabiana, and it did on some level, but she was lost to Rose’s smile as she was filled.



On the floor, watching, Pippa said to Annabelle, “I’m so glad we did this.”



“Shhh,” Annabelle said. “Look at them.”



And it was a show. Shawn must have known by that point his role in the end of this, and stayed silent other than some grunts and moans. He let the two newly minted lovers have their togetherness, even as he hammered into them. He helped with Rose’s orgasm, that was true, but when she came, her breaths short and shuddering, it was Fabiana’s name she whimpered at the last.



Shawn kept going, but Rose looked over her shoulder. “Shawn, I need you to take her. I need to see it.”



Dutifully he pulled out with a smile. “How?” was all he asked.



“Sit on the couch again. We’re going to help her.”



Shawn did, and Fabiana stood up, her legs shaky, her pussy sore from his big dick. But she was ready to finish this, and eagerly sat down on his lap when he was ready, her ass to him per Rose’s instructions. Rose took the other girls aside and whispered to them. Pippa came back to the pair on the couch and knelt between their legs. Fabiana, stuffed full of Shawn’s cock, mewled with pleasure as Pippa started licking the joining of their flesh, the vee of her pussy stretched so wide over him.



Annabelle came to her too, resting on one knee as Fabiana began to rock on Shawn’s cock. Rose followed a moment later on the other side, and both of them leaned in to cup Fabiana’s breasts and suck at her nipples.



“My girls,” Fabiana cooed, “my favorite students…”



“Right here too,” Shawn grumbled, getting a laugh out of Fabiana. She twisted her head and he obliged her with a kiss.



But like with Rose, her attention was firmly on the three young women at that debaucherous end to the night’s fun. Pippa stared up at her with mirth in her sweet eyes, her lithe body rocking as she licked her boyfriend and her librarian. Annabelle was completely focused on her breast, teasing the nipple with a barrage of licks that sent little tingles of warmth through Fabiana all the way down to her core. And Rose, her favorite, in that moment playing the conductor, everyone in tune to her desires. Her smile at the end was her best smile, a self-satisfied one, her eyes sparkling.



The warmth blossomed, and Fabiana clutched Rose and Annabelle tight, holding them as the fire took off. She came, her body so exhausted by that point she nearly fell. She cried out with it, a joyous noise, and was completely unsurprised that Rose pulled back and called out, “Switch!” Fabiana giggled as Annabelle and Pippa hurried to swap spots, Pippa stopping first for a long, lengthy kiss of first her boyfriend and then Fabiana.



Annabelle went wild, licking with no control or reserve, and Fabiana loved it. The blonde was unleashed, her tongue everywhere, her breaths hot and heavy. She lavished Shawn’s balls, making him nearly come, then rushed to Fabiana’s mound and back to her pussy and his dick again. She even shot up at one point to give Fabiana a kiss.



“Best sleepover ever,” she said, earning a breathless laugh from Fabiana.



Like that, Annabelle was back on her knees again. This time, she rubbed Fabiana’s mound and her pussy with her thumbs, alternating with her wild licks. The combination was good, so good, especially with Shawn riding the edge and starting to thrust up into Fabiana faster and faster, his teeth gritted and hands on both Pippa and Rose’s asses, Fabiana with her head dipping down, her chest rising and falling, her legs spread wide to take as much of the young stud as she could.



“Anna…” she started, then the waves hit her again, one more powerful orgasm, a fast one. She cried out with it. “Ohhhh, God! Anna…belle!”



“I’m close, I’m right there,” Shawn said through gritted teeth. “You need to switch, now.”



“We should all-” Rose said, but Annabelle shoved upwards and grabbed her arm.



“No. Get down there. You know you should be the last.”



Rose hesitated, but then she dropped. She looked up at Fabiana and clutched her hands. “Thank you. For being sweet to someone who desperately needed that in her life.”



“Rose… my Rose…” Fabiana whispered.



“I love you,” Rose whispered.



“I love you too, I love you too, oh, Rose…”



Shawn moaned, “Oh, fuck!”



He came. The warmth filled Fabiana, and it was wonderful and debaucherous and she loved it, but she flew off his cock and dragged Rose to the ground, laughing, crying. Rose was there, kissing her, gasping her name over and over again before she slithered down and sank her mouth to the mess between Fabiana’s legs. Rose ate her out one last time for the night as Pippa and Annabelle collapsed beside them, touching everything, everywhere.



In all this, none of them noticed Shawn going for his pants. Pippa did look up long enough to spot him slipping on his shirt, and mouthed the words “thank you” when his head popped through the neck. He winked, and headed out the door.



Fabiana pulled Rose up to her again, and they all kissed in pairs, each of them murmuring nothings to each other. To Rose, Annabelle said, “You two should take the bed.”



“What?” Fabiana said, pretending indignity. “We’re all staying out here. A real sleepover. And we’re all cuddling and talking about boys and maybe even having a pillow fight.”



“I don’t think I could lift my arms, let alone get into a pillow fight,” Pippa said. She was on her stomach, head twisted towards the others. “But we never did watch that third movie.”



“See?” Fabiana said. “We have to. And popcorn, we need popcorn.”



The others laughed and agreed. She was, surprisingly, catching her fifth or sixth wind of the night, and started for the kitchen to start up some good old buttery popcorn. When she reemerged with a pair of big bowls filled to the brim, Annabelle and Pippa were asleep, nestled nearly forehead-to-forehead. Rose sat against the couch, ostensibly watching the movie but really keeping an eye on the kitchen and their hostess. She patted the sleeping bag next to her and slid in.



“It’s big enough for two,” she said, almost shy.



And it was. They didn’t make love again that night, but that closeness was just as good. They rested on their stomachs, and talked, and ate popcorn, and watched the sexiest bits of the movie. Rose fell asleep sometime in the early morning, and Fabiana watched her sleep for a few minutes, stroking the hair away from the gorgeous cheerleader captain’s face. So beautiful. So sweet.



Oh Lord, she was going to be in such trouble when this got out, but every minute was worth it. Fabiana smiled, kissed her new love, and after a few minutes, fell asleep too.



* * *



Pippa cracked a yawn, and stifled it with the hand she wasn’t using to hold her overnight bag. After showers and a lazy breakfast together, they were now finally ready to say goodbye, though all of them knew they would get back together again, and soon.



“So… graduation party here?” Annabelle asked, pinching Fabiana’s butt.



“Hm,” Pippa said, thinking about that. “Shawn told me Davion and Kevin from the wrestling team have dicks as big as his.”



Fabiana gasped and held a hand to her breast. “But you’re my students!”



“Oh, just wait until Monday,” Pippa said. “I’m going to get you alone in the shelves and… well, just don’t wear any panties, okay?” She kissed Fabiana on the cheek. “Have fun, you two.”



“What?” Fabiana asked.



“A present to you for letting us stay over,” Annabelle said. “We’re covering for Rose. She’s going to have you all weekend long.”



Rose smiled up at Fabiana. “If you want.”



Fabiana smiled back. “More than anything.”



Annabelle nudged Pippa, and they started down the sidewalk. Fabiana called, “Uh uh. Get back here.” They did, and she gave them both a kiss, as much passion as she could muster, tired as she was. When she pulled back, she fought down tears. “Thank you, girls. You three really are my favorites. And tell Shawn thank you too.”



“I will,” Pippa said. “See you Monday, Ms. Marceau.”



“See you!” Annabelle said, and this time, Fabiana let them go.



She turned to Rose. The head cheerleader took her hand and brought it up to her lips. “I don’t know about you,” she said, “but I could really use a nap on a real bed.”



Fabiana laughed, and guided her young lover inside.



 



* * * * *
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