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“Her Wish. His
Command.”

 


 


Grant Hunter waited until senior year in
college to make his move on Rachel Anderson. They were among the
few in their apartment building who didn’t go on Spring Break.

 


Grant timed it to appear like he was casually
getting his mail at the same time Rachel did. When he got off the
elevator and turned into the mail alcove, Rachel was already there.
His smile threatened to expose him.

 


“Oh, hey, I thought I was the only one who
didn’t go on Spring Break, heh.” Grant spoke his line the way he’d
practiced.

 


“Don’t you fuckin’ tell me I have to!” Rachel
fumed into her phone, not realizing Grant was there.

 


After his heart dropped, Grant understood.
“Oh, sorry,” he mouthed as Rachel turned toward him and jumped
back. “I didn’t realize you were on the phone.” He smiled and
swayed in a didn’t-mean-to-disturb-you motion.

 


“Jesus Christ, you scared me!” Rachel
clutched her heart.

 


“I’m sorry--”

 


“No, not you,” Rachel said into the phone.
“Someone in my apartment just snuck up on me. Anyway, I can’t work
today. I need to take care of me. You promised.”

 


Grant’s plan disintegrated at his empty
mailbox.

 


“You promise?!” Rachel’s voice was less
agitated. “Fine. But I’m gonna start to close at ten-thirty.”

 


“Work?” Grant asked when she hung up.
Lame! he accused himself.

 


“Yeah,” she scoffed.

 


“Where do you work?”

 


“Cherry on Top.”

 


“Ice cream place?”

 


“Yep, my manager promised me a day off, since
I’m working full time over break.”

 


“Sucks. Anything I can do?” Of course
there isn’t, dumbfuck!


 


Rachel chuckled derisively. “Sure. You can
clean my apartment, do three loads of laundry and go grocery
shopping for me.”

 


“You know, I can do that.” You’re supposed
to be asking her on a date, moron!

 


“I know you can but you don’t want to.
I don’t even want to... but I’d do it if I didn’t have to
work.”

 


“No, I mean, you know, I don’t have anything
else to do, and you’re obviously in distress.”

 


“Yeah, right.” Rachel rolled her eyes and
opened her mailbox.

 


Grant pressed. “Seriously, isn’t this what
fairytales are made of? The damsel in distress and the handsome
prince dashes in to help?”

 


He did a Vanna White of his body at “handsome
prince”, and Rachel giggled. The warmth he felt when he made her
laugh was more than he’d anticipated. Even though he’d had a crush
on her for nearly two years, his goal had only been a date.

 


“Okay. So, Prince...”

 


“Um... Dashing?” he shrugged and smiled.

 


“Of course. Aside from just learning your
name, Prince Dashing, it wouldn’t be fair if you did all that for
me,” she smiled. “Thank you, though... Grant, right?”

 


“Yeah... and I understand, Rachel.”

 


He scratched his head, debating whether to
repeat his practiced offer. Rachel regarded him first with a frown
and then a smile, and tossed her junk mail in the recycle bin.

 


“Well, now I have to get ready for work.” She
walked a couple of steps toward the elevator before spinning on her
heels. “But I really wish I did have a Prince Dashing.”

 


“I’ll, uh, you know, ride back up with you,”
Grant muttered. Fucking ask her!

 


“What floor?” she asked when they got in.

 


“Six, please.”

 


“That’s my lucky number,” she said.

 


“Yeah? Nine’s mine.”

 


“That’s my floor--oh, you know that.”

 


“Yeah,” he nodded.

 


They watched the numbers light up as they
ascended.

 


Now or never!

 


Ding! “Your floor, Prince Dashing,”
Rachel said in her best impersonation of a butler.

 


“Heh, thanks.”

 


Grant placed one foot onto the sixth floor
and kept one in the elevator. NOW! “Um, so, Rachel, um, you
know, I know you don’t have any groceries, and, you know, you can’t
eat ice cream for dinner, so, you know, maybe I can make dinner for
you while you’re working?”

 


The elevator tried to close twice during his
sentence. Grant had stepped fully onto the sixth floor to better
hold the doors.

 


“Depends on what you’re making,” she
flirted.

 


“Oh, uh, I can make, you know, a lotta
things. What do you like?”

 


“Homemade lobster mac and cheese,” she
teased, thinking no male college student would know how to make
it.

 


“No way!”

 


“What?” she frowned.

 


“Would you believe I was going to make that
anyway?”

 


While looking at the floor, Grant shrugged
with his palms up... at the same time the elevator won the battle.
He was surprised to see the metal doors when he looked up.

 


You’re an idiot.

 


Grant stared at the elevator for a few
minutes, hoping Rachel would reappear. Then, he turned and slumped
to his apartment.

 


Halfway down the hall, he heard a door open
behind him. “Hey, Dashing!”

 


Grant pivoted one-eighty and smiled.

 


“What the fuck just happened?!” Rachel
demanded.

 


“Huh?”

 


“You talked about lobster mac, I glanced at a
text, and then I was at my floor.”

 


“Oh,” he smiled broadly. “Well, you know, I,
uh, was wondering if you’d believe me that I was going to make
lobster mac and cheese tonight.”

 


“You have a pretty trusting face, Grant, and
your alter-ego is Prince Dashing buuut... so here’s the
deal. You take me to your kitchen and show me the ingredients right
now or fess up to the bullshit.”

 


Grant reddened. He was extremely shy and
usually only spoke to girls if they initiated conversation. At six
foot in middle school, he had been awkward and lanky. In college,
however, girls flocked to him. His first time was with a girl who
triumphantly took his virginity... then dumped him.

 


Rachel’s playful cockiness--and the fact that
she had come back down--was almost too much.

 


“Oh, well, you know... so you want to see my
kitchen?”

 


“Not unless you want to own up to your
lies, boy,” Rachel teased with a wide grin.

 


“Um, you know, it’s this way.” Grant pointed
to his door and began walking. He thought it’d be impolite to tell
Rachel that she was wrong.

 


“Really? I thought you were gonna confess
back there. I actually have to get ready for work.”

 


Grant continued walking in silence, two steps
ahead of Rachel. His hand shook as he put the key in the lock and
turned the knob. “After you,” he said, making a sweeping
motion.

 


Rachel stepped into a duplicate of her
apartment, only Grant’s was cleaner and brighter. “Do you live with
a female?”

 


“Nope, another guy. Ron.”

 


“But it’s so clean. I mean, I guess I can’t
say that girls clean because my apartment is a disaster.”

 


“You, uh, said you didn’t have time to
clean,” Grant offered.

 


“Yeah, well, even when my roomie’s here, it
needs cleaning.”

 


“Oh.”

 


Grant watched Rachel survey the living room.
There was an air of ownership as she picked up things, inspected
them and put them back.

 


“Well,” she said, heading to the kitchen,
“let’s see about your meal planning.”

 


“Yeah, sure.”

 


The L-shaped kitchen was to the right of the
door. There was an entryway off the dining room and another next to
the door.

 


“See?” Grant asked proudly.

 


“I see a box of weird noodles and a pot of
water. Why do you have the water already in the pot?”

 


“They’re not weird, they’re fun,” Grant
declared. “They’re called cavatappi noodles, and they twist several
times.”

 


Rachel looked at the box and back at Grant
with her eyebrows raised. He defended, “Anyone can make elbow mac
and cheese.”

 


“No, you’re right, they’re fun,” she smiled.
“But it doesn’t mean it’s for lobster mac... or even mac at
all.”

 


Grant pointed to the fridge, and she opened
it. “Holy shit, is everything this organized?”


 


“Yeah, well, everyone else on the floor went
on break. When I’m bored, I like to clean and organize.”

 


“You had to work, too?”

 


“Huh?”

 


“That was an assumption. I mean, how come
you’re not on Spring Break?”

 


“Oh...” He couldn’t tell her she was
the reason or that he’d practiced his pitch for months.

 


Rachel figured he was insecure about needing
to work, so she turned back to the fridge. “Holy shit,” she
repeated. “I see a buncha cheese, so I guess you’re making
mac...”

 


“The lobster meat is in the freezer,” Grant
explained, grateful for not having to come up with an excuse.

 


“Organized, prepared... but no fresh lobster,
huh?”

 


“I know, but I can’t stand hearing them
scream.”

 


Rachel nodded. “Agreed. So you weren’t
bluffing.”

 


“Nope.” He smiled and looked at the
floor.

 


“Why the water in the pot?”

 


“Oh, yeah,” he shook his head. “I like to
prepare as much as I can beforehand.”

 


She nodded. “I should really get ready for
work.”

 


“Oh, uh, yeah. Right.”

 


He stepped aside so she could exit. She
opened the apartment door but turned to him. “I mean, as long as
you’re making my favorite, the least I can do is eat it,
right?”


 


Grant grinned. “Cool. Um, so you don’t get
off work ‘til eleven?”

 


“I told ‘em I’m closing at ten-thirty. It’s
mainly just families with the students gone, so it shouldn’t be a
problem.”

 


“Okay. I’ll wait to make it so it’ll be
fresh.”

 


“My mouth’s watering already. How long does
it take?”

 


“About a half-hour.”

 


“Okay. I can text you when I’m leaving.”

 


“Cool.”

 


Rachel stared at him, and his head spun. “So,
I’m gonna need your number, Grant.”

 


“Oh. Right. Yeah.”

 


* * * *

 


“Omigod, I know I’ve said this about a
thousand times already, but this is so good!” Rachel said
before putting another forkful in her mouth.

 


“I’m really glad you like it,” Grant
smiled.

 


“Are you going to school to be a chef?”

 


“No, it’s just something I like to do.”

 


Rachel nodded. “So, I guess, like, what’s
your major?” She bobbed her head side to side, indicating the
question was typical.

 


“Computer science.”

 


“Nice. What’re you gonna do with it?”

 


“The IT side of things.”

 


She nodded and took another bite. “Does that
mean you can fix my computer?”

 


“Maybe. I’d be happy to look at it for you.
And what’s yours?”

 


“Business administration.”

 


They were eating at the table, which Grant
had set with a runner, flowers and candles. Rachel was surprised by
the romantic overtones. She made polite comments about how nice it
was and how great things smelled when she arrived. During salad and
halfway through the main course, they made small-talk. She had
sized him up and felt comfortable.

 


“So Grant, how many girls in the building
have you lured back to your bachelor pad here?”

 


Grant laughed.

 


“That many, huh?” Rachel tensed.

 


“What? No,” he shook his head. “I’m laughing
because, you know, if you knew me, you’d never ask that
question.”

 


“How come?”

 


“Because I’m...” he looked around. “I’m not
that kinda guy.”

 


“What kinda guy?”

 


“The kind who... look, can I be honest with
you, Rachel?”

 


“I always hate that question because it makes
me think that, up to now, you’ve been totally dishonest with
me.”

 


Grant looked at her and laughed again.

 


“What’s so funny this time?” she demanded.
She started to think she had misread him.

 


“What you just said. You’re so right.” He
smiled, expecting her to join, but she didn’t. “Oh, I’m sorry.
You’re upset with me. I... I... no, I don’t lure girls here. I
mean, you know, I’ve had some girls over before and--but, like, we
were dating. But you know, I mean, I’ve never made an elaborate
table thing--is that what you’re upset about? I just thought, you
know--”

 


“Grant, I’m not mad at you.” Rachel knew she
hadn’t misread him and decided to put him out of his misery. “I was
just joking.”

 


“Oh. Okay,” he nodded.


 


“What were you going to be honest about
before?”

 


“Huh? Oh.” He looked at her, shrugged and
looked away. “I was gonna tell you that I’m really shy.”

 


“Really?” Rachel frowned. “I mean, I thought
you were sweet but also thought you did this a lot.”

 


“Nope. So that’s why I laughed.”

 


“Got it.” And she did get it. She knew he
liked her. “So the other girlfriends, did you cook for them?”

 


“Not much. They all liked to go out or didn’t
like my roommate or...”

 


“Or?”

 


“Um, I don’t even know if most of them knew I
could cook.”

 


“Wow. How do you date someone and not know
their hobbies?”

 


“Yeah, heh.” He looked up and saw her
smiling. “That’s probably why they’re exes,” he smiled.

 


“Does that mean we’re dating now?” she
teased.

 


“Wait, what?”

 



“I mean, I know your hobby is cooking,” she
grinned.

 


“I see. But it’s only one.”

 


“Okay. What are your other hobbies?”

 


“I don’t know if it’s a hobby but I’m kinda
into wine.”

 


“Mmm, I was gonna say this champagne really
complements the mac.”

 


“It’s not champagne. That’s just a region for
sparkling wine in France. What we’re drinking,” he lifted the
bottle, “is prosecco, which is Italian for sparkling wine.”

 


Rachel nodded and batted her eyes. “So are we
dating now?”

 


“Well,” he chuckled. “I don’t know what your
hobbies are.”

 


“No, you don’t.” She smiled and waited for
him to ask. When he didn’t, she said, “You’re supposed to ask
now.”

 


“Oh. I thought you didn’t want to tell me.
Rachel, I’d love to know what your hobbies are.”

 


“Well, Grant, I like to fish.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Mmm hmm,” she nodded. “My dad used to take
me on the weekends. He’s a fisherman, catching fish and seafood for
resorts and upper-class restaurants.”

 


“That’s why you like lobster mac and cheese,
huh?”

 


“I guess so,” she smiled.

 


“I bet he makes a lotta money; seafood’s
expensive.”

 


“Not even close. That’s why I have to work my
way through college. It’s a family business kinda thing. I even
taught my brothers.”

 


“That’s cool.”

 


“Yeah, I guess. You fish?”

 


“Nope, never.”

 


“How come?”

 


“My dad wasn’t a fisherman.” They both
laughed. “We don’t live by water, and I was better with
computers.”

 


They looked at each other, and Rachel
nodded.

 


“I mean, I am better with computers.
I’m kinda not really good with people. I say ‘you know’ too
much.”

 


“I noticed that earlier but you’ve been
talking just fine for a while.”

 


“Have I?” When Rachel nodded, Grant added, “I
guess I feel comfortable with you.”

 


“It’s very comfy here,” she agreed.

 


They stared at each other again, and Grant
didn’t look away.

 


“What would you say if I said I wanted to
kiss you, Grant?”

 


“I, uh--”

 


“What would you do if I kissed you, Grant?”
she asked as she walked around the table.

 


“Kiss you back... or faint.”

 


“Let’s see.”

 


Rachel stood next to Grant and leaned in to
kiss him before he could get up. She touched her lips to his, which
were warm and soft. She kissed from the left side of his mouth to
the right while looking into his eyes. Then she closed her eyes,
and pressed more insistently. Their lips parted and they
French-kissed.

 


The kiss was warm, comfortable and sensual,
and it lasted several minutes.

 


Rachel stood up and tried to move Grant’s
chair. “Would you like me to get up?” he asked.

 


“No, I want to sit down. Can you move your
chair out?”

 


“Yeah, sure.”

 


Grant moved his chair perpendicular to the
table, and Rachel straddled him. He looked at her expectantly.
“Well, you didn’t faint,” she said with a smile.

 


“Nope,” he grinned.

 


“I guess with all this me-too shit, you could
have me arrested for not getting your permission.”

 


“Nope,” he shook his head.

 


“Why, because you wouldn’t want anyone to
know you were abused by a woman?”

 


“No, because I wouldn’t want to be away from
you.”

 


“Aww.”

 


She kissed him again, and he wrapped his arms
around her. Her hips gently rocked in his lap but he fought the
urge to squeeze her ass.

 


After several minutes, she leaned back and
asked, “What are your other hobbies?”

 


Grant was afraid she didn’t like the way he
kissed. “Um, I like movies, computers--”

 


“Obviously.”

 


“--biking... yeah, obviously,” he grinned.
“What else do you like to do besides fishing?”

 


“Basketball, sewing, eating your lobster
mac.”

 


“Obviously,” he smiled.

 


“Yeah, obviously.”

 


“Do you play basketball or watch it?”

 


“Both.”

 


“Cool.”

 


They nodded and stared into each other’s
eyes. “What would you say if I moved you to the couch?” Grant
asked, lowering his hands to the small of her back.

 


“I would--”

 


“What would you say if I moved you to the
couch?” he asked, grabbing her ass and standing up.

 


He walked the short distance to the living
room and resumed the same position on the couch.

 


“Hey, you did that before I answered,” Rachel
frowned.

 


“You can still answer.”

 


“I’d ask if that was just so you could touch
my ass,” she cocked her head.

 


“Actually, that chair is really
uncomfortable, and you were pressing my left cheek into the edge of
the seat, so I had to move.”

 


“Aw, you poor baby,” she cooed.

 


“I’m okay... I got to touch your ass,” he
smiled.

 


“I’ll be the judge of it,” she said, climbing
off his lap.

 


“The judge of?”

 


“Stand up.”

 


Grant stood up and Rachel took his seat. “Let
me see,” she said.

 


“See what?”

 


“Your ass. I’ll be the judge whether it’s all
right or not.”

 


He half-smiled, trying to figure out whether
she was sincere or sarcastic. When she made circling motions with
her index finger, he double-checked. “You want me to take my pants
off?”

 


“And your underwear, yeah.”

 


Grant hadn’t ever stripped for anyone so he
took it as more clinical than seductive. He unbuckled his belt and
undid his jeans before he turned around to pull them down. His blue
T-shirt made a line just above his ass.

 


“I think this looks okay,” she said, running
her palm over his right cheek.

 


“Um, it’s the other one,” he said, angling
his left cheek toward her.

 


“Right here?” she asked, tracing a spot in
the middle.

 


“No.”

 


“Here?” she asked, moving lower.

 


“Not quite.”

 


She slid her hand to his inner thigh, and the
tips of her fingers brushed against his balls. He was instantly
hard.

 


“I see; here!” she declared, rubbing his
inner thigh.

 


He shook his head.

 


“No? But you moaned when I first touched it.”
She grazed his balls again. “There you go again.”

 


“Uhhh...” Grant didn’t want Rachel to see his
hard-on, in case he read the situation incorrectly.

 


“Does it really hurt?”

 


“Mmm mmm,” he grunted.

 


“I feel like you aren’t telling me
everything,” she teased. “Turn around.”

 


“Mmm mmm.”

 


“No? Why not?”

 


“Please...”

 


“If I’m the cause of this much pain, I want
to make it better. Please turn around.”

 


Not able to deny her command, Grant slowly
turned with his pants around his ankles. “I’m sorry,” he
whispered.

 


“For what?” She licked her lips and looked up
at him.

 


“For... for...” Grant shuddered and moved to
pull up his pants.

 


“Oh no you don’t,” Rachel said as she pushed
them back down. “It looks like you liked what I was doing back
there.” She reached around and cupped his ass.

 


“I’m sorry,” he whispered again.

 


“Is that for me?” Rachel transferred a bead
of precum to the tip of her index finger and tasted it. “Mmm. I
don’t want to make you uncomfortable, Grant, so may I please have
your permission to taste this fully?”

 


Grant looked at her incredulously. “Um, you
know, sure.”

 


His eyes were on her as she gripped his base
with ownership and squeezed. She was rewarded with another drop,
which she tasted with the tip of her tongue. Grant tried to harness
a shudder.

 


Rachel pumped his shaft slowly and watched
the cockhead tuck itself into its skin before proudly reappearing
on her downstroke. She smiled. “This is pretty impressive, Grant,”
she said without taking her eyes from it.

 


“Thank you.”

 


She danced her tongue over the tip until it
glistened with precum and spit. “I’m pretty good at this kinda
thing but I’ve never tried it with one this big. I like a
challenge, though, so I wanna try.”

 


“Mmm hmm.” He had no idea what she was
talking about but didn’t want her to stop to explain.

 


Rachel sucked in his tip and swirled her
tongue. Grant had to fight to keep from pumping, something he had
learned from previous girlfriends--though not many were into blow
jobs. Slowly, almost rhythmically, Rachel worked her mouth down his
inches.

 


She was comfortable at the three-quarter mark
and took time to bob up and down. Grant gathered her hair at the
back of her neck and watched. It felt so good.

 


After several minutes, she popped him out to
ask, “Are you ready?”

 


“Um, yeah?”

 


She quickly slid back to her mark and slowly
pushed forward. Holding an index finger in a one-minute pose, she
stared at him. He nodded, and she placed her hands on his hips. Her
tongue swished around as her nose met his stomach. Then, she
stopped moving and froze.

 


Grant froze with her in disbelief. He’d never
been deep-throated.

 


She let him go with a cough and a tear. “I
did it!” she grinned.

 


Grant smiled as his cock pulsed at the loss
of her warm mouth.

 


“Did you see? I went all the way!”

 


“Yep, I saw.”

 


“Did you like it?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Yeah. I can’t believe it, really.”

 


“Why not?” Rachel was self-conscious.

 


“I--I’ve never had someone do that
before.”

 


“Oh,” she smiled proudly. “So I’m your
first?”

 


“Heh, yeah.”

 


“Wanna see if I can do it again?”

 


“Sure.”

 


Rachel teased his cock for a long time. It
was more a game for her than a blow job for him, because she took
great pleasure in watching his reactions.

 


He knew instinctively that his cock was her
toy; therefore, he knew not to come.

 


“I wanna see how it feels inside,” Rachel
declared after she’d satisfied her oral fixation.

 


“How would you--”

 


“Do you have a condom?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I mean, I guess I should ask, do you
want to fuck me?”

 


“Why, yes, Miss, I’m happy to be of
service.”

 


They laughed, and she followed him into his
bedroom. He had a queen-sized waterbed with a green and white
comforter. There was also a desk, a dresser and a night stand, all
made out of oak, which matched the frame of the bed. On the floor
were two circular rugs in green and white, which matched the
bedding.

 


“Holy shit, it’s neat in here, too.”

 


“Yeah, I’ve been bored the whole break.”

 


“Hopefully not tonight.”

 


“No, definitely not bored tonight,” he
assured her.

 


“Is this a waterbed?!” Before Grant could
answer, Rachel pushed down and watched the mattress sway. “Omigod,
that’s so cool! I’ve never done it on a waterbed before!”

 


“It’s kind of different. I suggest having me
on the bottom for your first time. Girls kinda get squished between
the ‘waves’, if y’know what I mean.”

 


Rachel regarded him sharply, making him add,
“Or, I mean, we can try it the other way, if you want. Whatever you
want.”

 


“I thought you said you weren’t that kinda
guy, Grant.”

 


“Sorry. I’m not. I meant my girlfriends.”

 


“Oh. That makes sense,” Rachel nodded,
appeased.

 


Grant nodded and clapped his hands in front
of him and then behind him. “Um...” He opened the drawer on his
night stand. “Your wish is my command, Princess,” he smiled,
holding a condom.

 


“Thanks, Prince Dashing,” Rachel said as she
took it. “And just so you know, I was planning on being on
top.”

 


She tilted her head to the bed, and Grant
took his position. “Should I take my shirt off or?”

 


“Yeah, go ahead.” Rachel opened the wrapper
and climbed on the bed. “This is one of my favorite things to do,”
she said.

 


“I hope you have others,” Grant joked.

 


“I do, but I love sliding these down. It’s
kinda like pantyhose,” she grinned.

 


“Um, that’s not really a turn-on.”

 


She giggled. “C’mon, don’t you love the feel
of my fingers on your cock?”

 


“Yeah,” he admitted.

 


“There, all clothed. It reminds me of a big,
thick sweater by the fire in a lodge on a skiing vacation.”

 


“Well, that’s not specific at all.”

 


She playfully slapped his chest. “Haven’t you
felt snug and warm and safe in a big sweater in the winter?”

 


“Yeah, but--”

 


“It’s all about protection. And this thing
protects against things, too.” She flicked his shaft.

 


“You’re right. This is a whole new
experience.” He smiled.

 


She smiled and bit the inside of her cheek as
she cocked her head. “I see what you mean about the waves. You look
a lot smaller.”

 


“Ouch.”

 


“Omigod, stoppit. You know you’re big. I’m
talking about how you’re sinking into the mattress.”

 


“I know,” he nodded.

 


“How good are you with bras?”

 


“I hope you’re asking about taking them
off.”

 


“Yeah, what else would I be asking?”

 


“I don’t know but you got me nervous with the
pantyhose comment.”

 


“Omigod.” She slapped him again. “Let’s see
how fast you can take mine off.”

 


Grant reached up, twisted the fasteners, and
opened the bra under her shirt.

 


“Holy shit that was fast!”

 


Grant smiled and looked to his right. Rachel
shifted to lie prone, and she kissed him. He kissed her back and
hugged her. She ground her pelvis against his.

 


“Take off my top,” she said when she came up
for air.

 


After he complied, she returned to straddle
him. “You like?” she asked, doing a mini-shimmy.

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“You want to touch?”

 


“If you will let me.”

 


“Yes.”

 


Grant cupped her breasts with both hands and
lightly squeezed.

 


“I like ‘em tweaked right before I come,” she
instructed.

 


“Okay. Like this?” He twisted a bit.

 


“No, way harder with more pinch.”

 


Grant tried again and elicited a moan from
Rachel. “Just like that.”

 


“Okay.”

 


He traced his fingertips across her nipples
and then used the back of his hands.

 


“When they get hard like that, I like ‘em
sucked,” she panted.

 


Grant fought with the bed to sit before he
captured one tight nipple between his lips. His warm, wet mouth
caused her to wiggle in his lap. He gently wrapped an arm around
her waist to keep her grounded as he increased his nibbling and
paid attention to her other nipple.

 


She slid her fingers into his hair and
lightly pulled. “Mmm, that’s so good.”

 


Grant continued instead of answering.

 


After several minutes, Rachel pushed his
shoulders back. “I’m ready,” she announced.

 


Grant lay back and put his hands under his
head. He was used to dominant girls taking him cowgirl... but he
also offered the position so they could get used to his cock.

 


Rachel undid her shorts and staggered to
stand, grabbing Grant’s hands for support. Her big reveal was a
thin landing strip at the top of her pubis.

 


After resuming her position, she gripped his
base and moved the tip around her slick opening. With one hand on
his stomach and the other on his cock, she slowly slid down. Each
was in nirvana.

 


She hesitated a bit after bottoming out
before slowly riding him. Her eyes were closed, focused on her own
pleasure. Grant watched her, happy to provide her bliss.

 


When she increased the pace, he closed his
eyes. The force of her thrusting caused waves, pushing Grant deeper
into her. “Wow, this bed is helping!”

 


Grant smiled but Rachel wasn’t looking. He
was practiced in not reaching the pinnacle before his woman. Lost
in the feel of her pussy, he forgot her instructions. A light slap
on his cheek made him open his eyes.

 


“I’m close, Grant. Play with my tits.”

 


He lifted his head to move his hands. After
gently caressing her breasts, he worked her nipples like she’d
shown him. She clutched his wrists and rode him fast. As she
approached the edge, she leaned closer. By the time she came, she
was a tight ball gripping his cock, sides and arms.

 


She expelled a moan and squeezed his cock
with her sex. “Your turn,” she said.

 


“Thank you.”

 


Rachel shifted into a low doggie above him
and rested her forearms around his head. “Okay,” she whispered,
“get yourself off.”

 


He held her waist and thrust up. The bed’s
reverberation felt like double-thrusting. He squeezed harder and
pumped faster, and he sucked a nipple as he rode the wave. After
the final spurt, he sighed into her tits.

 


When he was done, Rachel lay next to him.
“Take that off,” she said.

 


Grant kept his arm around Rachel as he pulled
off the condom and let it drop to the floor.

After a brief snooze, Grant awoke first and
had to go to the bathroom but didn’t want to wake Rachel. She was
curled against him, and he felt her warm breath against his chest.
He tried to match his breathing with hers but his thoughts switched
to Spring Break.

 


His friends had harassed him for not going to
Cancun. They would’ve harassed him even more if they had known his
plan was to ask Rachel out.

 


He had second-guessed Cancun when his shyness
got the better of him. Feeling her silky skin against him and
smelling their arousal, Grant knew he had made the correct
choice.

 


Rachel was awake for several moments before
she stirred. Having sex on a first date didn’t bother her. What
did, however, was falling asleep.

 


“What time is it?” she mumbled, pushing out
of Grant’s embrace.

 


“Um, lemme see.” He reached for his phone.
“Almost three. Can I get you something?” Grant took the opportunity
to stand.

 


“No, but what are you getting?”

 


“Well, I’ll get whatever you want but I
really have to go to the bathroom.”

 


The light from the phone captured Grant’s
sheepish grin.

 


“Please don’t tell me you waited until I woke
up.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“You waited until I woke up?”

 



“Uh, I’m not allowed to tell you that.”

 


“Omigod,” she swatted at him but he was too
quick. “Go to the bathroom.”

 


“Thank you, milady. And what can I bring for
you upon my return?”

 


“Water.”

 


“As you wish.”

 


Grant bowed and backed away from the bed.
Rachel giggled. “Oh, you’re Prince Dashing. I get it.”

 


Instead of listening to her inner warning to
leave, she bounced out of bed and entered the bathroom.

 


“Uh, still occupied,” Grant called as he
stopped peeing and covered himself with his hands.

 


“I hope so,” she smiled devilishly and stared
pointedly at his hands. “Continue. I couldn’t wait, my mouth’s dry
and stinky. Is this yours?” She held up the only toothbrush.

 


“Yes, but--”

 


“You don’t mind, do you?”

 


Grant stared blankly at her, still covering
himself.

 


“I always wonder why people make such a big
deal out of sharing a toothbrush, especially just after where their
mouths have been.”

 


“Oh, you want--yeah, sure. I don’t have a
problem with that.”

 


“Good. I woulda done it even if you did,” she
grinned.

 


Grant watched Rachel squeeze an even amount
of toothpaste across the entire brush, then flick it under the
water three times before brushing. Everything she did mesmerized
him, even her gargling and spitting.

 


She glanced at Grant when she was finished
and cocked her head. “You still haven’t gone?”

 


“I, uh, no. I mean--”

 


“You’re shy about peeing in front of the girl
you just fucked?”

 


“Well--”

 


“Didn’t you share a bathroom with your
ex-girlfriends?”

 


“Not really. I kinda have performance
anxiety.”

 


Rachel chuckled. “Not from how you
just performed.”

 


“Thank you. I think it’s relegated to the
bathroom.”

 


“Gotcha. I can fix that.”

 


“Thank you,” he said again, expecting her to
leave.

 


Instead, Rachel walked behind Grant and
pulled his arms to his sides. “I’m gonna help you,” she said as she
gently held his dick and began to lightly pump.

 


Within seconds, Grant was hard. “See?” Rachel
triumphantly peered around his left arm.

 


“You haven’t done this with your
ex-boyfriends very much, have you?” Grant asked.

 


“I never have, but I’ve always wanted to.
Why?”

 


“Because it’s a lot harder to pee when you’re
hard.”

 


“How come?”

 


“I think it’s both fluids trying to get the
most attention,” Grant grimaced.

 


“Does it hurt?”

 


“Not hurt so much as uncomfortable.”

 


“So just lose your boner.”

 


“I don’t think I can with your hand around
it.”

 


Rachel let go of his rod and waited. “It’s
not going down,” she commented.

 


“Not with your naked body pressed against me
and staring at it.”

 


Rachel took a step back and turned around.
“Tell me when it’s down.”

 


Grant glanced over his shoulder and smiled.
Turning his attention to the task at hand, he concentrated on
relief.

 


“Wait!” Rachel yelled when she heard peeing.
She rushed into position and grabbed his cock. “I wanna do it!”

 


Being mid-stream, Grant didn’t have the
ability to deny her. Having never directed before, not everything
made it into the bowl. “Whoa, you really need to hold onto that
thing,” Rachel said. “But that was so cool!”

 


She grinned at Grant from his left side, and
he rolled his eyes and half-smiled.

 


“Wait, what are you doing? I thought you were
done.”

 


“There’s always a coupla drops after the main
stream that need to be shook out,” he explained.

 


“Cool. I’ll do that next time.”

 


They froze as the implication of her
statement sunk in. “I mean, if you want there to be a next time,”
Rachel added.

 


“I absolutely do,” Grant smiled.

 


He took a cleaning wipe and sanitized the
toilet and washed his hands. Rachel added her hands, and he washed
hers, too.

 


“Fresh, cold water?” he offered.

 


When she nodded, he took her hand and walked
her to the kitchen. She brushed her tits against his arm as he
reached for glasses. When he opened the fridge, she bounced his
balls on her palm.

 



“Hey, now. We don’t need any more spills,” he
joked.

 


“Okay,” she giggled. “But I think we
do need some more mac.”

 


“You hungry?”

 


“Yeah, and it was so good.”

 


She hugged and kissed him while they waited
for the microwave. When the bell chimed, Rachel grabbed the
glasses. I’ll get these, you get the rest.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Grant spooned small portions into bowls then
got forks and napkins. “Where’d you go?” he asked the empty dining
area.

 


“Where do you think, silly?” she called from
the bedroom.

 


“We can’t eat in there.”

 


“Why not?”

 


“Because... it’s the bedroom.”

 


“That’s why we’re gonna eat in
here.”

 


Grant reluctantly went to the bedroom. “I...
I’ve never eaten in here before.”

 


“Why, Prince Dashing, I do declare, will I be
your first?” Rachel said in a mock southern accent.

 


Grant smiled. “Not if I can persuade you to
go to the table with me.”

 


“Aww, seriously? You sound like my dad.”

 


“Um...”

 


“Did you like my hand around your cock when
you peed?”

 


“Aside from your inability to aim, yeah, it
wasn’t so bad.”

 


“Pfft. There’s no aiming here, so c’mere.”
She patted the mattress.

 


He carefully passed the bowls and crawled
into bed. Rachel laughed. “Is this really going against your inner
core values?”

 


“I don’t know about that but it’s definitely
strange.”

 


“After sex like that, how have you never had
midnight snacks before?”

 


“I just--”

 


“You made her go to the table, even when your
roommates were here?”

 


“That’s where you eat.”

 


Rachel watched him take a bite and maneuver
the bowl to get some water. “No one’s asked you to do this
before?”

 


“Sure, yeah,” he said, putting a tissue under
the glass and giving one to Rachel. “But I was able to get them to
the table.”

 


“You want me to make this a doily?” Rachel
waived the tissue.

 


“Please.”

 


She looked at him before accommodating him.
“It’s a fair compromise since you’re doing this for me.”

 



“Thank you.”

 


“Thank you for eating in bed.”

 


They finished their snack in silence.

 


“I’ll take these to the kitchen and wash ‘em
so they don’t get crusty,” Grant said, taking her bowl.

 


“It’s bothering you that much?”

 


“I’ll admit that it was nice to eat with you
in bed.”

 


“But now it’s time to clean?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay. I’ll come with you.”

 


“No, you don’t have to.”

 


“But it’s not fair.”

 


“I insist. My house and all,” he grinned.

 


“Well, it is warm under these
covers...”

 


Grant left and did the dishes with a wide
grin. Rachel sunk into the bed.

 


When Grant returned, Rachel confessed, “I’d
normally have left a long time ago.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“That’s all you’re gonna say; just okay?”

 


“Sometimes it takes me longer to process
things. I want to make sure I fully comprehend something before I
react.”

 


“Wow, that’s, like, really mature. But you’re
not mad?”

 


“The fact that you think I should be upset
means you normally disappoint the men you’re with... because they
want more of you than you want to give. But your comment to me was
a positive.”

 


“You think so?”

 


“Well, I mean, even though you told me you
sleep around a lot, you also told me that being with me feels
different than the others. I think that news is better.”

 


“So you’re a cup half-full kinda guy?”

 


“No, my technical training tells me a cup
half full is nothing more than half full.” He grinned. “My college
days have taught me that a half-full cup is in need of being
filled.” He glanced at Rachel.

 


“So you think I’m still here because I like
being here?”

 


“That’s for you to determine,” he said
softly.

 


“I hadn’t considered that angle.”

 


They stared at the ceiling. Grant waited for
her to speak. “You may be on to something, Prince Dashing.”

 


Grant let out a sigh and put his arm around
Rachel.

 


“But you’re also wrong.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah, as much as I liked fucking you in this
waterbed, it’s really difficult to sleep on.”

 


“It takes some getting used to but I like the
waves.”

 


“I’m not used to it.”

 


“Okay. We can stay up the rest of the night,”
Grant joked and pressed his boner against her thigh.

 


“Omigod, you’re like an adolescent who just
lost his virginity.” She backhanded his arm.

 


“I kinda feel like that but also an
experienced adolescent. Is that possible?”

 


“Omigod. So look, I can’t sleep here, and I
need to sleep.”

 


“The couch isn’t comfortable at all.”

 


“But my bed is.”

 


“I see.”

 


“And I don’t even know why I’m doing this,
but, if you’d like, you can come up to my apartment.”

 


“That’s not an offer I’d refuse.”

 


“But?” she asked.

 


“But it’s warm here, and your bed will be
cold.”

 


“Fine, we can make it warm before we go to
sleep.”

 


“Deal,” Grant grinned. He grabbed his
briefs.

 


“You don’t need underwear.”

 


“I can’t wear pants without them.”

 


“I think you can.”

 


“I’ve tried.” Grant put them on.

 


Rachel walked nude to Grant and slid his
briefs down. “It’s not like a physical thing, Grant. Besides, it’s
now a condition of you going upstairs. No underwear and no
shirt.”

 


“You can’t walk around the building like
that, Rachel. There are other people here.”

 


“I don’t care. In fact, I’m going like this.”
She held her clothes in a bunch.

 


“You’re not going to wear any
clothes?”

 


“That’s right.”

 


“But what if someone sees you?”

 


“I hope they’ll like the view.”

 


“Rachel, no. I’ll leave my briefs off, just
please put your clothes on.”

 


Her eyes sparked as she flashed a wicked
grin. “You’ll learn I don’t back down from challenges, Grant. It’s
this or nothing.” She stood with one arm on her hip, holding her
clothes in the other.

 


“Fine, but we have to wear shoes. The floors
are gross,” Grant sighed.

 


“You’re right about that.” Rachel put her
heels on.

 


On the way out, Grant grabbed his raincoat
and wrapped it around Rachel in the elevator.


 


“Hey, that wasn’t our deal!”

 


“It wasn’t discussed, so it’s acceptable.
Besides, I have no idea if they have cameras.”

 


Rachel looked up at Grant. Before she had a
chance to argue, Grant kissed her.

 


* * * *

 


They warmed Rachel’s bed cowgirl style, and
they spooned after.

 


“You don’t mind that I’m on top?” Rachel
asked sleepily.

 


“I’m used to it.”

 


Rachel chuckled. “It’s only been one
night.”

 


“No, I meant with others.”

 


“Oh, ouch.”

 


“No, I mean, most girls know how to get the
right position for themselves, and I’m bigger than most guys, so it
just seems to be the way it works.”

 


“Mmm... so how come you have exes? ‘Cause
you’ve got a nice dick.”

 


“I dunno,” he stretched then curled into a
tighter spoon, “I think they got bored with me. Or they wanted
other guys.”

 


“Other guys?”

 


“Yeah, like, they slept with them before
ending it with me.”

 


“So they cheated.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And what if I cheat?” she asked.

 


“You won’t...” he breathed.

 


“How do you know?”

 


Grant didn’t answer because he’d fallen
asleep.

 


* * * *

 


In the morning, Grant served Rachel breakfast
in bed. “Whazthis?” she asked groggily.


 


“Breakfast. A meal many in western culture
believe is the most important of the day,” he smiled.

 


“No, I mean, how? I don’t have any food
here,” she said, sitting up.

 


“I know. I went to my place and brought it
up.”

 


“What time is it?”

 


“About eight.”

 


“In the morning? On a Sunday? After we only
got, like, four hours of sleep?”

 


“I’m always up early.”

 


“Let’s see,” she grinned and looked at his
crotch.

 


“You need food first.”

 


Grant slid into bed with his plate.

 


“Did you just get in bed fully clothed?”
Rachel asked.

 


“I did, but I willingly brought food with
me,” he countered.

 


The smell of eggs and bacon beckoned. “Mmm,
this is so good,” she said with a mouthful.

 


“I’m glad you like it but it’s nothing
special.”

 


“It’s so good, though.”

 


“You just blew eggs all over the bed,” Grant
frowned.

 


“It’s my bed,” she shrugged.

 


“True, but I’m here, too.”

 


“Fully clothed,” she accused. After a few
more bites, she said, “Hey! What are under your shorts, Grant?”

 


“Heh, I think you already know,” he waggled
his eyebrows.

 


“No, I mean, are you wearing underwear?!”

 


Grant closed his eyes and dropped his
head.

 


“Grant! We had a deal!”

 


“I thought that was only a one-time thing.
Besides, you weren’t with me to protect me,” he smiled.

 


“No, it’s standard operating procedure from
now on. Any time you come up to my apartment, your balls are to be
flyin’ free.”

 


“Does that mean we’re dating now?” He flashed
another smile.

 


“I dunno, you didn’t answer last night.”

 


“What was the question?”

 


“How do you know that I won’t cheat?”

 


“You don’t seem like the type.”

 


“Did you think your exes would cheat?”

 


“No. But I never thought about it,
really.”

 


“How do you know I’m different?”

 


“It’s a more subtle thing to explain. Just
the way you are.”

 


“How am I?”

 


Rachel stopped eating and moved her food
around the plate. She kept her eyes on the eggs and held her breath
for his answer.

 


“Well, I think you’re beautiful and kind and
smart.”

 


“I’m sure you could say that about any
girl.”

 


“Most of ‘em, yeah. But you’ve got this way
about you. I don’t know, I mean, like, I’ve been teased before, and
I’ve been ridden before. But the way you tease me isn’t
condescending. It’s more like it’s, I dunno, banter. Like I’m a
part of things.”


 


“You didn’t feel like you were a part of your
previous relationships?”

 


Grant shook his head. “It’s not something I
thought about but no, I wasn’t. I felt more like their accessory,
their pet. I dunno if that makes any sense.”

 


“I think it does, kinda.”

 


“I don’t feel like an after-thought with
you.”

 


“I think I’m kinda sorry I asked. That answer
was more analytical than emotional, so.”



 


Grant looked at Rachel. Her head was down,
and she continued to play with her food.

 


“I’ve upset you. I’m sorry.” He sighed
audibly.

 


“No, I asked. It’s okay.”

 


“So, um, do you wanna know a secret?” he
asked.

 


“If you want to tell me.” She shrugged.

 


“Not unless you really wanna know.” He
elbowed her.

 


“Okaaay, fiiine. I really wanna know.”

 


“I’ve had a, you know, a crush on you for a
long time.”

 


“Really?” She looked at him with a
half-smile.

 


“Really.”

 


“You’re not just sayin’ that?” she
fished.

 


“I wasn’t gonna tell you but I don’t think I
could ever lie to you.” He shifted toward her. “I didn’t go on
Spring Break because, you know, I knew you’d be here, and, you
know, I figured my chances were higher to ask you on a date.”

 


“Wow. That sounds kinda stalkerish,” she
smiled.

 


“I mean, you know, I guess so. But I wouldn’t
ever, you know, hurt you.”

 


She saw his angst. “No, I know that,
Grant.”

 


“Good.”

 


“Thank you for telling me. I know it wasn’t
easy.”

 


“It wasn’t... but how’d you know?”

 


“You said ‘you know’ a lot.”

 


He nodded. “So, you know--shit! So, like, um,
you don’t wanna say we’re dating?”


 


“It’s been one night, Grant.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And it was great, don’t get me wrong, and I
wanna see you again... but I’m not sure I can live up to your
vision of me.”

 


“Huh?”

 


“I mean, you just admitted to crushing on me.
So that means you’ve made judgments, have expectations and all
that. So I may not be the girl you’ve been fantasizing about.”

 


“Oh. Well, now you sound like the mature one.
But I can tell you that there wasn’t anything you did last night
that disappointed me.”

 


“No? You weren’t comfortable stripping for
me.”

 


“I’d never done it but I liked it.”

 


“I don’t like your bed,” she said.

 


“You like to fuck me in it.”

 


“True. But I also love to eat in bed... and
spit crumbs all over.”

 


“I can learn to live with that.”

 


“Well, I’ll be honest with you, too, Grant.
I’ve been doing some self-analysis, and I’m still trying to figure
me out.”

 


“I think the second we stop doing that is
when we die a little.”

 


“Maybe. But I just got out of a
relationship.”

 


“Yeah, with the guy on the third floor?”

 


“Mmm hmm. Do you know why?”

 


“No. Guess I’d never make it as a criminal
stalker,” he grinned.

 


“Well, he caught me in bed with someone
else.”

 


Grant nodded slowly. “I see.”

 


Rachel scanned his face.

 


“So that’s why you wanted to know how I knew
you wouldn’t cheat on me?”

 


“I guess... because I don’t know what I’d
do.”

 


“I see,” he said again.

 


“Now I’ve hurt you.”

 


“No, just processing. I mean, you’re being
honest.”

 


“True, and I’ve never talked about sex like
this before, so openly.”

 


Grant nodded and sighed.

 


“So why don’t we just not define ‘this’ right
now?”

 


“Okay,” he nodded again. “What’re your plans
for the day?”

 


* * * *

 


Rachel and Grant spent the remaining days of
Spring Break together. Rachel taught Grant how to fish.

 


He studied the angle of the bait and how the
sunlight hit it. Then he searched for air bubbles. Rachel let him
explore, content to sit back and wait for the fish. After a
half-hour, Grant took the seat next to her.

 


They each caught a bass. Grant’s was smaller,
so he threw it back.

 


“It’s important to gut them before heading
back or your kitchen will smell like fish for a month,” Rachel
said.

 


When she reached for it, Grant intercepted
her. “I know my way around a fish,” he smiled. He expertly cleaned
it and put it in their cooler.

 


“Wow, you’d make a great fisherman.”

 


“Or a second-rate chef.”

 


“I think you’re a top-notch chef,” she
said.

 


“Thanks.”

 


“Seriously, I think I’ve become addicted to
your cooking.”

 


“Good,” he smiled.

 


After the fish was properly stored, they lay
on the grass and found pictures in clouds.

 


“That one looks like your lobster mac and
cheese,” Rachel pointed out.

 


“I think someone’s hungry.”

 


“Can I help it if most of the clouds look
like lobster mac?”

 


“It won’t take long to make the fish,” he
offered.

 


“I’m hungry for something else.”

 


“I can make lobster mac again.”

 


“Nope, something else.” She trailed her
fingertips up his arm.

 


“What’d you have in mind?”

 


“You.”

 


Grant was instantly hard but wary. “Rache,
we’re out in the open.”

 


“That’s what makes it so yummy, don’cha
think?”

 


“It won’t be so yummy if someone sees
us.”

 


“Maybe they’ll wanna join in.”

 


“Rachel...” he warned as she slid her fingers
under his shorts.

 


“Look, you’re hard. Plus, there’s plenty to
go around,” she grinned wickedly.

 


“It’s not gonna be good if we get caught,” he
said weakly.


 


“So don’t moan so loud and we won’t get
caught.”

 


Rachel’s audacity thrilled and terrified him.
She always pushed the boundaries... and always left him satisfied.
It was like she challenged him to say no to her.

 


And she was learning that saying no to her
was something he could not do.

 


“Oh god,” he moaned as she engulfed his
shaft.

 


She bobbed to his abdomen and off several
times before she popped him out. “See? I hardly gag at all
now.”

 


Grant’s cock swayed in search of her mouth.
“Yeah, you’re doing a really good job,” he gasped.

 


“I’m sorry, what?”

 


“I said you’re getting really good at
that.”

 


Rachel raised her voice. “I’m getting really
good at what?”

 


“Rachel, please.”

 


“No, I can’t hear you. You’ll have to speak
up. What am I getting good at, Grant?”

 


“Sucking my cock,” he whispered and
throbbed.

 


“Nope, y’got lower. Try again.”

 


“Sucking my cock,” he said louder.

 


“Again.”

 


Grant sighed, knowing she wouldn’t give up.
“Sucking my cock!” he yelled.

 


“What?!” she yelled. “You want me to suck
your cock?” she shouted.

 


Grant looked at her, and she held his gaze.
“Yes.”

 


“Okay--”

 


“Please,” he added.

 


“What?”

 


“I said please. Please suck my cock.”

 


“Oh,” her eyes lit up. “I like the sound of
that.”

 


“Please, Rache, just hurry.”

 


“I don’t like the sound of that. Lemme
see how begging looks on you.”

 


“Huh?”

 


“Beg me, Grant.”

 


“For what?”

 


“Well, whaddya want me to do?”

 


“Suck my cock fast so no one catches us.”

 


“Okay. So beg me for the first part, and lose
the order at the end.”

 


“Please, Rache, will you please suck my
cock?”

 


She squealed and clapped her hands. “Omigod,
that’s so cool! Do it again.”

 


“Rachel--” he warned again.

 


“Do. It. Again.”

 


“Rachel, my princess, will you please put my
cock back in your mouth and suck me off?”

 


She grinned and danced in place. “Omigod, why
does that turn me on so much?”


 


Grant moaned.

 


“Why do you sound like you’re in
distress?”

 


“Because it’s difficult to go from full-on
deep-throating to nothing.”

 


“Ohh, so you’re in pain?”

 


“Not really pain so much as discomfort.”

 


“Explain.”

 


“It’s like you’ve taken me to the edge and
then yanked me back but my cock still thinks it’s at the edge.”

 


“So you’d do anything to get my mouth back on
your cock?”

 


“I’d never force you, Rache.”

 


“No, I know. I meant, I could ask you
anything and you’d do it now because you’re so focused on a blow
job.”

 


“You can always ask me anything.”

 


“Hmm.” She glanced at his cock and stroked it
lightly. “I can feel it throbbing in my hand.”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Beg me again,” she grinned.

 


“Rache. Please.”

 


There was a tone in his plea that said she’d
pushed too far. His eyes reflected the same sentiment but also said
he’d never reprimand her.

 


She tightened her grip on his cock. “What a
good boy you’ve been, taking all that time to explain and beg. It’s
made me really wet.”

 


“Mmm,” was all he could respond.

 


“So I’m going to grant your wish, Grant,” she
giggled at the double use of “grant”. “I’m gonna do it fast so you
can get off. I won’t make you wait since you were so good.”

 


“Thank you,” he breathed.

 


When she deep-throated him again, she
concentrated on his reactions. She felt him control his hips when
they tried to rise. His face contorted a second before she felt a
throb at his base... which was a second before the explosion.

 


It happened so fast, she automatically
swallowed.


 


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he said quickly.

 


Rachel fought the urge to puke. With tears in
her eyes, she said, “No, it’s okay. I told you it’d be fast and
that you could come.”

 


“Still, I’m sorry. I mean, fuck, you’re so
good at that!”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Absolutely,” he nodded.

 


“I don’t like it but it’s not so bad,
especially every once in a while.”

 


He smiled.

 


“You ready to head back?” She stood.

 


“Um... can you gimme just a sec?” He
outstretched his arms, and she cuddled him... as he shifted back
into his shorts.

 


“You’re such a prude.” She smacked his
chest.

 


“I’m a prude?”

 


“Yeah, you are.”

 


“After what I just let you do to me when
anyone could’ve seen us?”

 


“You didn’t let me do anything. I was
always gonna do that. You tried to stop me,” she reminded
him.

 


“Okay,” he smiled, “I’m a prude.”

 


“You’re my prude.”

 


His smile widened.

 


* * * *

 


Rachel orchestrated a schedule. Grant would
cook in his kitchen while she got ready or relaxed in her
apartment. Then, he would bring the plates upstairs and they’d eat
at the table... which Grant had cleaned off when she was at
work.

 


That afternoon, he made a pot of lobster mac
for lunch and saved the fish for a romantic dinner after work.

 


She texted him throughout her shift, teasing
him about getting sucked off in public and being a prude. She also
provided instructions for dinner, which included a specific time to
be outside her door with hot food... which would be after her
shower.

 


A few hours later, she changed her mind and
texted, “I’m starving. No shower. Meet me at my apartment in
seven.”

 


“I’ll try my best,” he texted back.

 


When he arrived at her door, she was stomping
her foot. “You’re four minutes late, Grant.”

 


“I’m sorry. I prepped for the first time you
gave me. I’m surprised I’m only four minutes late, actually.”

 


“That’s not acceptable.”

 


“I don’t know what to do about it; it’s basic
math.”

 


“I’ll think of something after I eat.”

 


“Okay.” He shook his head and smiled.

 


Throughout the meal, Rachel complained about
obnoxious customers. She exaggeratedly mimicked them, and they
laughed.

 


“I’m sorry you had a crappy night at work but
it’s funny.”

 


“Yeah, good dinner conversation. I wonder if
any of them go home and talk about the ice cream shop worker.”

 


“Probably all the old guys go home and jack
off to the hot ice cream shop worker.”

 


“Ew.”

 


“Sorry.”

 


“Y’think they do?”

 


“Well, you’re hot.”

 


Rachel pondered. “It’d be cool if they
watched us from the woods this afternoon.”

 


“Ew,” he copied.

 


“Think about it, though, it would be like
we’re pornstars. And people would get off to us.”

 


“I’m glad no one was there.”

 


“Yeah, you’re a prude.”

 


“Whatever,” he said as he collected the
plates.

 


“So I’m gonna hop in the shower while you
clean up.”

 


“Okay. It shouldn’t take too long.”

 


“How long?”

 


“Just a coupla minutes.”

 


“I have a better idea.”

 


“You wanna do the dishes while I shower?” he
joked.

 


“Very funny. No, but instead of a shower, I’m
gonna take a bath.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“But you’re gonna clean me.”

 


“Like a plate?” he grinned.

 


“No, like punishment for being late with
dinner.”

 


Grant nodded. “I accept my punishment and
won’t ask for a more lenient sentence.”

 


“Wash,” she pointed to the sink.

 


“Yes, milady.”

 


* * * *

 


Grant prepared the bubble bath and disrobed
his princess. Then, he carried her from the bedroom into the tub.
After placing her gently in the water, he handed her a glass of
white wine.

 


“A girl could get used to this,” she
said.

 


“As you wish.”

 


Grant dragged a loufa over her body, and
moved it sensually around the sensitive areas. Rachel redirected
him to massage her neck, and then feet.

 


When she dozed, he ran the loufa up her legs.
She was awakened by the loufa at her sex, and she took it from him.
“Use these instead.” She pointed to a razor and shaving cream.

 


“You sure?”

 


“I’ve heard it’s one of the most sensual
things you can do as a couple.”

 


Grant warmed to the sound of “as a couple”.
Rachel moved to the edge of the tub, and Grant wrapped her in a
towel.

 


He sat on the floor and studied the stubbly
area surrounding her landing strip before applying a good dose of
shaving cream.

 


Bringing the razor in, Grant looked up.
“You’re sure you want me to do this?”

 


“I trust you, Grant.”

 


Her trust gave him confidence. His first
stroke was feather-light, and she shuddered. “Too soft!”

 


“Sorry.”

 


Knowing she wouldn’t spontaneously combust,
he pressed harder on the second stroke. And by the third, he was a
pro. He led the razor down her slit and carefully shaved the inside
hairs.

 


“Omigod, this is so sensual,” Rachel
panted.

 


“And smooth,” Grant added, fingering his
work.

 


“Um, I don’t think that’s part of it.”

 


“No, it is. A good barber always performs a
feel test.”

 


“A feel test, huh?”

 


“Yep. Rinse off.”

 


Rachel slid back into the tub, and Grant felt
the smoothness... and then some. When he glanced up, Rachel’s head
was back. He slowly fingered around her slit then down the opening.
Then he touched the smooth skin around her tuft. Lured by the
softness and wanting to please, Grant pressed the front of his
index finger against her flower and pushed in gently.

 


When she didn’t protest, he wiggled his
finger side to side before sliding it to her honey hole. He slowly
pushed in. She emitted sighs of pleasure and rocked against his
finger. He slowly worked it in and out as she made waves in the
water.

 


Her sex contracted around his finger, and he
kept still. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he whispered when she
opened her eyes.

 


She flung water at him. “I don’t want you
watching me.”

 


“You really are beautiful, Rache.”

 


She splashed again, though it lacked heart.
“I’m gonna get all pruny.”

 


Grant stood up and held a towel open, and
Rachel stepped in. He wrapped her like a burrito and carried her to
bed. “You’re my princess,” he smiled.

 


“And you’re my Prince Dashing.”

 


“I want to treat you like royalty, Rache.
Will you let me?”

 


“What are you gonna do, gimme jewels and
tiaras?”

 


“No, something else. Will you let me?” he
asked again and stared into her eyes.

 


“No.” She looked away.

 


“Rachel, please tell me why.”

 


“I’ve already told you. I don’t like it.”

 


“You haven’t experienced my skills.”

 


“No,” she repeated.

 


“Let me try.”

 


“Bring me the wine bottle.”

 


They stared at each other, and Grant nodded
slightly. He brought the wine and a glass. Then he cleaned the
bathroom.

 


When he returned, the wine was gone. “Okay.
Prince Dashing,” Rachel slurred, “treat me like the princess you
think I am.” She opened the towel and spread her legs.

 


“Thank you, Princess.”

 


Grant made love to her inner thighs until she
relaxed. Then he blew warm air on her sex and planted butterfly
kisses around the landing strip. He kissed down her slit. When she
didn’t balk, he French-kissed her nether lips.

 


Rachel was a bundle of conflicting
sensations. She simultaneously moaned and pulled his hair in
protest.

 


He ignored her fight and concentrated on
providing bliss. Eventually, she gave way to ecstasy and arched her
neck. Grant skillfully took her over the edge several times.

 


“Stop,” she gasped. “No more. Can’t.
Too...”

 


Grant smiled and lay next to her. He brought
her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it. “Milady.”


 


“Omigod, Grant, that was... that was... I
mean, like... I’m just...”

 


“Speechless?” he grinned.

 


“Fuck, that was amazing.”

 


“Thank you. But why wouldn’t you let me do
that before?”

 


She shrugged and closed her eyes.

 


He touched her cheek. “There has to be a
reason. Please tell me.”

 


“It’s stupid.”

 


“Please.”

 


“And embarrassing.”

 


“I want to make it better.”


 


She sighed. “I was with someone once who told
me that it was disgusting. That I was disgusting. And he couldn’t
get the taste out of his mouth... like, for hours.”

 


“Oh, Rache, that’s horrible. I’m sorry... but
I’m glad you told me. He probably never did it before.”

 


“He told me everyone else he’d been with was
like sugar compared to me.”

 


“I don’t believe it. He was probably insecure
and didn’t know what he was doing.”

 


“Y’think?”

 


“Rachel, I could eat you all night long.”

 


“Omigod, too much.”

 


“Or.”

 


“Or?” she asked.

 


“He could’ve been gay and in denial.”

 


“Hmm. There were a few things he did that
made me wonder.”

 


“There y’go.”

 


“Thank you, Grant.”

 


“I’m serious, Rachel. You’re the
sweetest-tasting woman I’ve ever been with.”

 


“You’re pretty amazing.”

 


“Good thing you found me,” he joked. “Plus,
you taught me a valuable lesson tonight.”

 


“I did? What?”

 


“That I should be late more often.”

 


She giggled and backhanded his shoulder.
“Wrong lesson.”

 


“Teach me, wise one.”

 


“From now on, you’re gonna be my chauffeur to
and from work so timing’s never an issue again.”

 


“It would be my pleasure.”

 


* * * *

 


Rachel had to work the last afternoon of
Spring Break. After Grant dropped her off, he ran scans on her
laptop while he made dinner.

 


He made his grandmother’s buttermilk biscuit
recipe and presented her with one when she got into the car.

 


“Mmm, so warm and buttery,” she said after a
bite.

 


“Just pulled it outta the oven right before I
got in my car.”

 


“Mmm.”

 



“Good news is your laptop just had some
malware on it, which I was able to clean up. I did a basic tuneup,
and it’s running a lot faster now.”

 


“Cool, thanks. What’d ya make for
dinner?”

 


“Beef stroganoff.”

 


“Hmm, I’m not sure if I’ve ever had
that.”

 


“So I’ll be your first.”

 


She backhanded him and finished her
biscuit.

 


When he pulled into his parking spot, she
told him, “I’m gonna change. You bring the food up.”

 


“As you wish.”

 


She was in jeans and a State T-shirt, and
carried her laptop to answer the door. “You’re right, this is way
faster!”

 


“Good.”

 


They sat down to eat. “Omigod, this is so
good, Grant!”

 


“Thank you.”

 


“You’ve gotta make this for my roomie.”

 


“I’d be happy to.”

 


Grant was worried they were in a magical
place that would end when Spring Break did. To hear Rachel make
plans afterwards was reassuring.

 


“It’ll be kinda weird to have everyone back.
I’ve kinda gotten used to having the building to ourselves,” she
mused.

 


“Yeah. So, since this is our last night
together, kinda, I wanted to take you somewhere special.”

 


“Can I wear what I’m wearing?”

 


“Yep. You always look good, though.”

 



She rolled her eyes and backhanded his arm.
“Where’re we goin’?”

 


“It’s kinda my little zen place. The
planetarium.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Yeah, I go there to escape from studying and
just when things get too stressy.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Have you been there?”

 


“Maybe when I was a freshman? I don’t really
remember.”

 


“They have shows. The one tonight is just an
intro into the night sky.”


 


“Cool.”

 


Grant took the dishes to his place and had
finished cleaning them when Rachel knocked on the door.

 


“All set?”

 


“Yep.”

 


He took her hand as they walked to the
elevator, and he held it as they walked across campus. There were a
handful of other students and a couple of families with little
kids.

 


The theater was a circle with seats around.
“Hey, these go all the way back!” Rachel bounced her eyebrows as
she leaned back in her seat.

 


“It’s not for your dirty mind, it’s for
looking at the ceiling.”

 


“The ceiling?”

 


“Yep, that’s where the movie is shown.”

 


“Cool.”

 


The lights went down and the ceiling lit up.
The movie was geared toward an elementary level. Rachel became
bored.

 


She reached for Grant’s hand, and he squeezed
hers. Seductively, she played with his fingers and kissed the back
of his hand, waiting for a reaction. But he was too engrossed in
the movie.

 


Then, she sucked in his index finger and
simulated a blow job. Grant pulled his hand from her mouth and held
her hand. The action was akin to scolding a child.

 


It didn’t sit well with Rachel.

 


She dropped his hand and pretended to watch
the movie. After a few minutes, she squeezed his balls.

 


Grant coughed. “Stop it,” he warned.

 


“Or what?” she whispered.

 


Grant looked around. There wasn’t anyone in
their row, but there were people close by.

 


Rachel turned on her side and dragged her
foot up Grant’s leg. He stopped her. “Rachel.”

 


“Yes?”

 


He refused to answer.

 


She snuggled against him and whispered, “When
you came here before, did you ever wonder what it’d be like to get
a blow job during the show?”

 


“No!” he squeaked.

 


Rachel waited a few minutes, leaving Grant to
think of nothing else.

 


Slowly, she slid down so that Grant wasn’t
aware of her movement until she was sliding onto the floor.

 


“Rachel, no!” He reached for her but she
dodged him.

 


From between his legs, Rachel flashed a
wicked grin. Grant knew if he made any movement or sound, it would
cause undue attention. He telepathically tried to order her back to
her seat.

 


It didn’t work.

 


He resorted to emphatically shaking his
head.

 


Rachel ignored him.

 


She felt his package and massaged it over his
clothes. Grant got a hard-on and gave in to Rachel’s naughty
desires.

 


Quietly sliding his zipper down, she reached
in to rub his cock. She expected him to fight but he didn’t. So she
tried to undo his button but the angle prevented it. After several
attempts, Grant helped her. She patted his stomach in praise.

 


Peeling back the flaps, she carefully took
him out and went to town. Having perfected her skills, she quickly
took him all the way down, and Grant nervously glanced around.

 


It was worse than at the lake because there
were people nearby. If anyone got up, they would be discovered.

 


Rachel was aware of the danger, and bobbed
with purpose. Putting Grant in a compromising position gave her a
sense of empowerment, and she knew he couldn’t stop her. She felt
her panties get moist.

 


Then she realized she didn’t have an exit
strategy. Normally, she would ride him until he came into his
rubber. But that wasn’t possible. Rachel was so focused on where
Grant’s cum could go that she missed his build-up. Right before the
stream, she felt the tell-tale pulse. She braced herself for the
seconds that followed.

 


Shocked, pissed and with a mouthful of cum,
Rachel returned to her seat and thought about where she could put
it.

 


Grant put his cock away and repositioned his
jeans.

 


Rachel forced a kiss. Grant accepted it. As
soon as he opened his mouth, though, Rachel transferred his fluid
and sat properly in her chair.

 


He didn’t mind the taste of his cum. And,
given the circumstances, there wasn’t much he could do.

 


After the movie, they walked around and
looked at pictures while Grant pointed out constellations. When
they made their way to the lobby, a man exited the bathroom with
one of his kids. He looked at Grant and Rachel in a weird way.

 


“Yep,” Rachel said loudly, “you belong to me,
and I can do whatever I want to you, whenever and wherever I want.”
She purposefully stared at the man and smiled.

 


He froze with his mouth open until his wife
called him to leave.

 


“Do you think he knew?” Grant asked.

 


“I don’t know how. It was dark and nobody was
in our row. But even so, you do belong to me, Grant.”

 


He squeezed her hand.

 


When they were a couple of blocks away,
Rachel asked, “You thought it was hot, though, right?”

 


“Yeah,” he sighed.

 


“Then there’s nothing to sigh about.”

 


“I can’t believe you did that.”

 


“But you liked it.” She hugged his arm and
made googly eyes at him.

 


“I did,” he chuckled and put his arm around
her.

 


* * * *

 


Later that night, after she rode him cowgirl,
they became a snuggled, sweaty heap. “Tell me again how much you
liked what I did tonight,” Rachel said.

 


“It was hot.”

 


“I learned two things tonight.”

 


“What’s that?”

 


“The floor wasn’t sticky, like the real
movies.”

 


“Nice. And two?”

 


“Two is that I’m not swallowing your jizz
anymore. And I’m not happy that you came in my mouth.”

 


“Where did you think I coulda put it?” he
half-laughed.

 


“I dunno. I tried to think about that while
we were there.”

 


“Spray the people in front of us?”

 


Rachel giggled. “Omigod. That woulda been so
funny!”

 


“You got yourself into that situation,
milady.”

 


“I know! You could’ve not come.”


 


“No, I think you’re wrong.”

 


“Whaddya mean?”

 


“There’s no way that I couldn’t’ve come when
you were deep-throating me in public. Not gonna not happen.”

 


“Yeah, well, when that happens again, you
better make sure you don’t come.”

 


“When, huh?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“And I’m just supposed to ignore your hot,
little mouth?”

 


“I don’t care what you do so long as you
don’t shoot it down my throat.”

 


“Y’think so?”

 


“I know so. I’m your princess, remember?”

 


“I do.”

 


“So y’gotta listen to me.”

 


“As you wish, milady.”

 


* * * *

 


Ron crashed into the apartment at the same
time Rachel reached her peak, cowgirl, on Grant’s waterbed.

 


“What was that?!” Rachel pressed her chest
against Grant’s, her heart pounding.

 


“That must be my lovely roommate, Ron, coming
back drunk from Cancun.”

 


“That was so loud! Wait, is he singing?”

 


She propped on her elbows, and Grant lightly
fondled her breasts. When she didn’t respond, he pressed her hips
down while he thrust up and held. The bed swayed, causing a reverb
effect.

 


“What if you were taking a nap or studying or
having... I mean you are doing that.”

 


“It’s fine. But we should hurry up and finish
because once he gets himself another drink and plops on the couch,
he’ll start shouting for me.”

 


“You gotta be kidding me.”

 


“Block him out, Rache,” he squeezed her
midsection. “I know you were close there.”

 


“Yeah, well, the mood’s pretty much
gone.”

 


“Grant?” Ron called.

 


“No, don’t be like that. Please.” Grant
ignored Ron, and saw a spark in Rachel’s eye when he begged. “My
princess, I beg of you, please ride me into oblivion. Please let me
help you reach your climax, milady.”

 


“Well, I mean, I do have your cock
inside.”

 


“That, you do.” He pulsed his cock.

 


“Omigod, did you just do that on
purpose?”

 


“What?” he grinned, doing it again.

 


“That, right there. I can feel you!”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Do it again!”

 


Grant pulsed and smiled with Rachel. “That’s
so cool!”

 


“I’m glad you like.”

 


“Graaaaant! I’m hoooooome!” Ron sang
loudly.

 


“In here--” Grant began before Rachel covered
his mouth. He frowned at her.

 


“He doesn’t get to talk to you until I’m
done,” Rachel said.

 


Grant looked from his door to Rachel; her
hand silencing him. She grabbed his forearm and rode vigorously.
Grant knew her build-up and nervously glanced at the unlocked
door.

 


“Keep your eyes on me. I want you to come
with me.”

 


Grant’s focus shifted to Rachel, since she’d
never asked him to come together. He stared into her eyes and
pumped with her. The sound of her squishy sex against his cock
along with their mixed scent made him catch up to her
intensity.

 


“Yeah, Grant, just like that. Don’t stop.”
Rachel held herself up so Grant could thrust. “So close,” she
whispered. “Are you ready?”

 


“Mmm hmm.” He didn’t slow his pace.

 


Rachel shouted “Now!” at the same time that
Ron opened the door. He had a clear view of Rachel’s arched neck,
her tits, and Grant’s arm gripping her waist. He listened to their
mutual moans and grunts as he stared, transfixed.

 


Grant swiped Rachel’s matted hair from her
face, and they both laughed. Rachel was aware of Ron’s presence and
twisted to reveal more of her body.

 


“Shit! Oh god, you know, I’m sorry...” Grant
floundered, trying to cover his girlfriend. But Rachel had a firm
grip on his hands.

 


“Well, well, well, look what we have here,”
Ron uttered, refusing to be embarrassed, thanks to Rachel’s body
and his drunkenness.

 


“A rude little fucktard, that’s what we have
here,” Rachel rushed to speak before Grant.

 


“You can’t possibly be talking about me,” Ron
said.

 


“Oh, but I am. You see, here in the
Twenty-First Century, we knock before we enter. And we sure as shit
don’t hang around to drool and gawk if we see something that we
weren’t meant to see,” Rachel instructed, not the least bit
affected by her nudity.

 


“Uh--”

 


“That’s what makes you a rude little
fucktard.”

 


“Wow.”

 


“Uh, Ron, this is Rachel... my girlfriend.”
Grant half-smiled and raised his eyebrows.

 


For the first time in his life, Ron didn’t
have a comeback nor did he know what to do, so he quietly backed
out of the room and shut the door.

 


“I’m so sorry,” Grant said, scooping Rachel
into his arms.

 


“Don’t be. You’re not a fucktard,” she said,
sliding off him and sitting up.

 


“He’s a little much sometimes, but he’s
harmless.”

 


“I don’t think I’ll have any problems with
him.”

 


“He expected you to apologize.”

 


“For what? He’s the one who barged in here.
Hopefully I taught him some manners... I thought you’d have a
problem with it.”

 


“I am--I do. I’ll talk to him about barging
in, and I’ll remember to lock my door.”

 


“No, I mean, with me... and him seeing
me.”

 


“Oh, well, I mean, I’m not happy, but you put
him in his place. It was kinda funny.”

 


“Yeah, it was.”

 


Rachel wanted to walk to the shower naked but
Grant insisted on putting a towel around her. Much to her
disappointment, they didn’t cross Ron’s path.

 


When they entered the living room, Ron was
watching TV. He muted it when they entered.

 


“Hey, I’m, uh... I’m sorry I walked in you
two,” he muttered.

 


“Apology not accepted because you could’ve
avoided it. I trust you won’t jack off to what you witnessed... and
that you won’t do it again--”

 


“I won’t--”

 


“--or you’ll get spanked next time.”

 


“--I promise,” Ron assured her. “Wait, what’d
you say?”

 


“You heard me. Ron.”

 


“Rachel.” Ron glared at her then looked
away.

 


“I’ve just gotta grab a few things before
work,” she told Grant. “Meet me at my apartment in exactly eight
minutes so you can drive me.”

 


“I’ll see ya in eight,” Grant agreed.

 


Rachel nuzzled against him and kissed him
loudly. Grant automatically responded and clutched her ass for
support as she hooked her leg around his waist.

 


From Ron’s vantage point, it looked like they
could do another round standing up. He tried to look away but
couldn’t.

 


“I love to feel your hard cock in my pussy,”
she said when she released the kiss. She patted his chest and
licked his mouth before leaving, without acknowledging Ron.

 


“I don’t have to ask how your break was,” Ron
said after Rachel closed the door.

 


“Yeah, well, you know, uh, it was pretty
good,” he smiled and wiped his mouth.

 


“Goddamn, she’s hotter than fuck. But she’s
trouble, Grant.”

 


“Rache? Naw, she’s cool.”

 


“She’s a slut, man.”

 


“Hey, you’re talkin’ about my girlfriend,
dude.”

 


“She may be your girlfriend now but she’s
been everyone’s girlfriend before. She fucks anything that
moves.”

 


Grant raised his voice. “I’m warning you,
Ron.”

 


“If you don’t believe me, ask the poor
schmuck on the third floor--”

 


“I know all about it. Rache and I have talked
about it.”

 


“Oh, okay, so you got, like, what, an open
relationship or somethin’? Grant the Stud, eh?” he laughed.

 


“You’re drunk.”

 


“It’s still Spring Break for a few more
hours.”

 


“Spring Break was over two days ago.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Yeah, you’re late.”

 


“Doesn’t change the fact that your
girlfriend’s a slut.”

 


Grant flew to the couch and punched Ron in
the jaw. He didn’t see it coming, and fell over. Within seconds,
though, he stood with his fists up. “You wanna piece o’ me? Let’s
make it a fair fight, asshole.”

 


“I’m sorry,” Grant said, rubbing his
knuckles.

 


“The fuck you’re sorry,” Ron said, attacking
him.

 


The pair threw several punches and wound up
tousled on the couch before Ron yelled “Stop! I think you broke my
nose, dude!”

 


“Oh man, I’m sorry,” Grant said, rising.

 


Ron swiftly kicked him in the nuts, causing
him to double over. After catching his breath, Grant asked, “Did I
break anything?”

 


“No, you stupid fuck, you didn’t. I think
your time’s up. What’s gonna happen if you’re not there in eight
minutes?”


 


“Shit.” Grant smoothed his clothes. “I’m
sorry. I shouldn’t’ve done that... but you gotta be respectful to
my girlfriend.”

 


“Your girlfriend who’s a...”

 


“Don’t you--”

 


“What? I didn’t say she’s a slut. I
purposefully left that word off.”

 


“Ron...”

 


“Get outta here. I’d hate for you to be
late,” he spat.

 


* * * *

 


“What’d your douchebag roommate say when I
left?” Rachel asked in the car.

 


“Nothing.”

 


“Nothing?”

 


“I took care of him. He won’t do it again,
and he’ll treat you with respect.”

 


Rachel snorted. “I doubt that. I’m sure he
mentioned my ex.”

 


“He did, but I told him we already discussed
it.”

 


“And to stay away from me.”

 


“It doesn’t matter what he said.”

 


“Grant, look at me.”

 


Grant quickly turned his head toward Rachel
as he slowed down for a light.

 


“He punched you?!”

 


Grant fingered his cheek. “Doesn’t matter.
But he did trick me so he could get me where it counts.”

 


“He harmed my cock?” she asked.

 


“I’ll be okay.”

 


“Who started it?”

 


“Doesn’t matter. It’s over.”

 


“Who started it,” she demanded.

 


“Depends on if you consider ‘starting it’ to
be words or action.”

 


“What’d he say to make you punch him?” she
asked.

 


“Rache, it’s really not important.”

 


“I wanna know.”

 


He sighed. “He called you a slut. I dunno
where you stand on fighting but I don’t put up with disrespectful
behavior toward my girlfriend. Or any woman. Period.”

 


Rachel saw Grant’s chest rise and fall
rapidly, and his knuckles were white, wrapped around the steering
wheel. His jaw was clenched, and he didn’t glance at her. She
touched his shoulder, and he flinched.

 


“Hey, it’s okay. I think it’s pretty cool
that you stood up for me.”

 


Grant relaxed a bit. “Yeah?” He glanced and
half-smiled at her.

 


“Yeah. But I don’t like anyone touching my
things.” She rubbed his cock.

 


“Rache...” He put his hand on hers.

 


“You’d better get some ice on that while I’m
at work. I’ll need it in working order when you pick me up.”

 


“I’ll do my best,” he grinned.

 


“I know you will.” After a few blocks, she
slid back into her seat and admitted, “I am a slut,
though.”

 


“Well, then, you’re my slut. No one
else can call you that.”

 


When she didn’t answer, he asked, “What would
you like for dinner?”

 


“Anything that Ron hates,” she said. “We’re
eating at your place tonight.”

 


* * * *

 


Ron was snoring on the couch when Grant
returned. He cleaned up his bedroom and the bathroom. Then, with an
ice pack to his groin, he caught up on reading that he’d neglected
over break.

 


Several hours later, Ron awoke to an
offensive odor. “What the--goddamn, Grant, please don’t tell me
you’re cooking fish!”

 


“Okay. I won’t tell you.”

 



“Jesus Christ, couldn’t you make it while I
was gone?” He walked into the kitchen holding his nose.

 


“I could, and I did, and now I’m making
more.”

 


“Didn’t we have an agreement?”

 


“Kinda, but, you know, that was before
Rachel.”

 


“I shoulda known.” He rolled his eyes. “I
can’t eat that shit.”

 


“You don’t have to.”

 


“I take it that slu--she’s comin’ for
dinner?”

 


“Right after I pick her up from work.”

 


“You’re whipped, boy. Don’t come cryin’ to me
when she breaks your heart.”

 


Grant ignored him. “There’s plenty to
share.”

 


“Fuck off. I’m goin’ to O’Malley’s.”

 


* * * *

 


Rachel spent her work time thinking about
ways to taunt Ron, so she was disappointed to learn he wouldn’t be
at dinner.

 


“The smell was too much for him,” Grant
said.

 



“Yeah, right.”

 


“Well, it’s also been several hours since his
last drink,” he grinned.

 


“Is he gonna be out all night?”

 


“Hard to tell with him. Either that or he’ll
bring someone home, or the guys’ll come back.”

 


“But not before midnight?”

 


“He might, because he’s already missed a
coupla days.”

 


“But not before nine, then?”

 


“Probably not.”

 


“Okay. I’m going to change. Bring dinner
upstairs.”

 


* * * *

 


“Fuck my life,” Melanie said when Rachel
walked in. “These professors suck. I need to get a job where I can
be on Spring Break for the rest of my life.”

 


“You’d be bored. Grant’s bringing me dinner
in five. Gotta change.”

 


“So you’re gonna eat at the table, where I’m
studying, and not feed me?” Melanie whined.

 


Rachel ran out of her bedroom without a shirt
and leaned against the table. “That gives me an idea!” she grinned.
“You okay with fish?”

 


“If I don’t hafta cook it, absolutely.
Why?”

 


“So you know how I’ve had Grant do things for
me over break?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


When Melanie had returned from vacation,
she’d jokingly asked, “So who’s your new boyfriend?” She was
surprised that Rachel actually had one. As much as Rachel tried to
describe Grant, Melanie couldn’t place him. When she finally met
him, she was even more surprised. She had figured it was just a
matter of time before Rachel cheated on him.

 


“I bet he’d be more than happy to do things
for anyone I say.”

 


“Why would he do that?”

 


“Because I say; duh.” Rachel rolled her eyes
and walked to her bedroom. Over her shoulder, she called, “Clean
off the table. He’s a neat freak.”

 


Three minutes later, there was a knock on the
door. “It’s open!” Rachel said.

 


Grant opened the door, balancing both plates
on one arm.

 


“Smells good. What is it?”

 


“Lemon buttered cod and lemon mashed
potatoes.

 


“You messed up the mashed potatoes?”

 


“You gotta try it.”

 


“I will. But I was wondering if you had
more?”

 


“You haven’t even tasted it yet.”

 


“No, I mean, another serving or two?”

 


“Yeah, why?”

 


“Melanie’s been studying all day. I thought
it’d be nice to feed her.”

 


“Sure. You want me to bring up another
plate?”

 


“You’re so good.”

 


“It’s not a problem.”

 


Rachel took the plates and Grant left.

 


“Dinner is served,” Rachel told Melanie.

 


“I heard.”

 


“Dig in,” Rachel said, sitting down and
picking up a fork.

 


“Shouldn’t we wait for him?”

 


“Oh. I think he’d want us to eat since it’s
warm.”

 


“Okay.”

 


They took a bite of fish and then potatoes.
Both exclaimed how good it was.

 


“So, what is this, Rache? You just playing
with him like a toy, until you become bored and dump him?”

 


“What? No! Why would you even say that?”

 


“He does whatever you say. He’s like your
puppy dog.”

 


“Grant is not a puppy dog.”

 


“But you order him around.”

 


“He likes it.”

 


“So he doesn’t have his own personality.”

 


“That’s so not true. He likes to do
things for me. I like it when he does. I mean, the relationship is
pretty new but it’s one of the best I’ve had.”

 


“You’ll get bored with him saying yes to you
all the time.”

 


“He doesn’t. We talk. I can’t explain
it.”

 


“I get it. You like his cock, and you’re a
sex whore. And when you finish doing it in every position, you’ll
move on.”

 


Rachel frowned. “It’s not gonna be like
that.”

 


“Whatever you say, Rache.”

 


“You don’t under--” There was knocking, and
she answered the door.

 


“Saved by the door,” Melanie muttered.

 


“I hope you already started. It’s hot,” Grant
said, walking to the table with a new plate.

 


“We did.”

 


“Hi, Melanie.”

 


“Hi, Grant. This is really good. Thanks for
letting me crash your party.”

 


“Happy I had extras, and glad you enjoy,” he
smiled.

 


The rest of dinner was pleasant. When
everyone was done, Grant collected the dishes. “I really need to do
some major studying tonight,” he said.

 


“Yeah, we do, too,” Rachel said. “Why don’t
you get your work and study with us at the table?”

 


Melanie watched them without speaking. When
they went to the door, she got her books. “He’s quite the trained
servant,” she told Rachel.

 


“It’s not like that. I can’t really explain
it but it works for us.”

 


“For now.”

 


Rachel let her have the last word. She got
her books and laptop, and secured her part of the table. The work
needed to get done, and she knew they’d wind up having sex if they
went to Grant’s apartment.

 


Plus, she wanted to wait until after nine to
make sure Ron was there before going at it again.

 


* * * *

 


Around nine-thirty, Grant received a text
from Ron.



 


“Who’s it from?” Rachel asked.

 


Melanie glanced at her but said nothing.

 


“Ron. He says he’s crashing early and not to
wake him.”

 


“So he couldn’t pick anyone up.”

 


“Heh, probably, yeah.”

 


Melanie stretched and yawned when she saw
Rachel move closer to Grant. “I think I’m gonna turn in early.”

 


“You okay?” Rachel asked.

 


“A bit of a headache comin’ on. But I’ve been
here for a few more hours than you, too.”

 


“Yeah, she was studying all day,” Rachel told
Grant.

 


“I hope you feel better,” he said.

 


“Thanks. And thanks for dinner. It was really
good.”

 


“You’re welcome.”

 


“Well,” Rachel said when the bathroom door
closed, “I wanna be done, too. How ‘bout you?” She squeezed his
knee and dragged her hand up to tease his thigh-brow.

 


“Rache, I--” He paused to moan when she
claimed his package. “Can you gimme, like, twenty more minutes to
finish this up?”

 


“As long as it ends up, yes.” She gave
his dick one last squeeze and took a practice quiz.

 


Twenty minutes later, Rachel planted kisses
on Grant’s face, neck and arms.

 


“Okay, okay,” he chuckled. “I can be
done.”

 


“You’re not done until I say you’re done,”
she smiled wickedly.

 


“You’re right.” He stacked his materials.
“Your place or mine?” he grinned.

 


“Yours.”

 


“Oh, I just remembered, we have to be quiet.
Yours?”

 


“Melanie has a headache, so I was thinking we
could just sleep at yours, too. Besides, Ron’s probably passed
out.”

 


“True. But you hate sleeping in the
waterbed.”

 


“The price I have to pay for being a
considerate roommate,” she raised her eyebrows and cocked her
head.

 


“My place it is.”

 


“I just need to grab a coupla things.”

 


“Sure.”

 


Grant laughed when he saw Rachel’s bag.
“You’re just going to sleep at my place not move in.” He stopped
laughing when he realized the impact of his words. “I mean, you
know, not like... it’s just...”

 


Rachel put her hand on his chest. “What’s in
here is for tonight.”


 


She walked to the elevator, and Grant rushed
to catch up. “Should I be scared?” he asked.

 


“Do you trust me?”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“Then no.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Grant motioned to be quiet as he opened his
door. Rachel walked straight to his room. Grant followed and put
his things away, keeping an eye on her. She tied rope to the four
corners of his bed and laid out an assortment of objects on his
night stand.

 


“I’m gonna rock your world, Grant.”

 


“You already do,” he said nervously.

 


“Have you ever been tied up?”

 


“Um, no.”

 


“Lie on your back.”

 


Grant obediently plopped on the bed.

 


“No, you gotta take your clothes off
first.”

 


“Oh. Okay.”

 


He sheepishly disrobed and resumed his
position. Rachel waited for the waves to subside before she secured
his limbs.

 


When she was finished, Grant’s hands were
above his head in a Y formation. His feet were partially in the
air, like a baby for a diaper change.

 


“Does anything hurt?”

 


“Does uncomfortable count?”

 


“No.”

 


“Then no.”

 


“Cool. You sure you’ve never been tied?”

 


“Yeah, why?”

 


“Because you’re already rock-hard and
relaxed.”

 


“You excite me.”

 


“Wanna see your body turn a different
color?”

 


“What?”

 


Smack!

 


“Ow!”

 


Rachel put her index finger to Grant’s mouth
and whispered, “You’ve gotta be quiet.”

 


“Why’d you hit my nip?”

 


“To get it a different color.”

 


“I could suggest anything but what you
did.”

 


“Such as?”

 


“Um, a marker, paint, lipstick...”

 


Rachel giggled. “We can play with those later
but I want to do this now.”

 


Smack! She struck the other
nipple.

 


“Ow! Fuck!”

 


“Ooh, I see a pretty pink coming out.”

 


“You like this?” he asked, panting.

 


“I do. I think you will, too. If you let me
do what I want, I promise to make you feel good after.”

 


“If it’s what you want.”

 


Rachel smiled through fifteen minutes of
slapping Grant with her hands, a ruler, and, when she got bored, a
textbook. Grant, on the other hand, shouted so loudly that Rachel
was forced to gag him.

 


“I’m only doing this so you don’t wake your
roommate. Being considerate and all,” she winked.

 


As he became used to the pain, he watched
Rachel. Gone was the sweet banter and delicious tease. In its place
was a calculatedly determined woman. The pleasure she obviously
derived with each impact was alluring. He felt like a blank canvas
for her artistry.

 


And he was happy to be her inspiration.

 


Rachel amped up her strikes to a crescendoed
finale, which left Grant breathless, shocked and on edge.

 


“You’ve been so good,” she said, running her
hands over his heated body. “As promised, this next part will be
your reward. So I think we can take out the gag now.”

 


Grant nodded and lifted his head as she
removed it. The pair stared at each other for a few moments.
“You’re pretty in pink,” she said quietly.

 


“I have a pink shirt,” he whispered.

 


They locked eyes and smiled. “It wasn’t so
bad, was it?” she asked.

 


“I mean, the initial shock of everything
probably made it more painful than it was,” he admitted.

 


“But did you like it?”

 


“I liked it because you seemed to enjoy
yourself.”

 


“So you liked it?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“I didn’t hurt you, right?”

 


“I can handle it. Are you going to untie
me?”

 


“Not yet.”

 


“But I thought I was going to get a
reward.”

 


“The reward is still tied.”

 


Grant nodded, and Rachel caressed his ass.
“Has anyone ever played with your back door, Grant?”

 


“My back--oh, like, spanking, pinching,
sure.”

 


“Mmm hmm. But what about here?” she asked,
pressing her finger between his cheeks.

 


“Oh!” Grant cried as he flexed his ass and
lifted it off the bed.

 


Rachel pressed her hand against his abdomen.
“Shh. Just relax. Are you saying you’re a virgin?” She grinned and
circled his hole.

 


It contracted. “Umm...”

 


“I love being your first.”

 


“Wait, what?” Grant tried to shift but
couldn’t. The bed worked against him, causing the rope to bite into
his skin. He considered telling Rachel but didn’t want to ruin her
moment... and was more concerned with the impending
deflowering.

 


Rachel slipped on a glove, and Grant watched
her apply lube. “You’ve had a lotta girlfriends, Grant. I’m
surprised no one’s treated you to the orgasm of your life... but
I’m happy I’m the first.”

 


“Mmm,” was all he could respond.

 


She glanced at him. “Don’t be nervous. You’re
so analytical, I just assumed you knew that the male G-spot is
actually a P-spot because it’s your prostate.”

 


“My relationships haven’t been as... so...
open.”

 


“That’s funny, ‘cause the position you’re in,
you’re open, you know.”

 


Grant nervously emitted a “heh.”

 


“But seriously, there’s nothing to freak out
about, it’s just anatomy. If you relax, I promise you’ll like
it.”

 


Grant took a deep breath but he was far from
relaxed. His hamstrings ached from his legs hanging in the air. His
wrists and ankles were a low smolder, not to mention the impact
from her spanking.

 


But when Rachel smiled at him, he melted. And
he tried to relax for her.

 


She circled her finger against his
star-shaped hole. It felt better with the coolness of the lube.
Concentrating on that and Rachel’s face, Grant didn’t realize how
far her finger had penetrated until she began to saw it in and
out.

 


“Oh my--fuck!” he yelled when her entire
finger entered him.

 


“It doesn’t hurt, does it?” She held her
finger in place.

 


“No, it’s just... I mean, I don’t--” He
stared at her, unable to speak when she began to saw again.

 


“Yeah, it’s good, isn’t it?” she smiled.

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“You ready?”

 


“Mmm hmm.” His eyes were glazed.

 


Rachel hooked her finger and rubbed against
his prostate. Grant wasn’t prepared for the ecstasy. He clenched
and lifted his ass as he shouted through an explosive orgasm.

 


Rachel held her finger in place, against his
prostate, until he returned to the bed and the waves settled. Then
she put things away. Grant lay still.

 


“Hmm, you have quite the puddle there.” She
scooped up some cum. “Let’s see if it’s any sweeter,” she said,
sliding her finger into his mouth.

 


He sucked her finger and swallowed. “Well?”
she asked.

 


“I... I can’t really tell.”

 


“I’m so horny, Grant. Can I fuck you while
you’re still tied?”

 


“I’m here for your pleasure.” His hard-on
never waned.

 


She squealed and straddled him. His body was
on auto-pilot, thrusting under her.

 


“Wait, you forgot a condom,” he said
mid-stroke.

 


“No, I love the way a cock feels. Plus, you
just came.”

 


They got lost in the moment. She rode him
hard and fast. And she talked dirty. “Omigod you feel so good!”

 


“I could fuck you all night!”

 


“You’re my bitch!”

 


“Rache...” Grant said as he neared the
edge.

 


“No, Grant! You don’t get to come!”

 


She shifted to her knees and smacked his dick
and his face. “It’s MY turn now! Keep it hard!”

 


She jumped back on. “Omigod, I’m so close,
Grant!”

 


“Just a little more!”

 


“You feel so fucking good inside my wet
pussy!”

 


Preventing a second orgasm was the most
difficult part about the encounter. But Grant held on.

 


Rachel screamed when she came, and then
collapsed on him.

 


He waited for a while before asking, “Uh,
Rache, can you please untie me?”

 


“Sure.”

 


She shakily got up and undid the knots. “Hmm,
you look really red. Does it hurt?”

 


“Yeah, a bit,” he admitted.

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


“I’ll be fine. It’s okay.”


 


“But I didn’t wanna hurt you. I--can I tell
you a secret?”

 


“Always.”

 


“That was my first time tying someone up and
doing all that. I... I watched clips online and went to a hardware
store.”

 


Her smiled then frowned before her lower lip
trembled, and she ran into the bathroom. A half-hour later, Grant
knocked on the door, armed with clothes.

 


“I’m fine,” she sniffed, opening the
door.

 


“Aw, Rache, please don’t cry.”

 


“I’m not,” she lied.

 


“Here, put these on. Ron’s here, y’know. And
come back to my room. I wanna show you something.”

 


“Fuck Ron.” She grabbed the clothes and
walked naked back to Grant’s room.

 


Grant locked the door and embraced his
girlfriend. “It’s okay, Rache. I’m fine. But I looked up some stuff
while you were in the bathroom. Look.”

 


He walked her to his desk and sat her on his
lap. His laptop was open to a “Things You Should Know About BDSM”
page.

 


Rachel read it, and Grant reread it. She
touched the gauze on his wrists. “You already cleaned it?”

 


“Yep, in the kitchen. We have a first aid kit
in there.”

 


“Good. I’m really sorry.”

 


“Rache, I’m fine.” He brushed her hair behind
her ear and kissed her cheek. “But if you enjoy rope play, it looks
like we should invest in some cotton rope and not this coarse brown
stuff.”

 


She smiled. “You’ll still let me play with
you?”

 


“Sure. We just need to play smarter.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“It also says unscented balm or lotion works
great for aftercare.”

 


“Yep, I read that.”

 


“I happen to have some in my night stand,” he
offered.

 


She opened the drawer. “Right next to a box
of tissues?” she grinned.

 


“Yeah, well, recently they haven’t been
needed,” he grinned back.

 


“Lemme guess. You want me to put it on
you?”

 


“What a great idea! I’d love that.”

 


* * * *

 


Shortly after Grant and Rachel had begun to
play, Ron had woken up to pee. Walking past their door, he stopped
to listen. Then, he hurried to the bathroom and back to bed.

 


He jacked off to their kink, and passed out
before the ending debacle.

 


* * * *

 


Rachel and Grant talked about other
activities they’d like to try... Rachel being the instigator, and
Grant happily nodding.

 


Rachel awoke a couple of hours before her
alarm and returned to her own bed.

 


When Grant got breakfast, Ron was already
awake. “Sounded like you had a good time last night.”

 


“Oh, uh, you know, sorry, I thought we were
quiet.”

 


“Pretty sure the entire floor heard your
first prostate orgasm, dude.”

 


“Oh.” Grant reddened. “Sorry,” he
muttered.

 


“No, hey, I’m glad you’re finally gettin’
some again. But I just don’wanna see you hurt, bro.”

 


“Thanks.”

 


“She’s gonna fuck you over, Grant.”

 


“I know you think that, but really, it’s not
like that.”

 


“What if I could prove to you that she’s a...
that she’s no good? Would you believe me then?”

 


“You can’t prove it because she’s not like
that. Not with me.”

 


“But what if I could?”

 


“Then I guess I’d believe you.”

 


“Deal.”

 


“Huh?”

 


* * * *

 


Grant met Rachel on campus in between
classes. “I thought we could grab lunch,” he greeted her.

 


“Oh, cool!”

 


They walked arm-in-arm to the nearest
cafeteria. “You left early,” he said.

 


“Yeah, couldn’t really sleep well. How do you
feel?”

 


“Lost, empty...”

 


She backhanded his chest. “Stop. I mean,
how’s the pain?”

 


“Rache, really, I’m fine.”

 


“I really am sorry.”

 


“I know. That goes further than the ointment.
So. Just so you know, Ron heard us last night.”

 


“Oh?” She tried to look innocent.

 


“Yeah, I guess we weren’t really all that
quiet.”

 


“Oops.”

 


“I, uh, you know, don’t think we should, you
know, do it at my place anymore.”

 


“What? I’m sure it was nothing new for
him.”

 


“Probably not. But, like, you know, at least
not, you know, for a few weeks.”

 


“What aren’t you telling me?”

 


“Rache...”

 


“Just tell me, Grant. I know you’re hiding
something.”

 


He sighed, knowing he couldn’t avoid it. “I
don’t think Ron has really gotten to know you yet. So, like, you
know, it’d be better if you guys became friends. You know, without
anything to do with sex stuff.”

 


“Just spit out. What’d he say?”

 


“Nothin’. He just thinks you’re gonna cheat
on me... and he thinks he can prove that what you and I have isn’t
real.” He sucked in air and looked at the sky, afraid of Rachel’s
reaction.

 


“I see.”

 


“He’s just looking out for me.”

 


“Well, I don’t think he’s really your
friend.”

 


“I know he’s got a lotta problems, but he’s a
good guy underneath. He’s been good to me.”

 


“So he’s gonna prove that I’m bad?”

 


“Well, no, because I don’t think he can,” he
half-smiled.

 


“What if I can prove that he’s not really a
friend?” She didn’t return the smile.

 


“Oh geez. I’d prefer you guys just get
along.”

 


“But you already told him that he could do
his proof thing, right?”

 


“I think so.”

 


“So lemme do mine.”

 


“Okay.”

 


* * * *

 


Grant was nervous about the proof game. When
the first week passed without mention, he became relaxed. In fact,
Ron and Rachel seemed to get along.

 


Sex with Rachel reverted to his bed and then
sleeping in Rachel’s.

 


While Rachel was at work, Ron worked Grant.
“You guys are getting louder, eh?”

 


“Sorry.”

 


“No, no apologies. Just glad you’re happy...
for now.”

 


Grant let the comment slide. “She’s so wild
in bed. I’m sure you’ve heard some things,” he fished.

 


“Besides the volume? Yeah. I didn’t realize
you were so kinky.”

 


“I didn’t, either,” he smiled. “She’s
definitely pushed my limits but I trust her.”

 


Ron started to speak but Grant held up his
hand. “I know how you feel about her. But I also know how I feel
about her.”

 


“I feel kinda bad about how far into her you
are, man, ‘cause I’m gonna show you she’s not what you think she
is.”

 


“So you’ve threatened. But it’s been over a
week, so.”

 


“Bro, these things take time. But trust me;
I’m working on it.”

 


The conversation was unsettling for Grant,
but he didn’t share it with Rachel.

 


One night, he was studying with Rachel and
Melanie. It was quiet, save the ticking of keyboards. Rachel stood
up and stretched loudly then did a lap around the living room. “I
need a break,” she declared.

 


“Me, too,” the others agreed.

 


“I was thinking...” she said with a glint in
her eyes. “How would you like to take care of both of us?” she
asked Grant.

 


Melanie frowned but didn’t say anything.

 


“Sure, you want me to make a snack?” Grant
offered.

 


“Kinda.”

 


“A drink?” he guessed.

 


Rachel walked behind his couch and hugged his
chest. “I was thinking of a more sensual treat.”

 


Melanie and Grant glanced at each other then
back at Rachel. “It just gets so boring writing these stupid papers
that no one really cares about. And I get all cramped-like. Whaddya
say to giving me a foot rub?”

 


“Sure, I can do that.”

 


“Great. Thing is, Mel cramps up, too.”

 


Melanie nodded at Grant.

 


“So you both want foot rubs?” he asked.

 


“Is that too much to ask?”

 


“No, provided Melanie is on board.”

 


“I never say no to a massage,” Melanie
said.

 


“So do you want me to do one foot of each or
what?”

 


Rachel and Melanie looked at each other, the
latter waiting for the answer. “Start with me and then I’ll tell
you when to switch.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Rachel sat next to Grant. “It’ll probably be
easier if you’re on the floor.”

 


Grant silently moved to the floor and began
to rub Rachel’s foot. She turned on the Game Show Network, and they
became commentators and contestants. During the commercials, Rachel
moaned her pleasure.

 


“I can’t wait for you to feel his hands,” she
told Melanie.

 


“It looks like he knows what he’s doing,”
Melanie said.

 


“Omigod, he’s so good with his
hands.”

 


Even though the conversation was acceptable
on the surface, Grant felt like he was being talked about rather
than included.

 


He wasn’t entirely upset.

 


Rachel talked him through pressure points,
rubbing higher up her leg, and switching feet. Her moaning bordered
on orgasmic, and Grant and Melanie did their best to ignore it.

 


“Okay. I want to watch you do Mel now. Scoot
over to her.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Grant slid on his butt to Melanie’s couch.
“Is it okay if I touch you?” he confirmed.

 


“After watching that, I can’t wait.”

 


Grant put his hands on Melanie’s foot and
watched TV. Rachel directed the massage. “She likes it hard.”

 


“I do,” Melanie agreed.

 


“Hard, coming up.”

 


The girls giggled, and Grant blushed when he
realized what he’d said.

 


When Rachel ordered him to switch feet, she
switched couches and sat next to Melanie. “Isn’t he good?”

 


“Mmm, so good,” Melanie agreed.

 


“It’s because his fingers are so long,”
Rachel said.

 


“I noticed that.”

 


“Y’know what they say.”

 


“And is it true?”

 


Rachel giggled her answer.

 


Grant tried not to think dirty thoughts but
it was difficult. Everything the girls said seemed like an
innuendo. He shifted several times to hide his erection.

 


“Now do us both,” Rachel instructed as she
pushed her foot into his hands.

 


Grant repositioned between them and massaged
one foot in each hand. He leaked when they moaned together.

 


“Whaddya think?” Rachel asked Melanie,
putting her head on Mel’s shoulder.

 


“I’d let him do this any time,” she
murmured.

 


“What do you think, Grant?”

 


“Hmm? About what?” Grant tried to get all the
information before committing.

 


“About doing both of us at the same time,”
Rachel said.

 


“Oh, um, well, you know, it’s doable but I
don’t think, you know, I’m getting it as deep as either of you
like.”

 


The girls giggled, and his blushed
deepened.

 


“But you’re down for trying?” Rachel
asked.

 


“Um, like, I already am, right?” he
questioned.

 


“Yes, but like you say, not as deep.” Rachel
stared at Grant and kissed her roommate.

 


His jaw dropped as Melanie returned the kiss,
and the two women squeezed each other’s breasts.

 


“Whaddya think of these?” Rachel asked, as
she lifted Mel’s shirt and exposed her bare breasts.

 


“Uh--”

 


“So suckable, right?” Rachel asked, sucking a
nipple into her mouth.

 


Melanie moaned and arched her neck against
the couch. She slid her hand under Rachel’s shirt and groped a
tit.

 


Grant didn’t know how to react. On the one
hand, it was like watching girl-on-girl porn. On the other hand,
his girlfriend was having a sexual encounter with someone else.

 


Unable to process it, Grant continued to
stare.

 


Rachel popped Melanie’s tit out of her mouth
and rested her head on it. “So whaddya think... can you handle both
of us?” She flicked her tongue over Mel’s nipple.

 


“Yeah, I’ve heard so much about your large
fuck-stick, I wanna see it for myself,” Melanie said, reaching a
hand to Grant.

 


“I, uh...” He looked at each girl. “You know,
I need to, uh, you know, uh... I’ve gotta use the... I’ll be
back.”

 


Grant went to the bathroom but he didn’t need
to go. He was pissed and elated. Leaning against the sink, he
stared into the mirror.

 


It’s every guy’s dream, right?

 


As he debated with his reflection, he
absent-mindedly stroked. The scene he’d just witnessed played on
repeat and, before he realized it, he came in his shorts.

 


Embarrassed, he went into Rachel’s room and
sat on the bed. He heard the girls making out and moaning, and his
dick urged him to get naked and join them.

 


Ron’s admonitions sprung to mind, and Grant
second-guessed his entire relationship.

 


“I don’t think he’s coming back,” Melanie
whispered, breaking the kiss.

 


“Yeah, it’s been a long time, huh?”

 


“I thought you said he was okay with this,”
Melanie said.

 


“He is. I’ll just go check on him.”

 


“I need to finish this paper, so I’m gonna
turn in.”

 


“No, just wait a few minutes, Mel.”

 


“Another time.”

 


Rachel walked into her room. “Hi,” she
said.

 


“Hi.”

 


“You okay?”

 


“I dunno.”

 


Rachel shut the door and walked to the bed,
where she saw the wet circle on his shorts. “Looks like you enjoyed
what you saw.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“So you didn’t come back out because you got
off?”

 


“Kinda.”

 


Grant had an arm across his eyes, and Rachel
saw how tense he looked. “Hey,” she sat on the bed and put her arm
on his stomach. “It’s okay. It happens.”

 


“It’s not just that.” Grant’s voice was
clipped; something Rachel had never experienced.

 


“You’re not mad at me, are you?”

 


“I don’t want to be.”

 


“Wow.” Rachel put her hand in her lap and
shifted away.

 


Grant peeked at her. “Did you honestly think
I’d be okay with that?”

 


“I mean, yeah.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because I’ve seen the way you look at
Mel.”

 


“Rache, please. Don’t even try that.” He sat
up and pulled his knees in.

 


“Okay. Fine. I guess, like, you’ve gone along
with everything I wanted.”

 


“Using some toys with just us is very
different from playing with someone else.”

 


“I don’t think so.”

 


“Really?”

 



“Yeah, I mean, like, it’s just sex. You’ve
explored with me. So I just thought it’d be another
exploration.”

 


“But you didn’t even ask me or talk to me
beforehand. And by the looks of things, I’d guess that’s not the
first time you guys have, you know, fooled around.”

 


“It’s not,” she shrugged.

 


“So do you like her? Have you guys been in a
relationship?”

 


“What? No, Grant, I’m not a lesbian.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“I mean, you know I like cock.”

 


“Yeah, I thought so.”

 


“It’s just that I like sex. With a lotta
people.”

 


“Whoa.”

 


“No, not at once... although I wouldn’t mind
trying that at some point.”

 


“I guess I thought that what we had was
special.”

 


“It is special, Grant. I don’t see how
what happened tonight takes anything away from that.”

 


“I don’t get how you don’t. I mean, have you
been with her since we started seeing each other?”

 


“No. I mean, there’ve been times, but I
stopped myself. I wanted to share it with you first.”

 


“I don’t understand it, Rache. ‘Cause it
feels like you just cheated on me.”

 


“I don’t think it’s cheating when I did it
right in front of you, and I tried to include you.”

 


“I heard you continue after I left.”

 


“Because I thought you were coming back! You
said you were coming back!”

 


“Just be straight with me. Do you like
her?”

 


“Grant. I like you. But I also like sex. I
told you in the very beginning that I need multiple partners.”

 


“I don’t remember that.”

 


“We talked about my ex, and how he found me
with someone else.”

 


“But that was ‘cause you cheated on him.”


 


“This is different.”

 


“How?”

 


“Because before, I’d always just go and sleep
with anyone I wanted. Now, I want to include you. I want you to
know about it.”

 


“But you don’t need my approval.”

 


“I mean, no... yeah. I dunno. I can’t be with
just one person, Grant. Sexually speaking. But I want to be with
you.”

 


“That makes no sense.” He picked lint off his
shirt.

 


“Ugh. You’re the only one who’s really
understood me.”

 


“I thought I did.”

 


“I need to have sex, to explore, to find new
highs... with different people.”

 


“But we’ve been exploring.”

 


“Yes, and it’s been fun. But I need
more.”

 


“And what if I don’t want to do that?”

 


“To be honest, it never occurred to me that
you’d be so upset. I mean, I dunno. I’ve learned this about
me.”

 



“I thought you cared about me.”

 


“Omigod, Grant, I do! More so than
anyone else, like, ever. And I think I’m falling in love with
you.”

 


He looked up to search her eyes, then looked
back at the bed. “And you’re in love with Mel, too?”

 


“How can I get you to understand that being
with other people isn’t the same as what you and I have?”

 


Grant shrugged and traced the pattern in the
comforter.

 


“Can you accept that I am with you and
I want to fuck other people?”

 


Grant shrugged again. “It’s not the happily
ever after I thought Prince Dashing would have.”

 


“But it could be our happily ever after.”

 


“I dunno. I mean, I really like you, Rache,
but this is kinda over the top for me.”

 


“So what are you saying?”

 


“I dunno,” he shrugged again. “Are there
others that you want to sleep with? Like, have you thought about
others?”

 


“Again, it’s not like that. I only think of
you in that way. The rest is just sex.”

 


“So you’ve been with others since we started
seeing each other?” He held his breath.

 


“No.” She shook her head, and he sighed.

 


“But you want to?”

 


“Yeah. I do.”

 


He sighed again, and his chest turned
concave. She touched his knee and asked, “Do you think you can let
me?”

 


He shook his head. “With just girls?”

 


“No.”

 


“Is there another guy you have in mind that
you wanna fuck?”

 


“Kinda.”

 


“Fuuuck.”

 


“I haven’t done anything. And I wouldn’t go
behind your back. I thought playing with Mel would be a good ice
breaker.”

 


“I dunno what to say. I feel pretty stupid.
Ron keeps telling me that you’re not who I think you are.” He
looked at her. “Have you slept with Ron?”

 


“No.”

 


“Okay.” He sighed and shrugged. “I’ve been
cheated on before and, even though this is a little different, it
kinda feels the same. I feel really stupid for thinking that our
relationship was special.”

 


“It is special, Grant. Like,
seriously, I’ve never felt like this with anyone else. I’ve always
cheated. I thought you could understand that it’s just sex.”

 


“I think I need some time. Like, maybe we
moved too fast and we just need to take a break and sort things
out.”

 


“No! I don’t want you to leave. I don’t want
to take a break!”

 


“Rache...”

 


“I don’t want to lose you,” she
whispered.

 


“I don’t want to lose you, either, but I
don’t think I can handle this.”

 



A tear ran down her face. “You... you liked
what we did in the living room. You got hard. You jacked off in the
bathroom!”

 


“Yeah, but it didn’t feel right.”

 


“Because that’s not the way society says it’s
supposed to be.”

 


“Yeah, and Ron keeps telling me that you’re
gonna cheat.”

 


“Ron can go fuck himself. I’m working on him,
and I’ll get you proof. But society and Ron don’t get to dictate
what our relationship is, Grant.”

 


“No, I know. It’s just... confusing.”

 


“But you thought it was hot, and you knew I
was okay with Melanie and you.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“So, like, did you think you were
cheating on me?”

 


“Just now?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“No, of course not.”

 


“And why didn’t you?”

 


“Because it wasn’t cheating.”

 


“Exactly. Do you have feelings for Mel?”

 


“No, not at all.”

 


“Exactly. It was hot because it was just
sex.”

 


“I see.”

 


“Do you?”

 


Grant sucked in air and let it out slowly.
“To a certain point.”

 


“That’s good!” she clapped her hands. “And,
like, I’d be okay if you wanted to have sex with someone else,
too.”

 


“I don’t.”

 


“But it’d be okay. Do you see that?”

 


“A little.”

 


“I think we should leave it there for right
now.”

 


“You want me to go?”

 


“No, I want you to make love to me.”

 


She’d never called it that before. Her
confession of maybe being in love with him echoed in his mind. It
had been a roller coaster of a night and, ultimately, he wanted
things to be okay with them.

 


Taking his silence for consent, she lay on
top of him and kissed him passionately. He lay back on the bed and
hugged her. She ground against him until he got hard. Then she
shifted next to him.

 


“These are wet so you’ll have to take them
off,” she grinned.

 


He took his clothes off, got a condom and lay
on his back. “I’ve done as you’ve asked, milady.”

 


“No, I said make love to me,” she
said, pulling him on top of her.

 


“You want me to--”

 


She nodded. “Take my clothes off first.”

 


“Yes, milady.”

 


It was the first time they’d had sex in the
missionary position. She whispered sweet things in his ear, and
they built up a heated pace.

 


“I’m so close,” he told her. “Tell me
when.”

 


“No, Grant. You’re in charge tonight. You
tell me.”

 


“Let’s do it together,” he panted.

 


They rode together and instinctively came at
the same time.

 


“I love you,” she whispered in the sweaty
aftermath.

 


“I love you, too, Rache.”

 


* * * *

 


For the next few weeks, Rachel focused on
exploring with Grant. They went to a sex shop and experimented with
their purchases... culminating in her pegging him.

 


They avoided Ron and Melanie, and it felt
like they were the only people in the world. They discussed
Rachel’s need for other partners, and how it would only be sex.
Eventually, Grant accepted it, though they made rules.

 


She wouldn’t do anything without his
knowledge. And he would have approval. He hadn’t decided whether he
wanted to be present.

 


One day after Rachel had left, Ron told him,
“I’m pretty close to giving you proof about your girlfriend,
bro.”

 


Grant’s stomach dropped. “I thought you’d
given up.”

 


“Nope. I told ya it required some time.”

 


“You think she’s cheating on me?”

 


“Not yet.”

 


“You’re gonna apologize to both of us when
you find out you’re wrong.”

 


“She’s gonna cheat, bro. This weekend.”

 


* * * *

 


When Grant picked up Rachel from work, they
had a similar conversation. “I know we haven’t talked about it in a
while but I just about have the proof I need that Ron’s no friend
of yours.”

 


“Huh.”

 


“Yeah. Not only will I have proof, but you’re
gonna be able to witness it for yourself.”

 


“How do you figure?”

 


“Somethin’ I’ve been workin’ on.”

 


“I see.”

 


“I’ll give you the details ‘cause it’s gonna
happen this weekend.”

 


* * * *

 


That Friday night, Ron was getting ready to
go out. “You hangin’ with Rachel tonight, bro?” he called from the
bathroom.

 


“No, she’s not feeling well.”

 


“What?” Ron walked into Grant’s bedroom. “Is
this gonna be, like, the first time the two lovebirds have been
separated for an evening?”

 


“No. She’s gone home a few times. She works,
too.”

 


“And you’re not worried that she’s lying to
go fuck someone else?”

 


“Ron,” he warned.

 


“I’m jis sayin’, dude.”

 


“I know. And I keep telling you that Rachel
and I are solid.”

 


“Whatever you say... for now. How do I
look?”

 


“Smug.”

 


“Yeah? Well, smug gets the ladies.”

 


“I thought you had a date tonight.”

 


“I do.”

 


“Anyone I know?”

 


“Maybe.”

 


“Way to be vague, Ron.”

 


“I’ll tell you all about it in the
morning.”

 


“Can’t wait.”

 


“Don’t wait up for me,” Ron called as he
exited.


 


He whistled as he rode the elevator to the
ninth floor. “Knock knock,” he said.

 


Rachel opened the door and peered into the
hallway. Ron smiled. “Y’gonna let me in or what?”

 


“You were supposed to text me when you were
leaving.”

 


“Forgot. I’m here now, babe.”

 


“You got your phone on you?”

 


Ron searched his pockets. “Musta left it
downstairs.”

 


“Well, go get it!”

 


“You don’t need my texts, you got me live and
in person.”

 


“I can’t risk Grant finding it and seeing our
texts.”

 


“Good point.”

 


“Hurry.”

 


Ron opted for the stairs. “Forgot my phone,”
he called to Grant, walking to the living room and grabbing his
cell. “See ya.”

 


Not wanting to get sweaty, he took the
elevator. “I’m baaack,” he did his best Schwarzenegger voice.

 


“Almost there!” Rachel called.

 


Ron heard shuffling before the door opened.
“Wanted to get extra pretty for me?”

 


“You know it. Get in here before anyone sees
you!”

 


“Your roommate gone?”

 


“Yeah, I convinced her to go home for the
weekend.” Rachel walked to her bedroom with Ron in tow.

 


“Then no one’s gonna know, hon.” He checked
out her ass, beckoning him. “Grant thinks you’re sick, and he’s got
an evening with the books planned. It’s just you and me.
Finally.”

 


“Mmm hmm. I’ve been waiting for this for a
long time,” she smiled.

 


“You sure did make me wait.”

 


“Well, Grant was so accommodating in the
beginning. Letting me have my way with him. But, you know
Grant.”

 


“I do, which is why I was surprised that
you’d even give him the time of day. But I knew he wouldn’t be able
to satisfy you.”

 


“He couldn’t keep up with me,” she
agreed.

 


“Yeah, he told me that you’re into some major
kinky stuff.”

 


“I am. Think you can handle it?”

 


“Of course. I’m much more sexually advanced
than our friend Grant.”

 


“I’m counting on it.”

 


“C’mere.” He pulled her to him and kissed her
hard. “Mmm, you sure are hot as fuck.”

 


“Take your clothes off.”

 



“Pretty eager to see my goods, eh?”

 


“Somethin’ like that.” Rachel walked to the
dresser and grabbed a flogger.

 


“You liked to be spanked, eh?”

 


Rachel laughed. “I’m the one in charge, Ron.
So I’ll be the one using this.”

 


“A little switcheroo action. I’m down.” He
held his hands out.

 


Rachel swatted his hands, chest and arms. “Is
that the best you got?” Ron pretended like it didn’t hurt.

 


“Just gettin’ started. On the bed,” she
pointed.

 


“Aye-aye, captain.” Ron plopped
face-down.

 


“Turn over.”

 


“You got it.”

 


“That’s what I like to hear. Grant had a hard
time letting me be in charge,” Rachel said as she strapped Ron’s
ankle to the bed restraint.

 


“Hey, what’re you doin’?”

 


“Tying you up. I like my men at my mercy.
Grant couldn’t handle my kink, so I’ve had to find it elsewhere.
You said you’ve done BDSM roleplays before.”

 


“Oh, I have. But I’ve always been in charge,
so I’m a bit confused.”

 


“Just relax.”

 


Ron nodded, and Rachel proceeded to strap him
in. “I bet poor Grant freaked out when you tried to do this to him,
eh?”

 


“Yep. I like a big, strong man who can handle
his punishment.”

 


“You’ve come to the right place... get
it?”

 


“I do. Often.”

 


“Ha, I see what you did there,” he chuckled.
He had expected to do some light bondage and spanking to Rachel
when she’d mentioned BDSM. A femdom situation never occurred to him
but he wasn’t going to risk admitting it. He could handle a few
whacks before the fucking. The mission must be accomplished.

 


He watched her return to the dresser and pull
out another flogger. “So you get it often from other guys in the
building or from work or where?”

 


“Wherever I want.” She flogged him with both
hands until he cried out. “I’m sorry, did you say something?”

 


“Just that you can ease up.”

 


“It’s my show, Ron.” She flogged each leg and
inner thigh before finding a rhythm on his rod.

 


“Mmph.”

 


“You’ve been an asshole to me.”


 


“I know. I’m sorry.”

 


“And you’ve told Grant that I’m gonna cheat
on him.”

 


“You do.”

 


“And you’re askin’ me questions that sound
like you’re gonna go and tell him.”

 


“He’s a big boy. He’ll find out on his
own.”

 


“So you’re not gonna tell him?”

 


“Nope.”

 


“Good. ‘Cause I like doing this, and
more.”

 


“More?”

 


“Oh yeah.”

 


“Like what?”

 


“I’ll show you. But first you’re gonna roll
over.”

 


“How?”

 


“With help.”

 


Once he was flipped and retied, she removed
her skirt to reveal a strap-on.

 


“Whoa, no way. I’m not a fag.”

 


“You can’t tell me you haven’t had something
up your ass before, Ron.” She smacked his bottom.

 


“Maybe.”

 


“Uh-huh,” she smiled. “Suck my dick so I can
fuck you. Then I’ll release you, and you can fuck me. Deal?”

 


“Deal.”

 


She pressed her cock against his face, and he
slurped loudly. “That’s a good boy. Get it nice and wet.”

 


After several minutes, she lubed her dick and
got into position. Without pretense, she pushed in slowly. Ron’s
grunts turned to moans. Rachel hit his prostate with each
thrust.

 


“You thought you would just come up here,
fuck your best friend’s girlfriend and then tell him that I
cheated, didn’t you?”

 


“No.”

 


She smacked his ass and stopped thrusting.
“Don’t lie to me, bitch!”

 


“Okay. That was the plan. It’s not like I had
to twist your arm or anything, though.”

 


“So you’re gonna go right back downstairs and
tell him?”

 


“That was the plan, yeah. But you can change
it.”

 


“To what?”

 


“Some kind of arrangement.”

 


“To keep fucking me?”

 


“Yeah, once I get to be on top, anyway. Can
you finish, though? I was really close.”

 


“In a sec. So you mean, you arranged this
whole thing to show Grant that I’m a slut but you won’t tell him if
you get to continue fucking me?”

 


“Yeah, I can do that.”

 


“What about Grant?”

 


“What you do with him is your business. But
you already said he’s not kinky enough for you.”

 


“That’s true. But I guess I’m confused
because you’ve hated me from the second he introduced me to you...
or should I say, the second you walked in on us.”

 


“I wouldn’t say hate; I’d say surprised.”

 


“And why’s that?”

 


“Because I’m a much better match than he is,
and you wouldn’t gimme the time of day.”

 


“When was that?”

 


“Last year, earlier this year.”

 


“Right. Did you ever tell Grant that you
asked me out before?”

 


“Nope. And I don’t plan to, either.”

 


“That’s good.” She resumed her thrusting, and
Ron murmured appreciation. “Feel good?”

 


“Yeah, and I can’t wait to turn the tables on
you.”

 


“You like feeling my cock in you and being
fucked by a girl.”

 


“Fuck, you’re hot as fuck!”

 


“What if I said that you won’t get to fuck
me?”

 


“I’d say you’re higher than a kite. We had a
deal.”

 


“What if I told you that I only accepted your
advances to prove to Grant what a fucktard you are?”

 


“I wouldn’t believe you.”

 


“No? Would you believe that I orchestrated
this whole event, and that Grant is in the closet right now?”

 


Ron scoffed. “Is this part of your roleplay
‘cause it’s turning me off.”

 


“Grant, you can come out now.”

 


A door opened.

 


“What the...” Ron turned his head toward the
closet.

 


Grant emerged but didn’t speak.

 


“Grant, I can explain,” Ron started.

 


Rachel smacked his face. “Shut up, bitch.
Grant, would you like to do the honors?” she pointed to her
strap-on.

 


“Uh, you know, no, I’m good.”

 


“Do you see how this type of play is all
about a rush of dominance?”


 


“Yeah, I think I do.”

 


“Grant, bro...” Ron interjected.

 


They both ignored him. “Do you want to watch
the finish?” she asked.

 


“I dunno.”

 


“Well, this particular strap-on has a piece
that fits into my pussy. So I feel it whenever I thrust. Does that
change your mind?”

 


“Kinda,” Grant half-smiled.

 


Rachel picked up the pace but kept her eyes
on Grant. “This bitch tried to break us up because he wanted to
fuck me long before you asked me out. That’s why he was a dick to
me. And if I let him, he would’ve fucked me for himself, not to
prove anything to you. Isn’t that right, bitch?!”

 


She smacked his ass and he grunted.

 


“But I’m too smart for him. And he’s getting
fucked now. Oh yeah. He’s gettin’ fucked. Oh god...” Her eyes
rolled back. “You call it, Grant. You want me to get off or
stop?”

 


“You’ve done a good job, Rache. You should be
rewarded with an orgasm at his expense.”

 


She pumped harder and tried to keep her focus
on Grant. But when she neared her climax, her eyes rolled back.



 


After her wave receded, she pulled out and
smacked Ron’s ass as she untied him. “Get the fuck outta here.”

 


Ron scurried away, taken to the edge but not
allowed to go over.

 


Grant watched him leave. “I really wanted him
to be wrong... but I also didn’t want you to be right.”

 


“I get it. I’m sorry.”

 


“I kept telling him that what you and I had
was more than he could understand. But I never knew he asked you
out.”

 


“I figured you knew. And if you didn’t, I
didn’t wanna be the one to tell you.”

 


“How come you never went out with him?”

 


“You mean ‘cause I fucked everyone else in
the building?”

 


“Sorry. I just meant that he’s right; he’s
more your type than I am.”

 


“I didn’t go out with him because he’s a
fucktard... and you’re a sweetheart.”

 


Neither had moved since Ron left. Rachel
knelt on the bed with her strap-on in place, and Grant stood in
front of the closet.

 


“You already had your proof, though. You
could’ve just told me.”

 


“And when he denied it, would you believe me
or him?”

 


“I dunno. I’d wanna believe you.”

 


“But you’d still doubt. Doing it this way
left no doubt.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“It also hopefully helped you see that sex
without a connection is all about sex and power and dominance. It
didn’t have anything to do with us, at least physically.”

 


“I kinda see that, yeah.”

 


“Thanks for letting me finish,” she
smiled.

 


“I like watching you get off.”

 


“We could arrange it so you could always
watch.”

 


“Maybe.”

 


“You wanna fuck me for real?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Or you want me to fuck you?”

 


“Not tonight,” he said.

 


“Okay. As soon as you clean up,” she said,
handing him the strap-on.

 


* * * *

 


A few weeks before graduation, Rachel went to
a bar with Grant. “I’m going to dance with a few different guys
that I’d like to fuck. Then you can pick out the one you like the
best.”

 


Grant pointed to a guy at a table. “Him.”

 


“I didn’t give you a choice yet.”

 



“You said it’s my choice, and I pick
him.”

 


Rachel smiled at Grant. “Okay. This
time.”




Epilogue




 


Rachel and Grant got jobs in the same city
and moved in together. She grew into her dominance, and he was
secure enough to let her. When she told him to ask her to marry
him, he produced a ring.

 


“I’ve been waiting for you to ask me,” he
grinned.

 


“No, do the whole thing. Do it right,” she
said.

 


He got on one knee. “Milady, the love of my
life, Rachel, will you please marry me and dominate me
forever?”

 


“It’d be my pleasure, Prince Dashing, the
love of my life, Grant. Yes, I’ll marry you.”

 


He placed the ring on her finger, and she
asked, “But you’d better move up the ladder quickly to make enough
money to keep me happy.”

 


“I intend to but you know I come from a
wealthy family, right?”

 


“Uh, no.”

 


“You’ve seen my car.”

 


“It’s an old beater!”

 


“It’s a classic T-bird in mint
condition.”

 


“So you’re saying you’re worth a lotta
money?”

 


“So you’re saying you’re weren’t just after
my money?”

 


They laughed.

 


“Wait, why did you have to work over Spring
Break if you’re so rich?”

 


“I didn’t. You assumed, and I didn’t correct
you because I didn’t want to tell you that I stalked you.”

 


“You told me that, anyway.”

 


“I did, but not until later.”

 


“Fair enough.” She kissed him. “How much we
talkin’?”

 


“Enough to go anywhere you want for our
honeymoon.”

 


* * * *

 


Front and center on the reception buffet was
lobster mac and cheese.

 


After Rachel tossed the bouquet, she told her
new husband, “Wait five minutes, then go to the room.”

 


“As you wish, my love.”

 


With his head spinning and his heart
pounding, Grant entered the bridal suite five minutes later.

 


His wife was on the bed in a passionate
embrace.

 


Rachel broke the kiss and reached for Grant.
“Come celebrate with us, honey.”

 


Grant sat next to Rachel and licked her pussy
as she sucked Melanie’s breast.

 


The three of them had sex for a while before
Melanie took her leave. “I knew you wanted it to happen that
night,” Rachel said.

 


“I like having you to myself, too.”

 


“I know. I do, too.”

 


They snuggled under the covers and went one
more round.

 


Just the two of them.

 


With her on top. As she wanted it.

 


And they lived in kink, happily ever
after...

 


 


THE END

 


If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you
left a review at your favorite retailer.

 


Many thanks and keep reading,

 


~B.J.
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