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It was just supposed to be a stupid prank. The glue shouldn't have been strong enough to do much more than tug at Ms. Madison's pants. At most, it would maybe tear them a little, Alex thought, but he'd been wrong. Her pants clung to the chair as she stood up to discuss existentialism and the novel they were supposed to be reading for class. The chair lifted with her, eliciting a round of laughter from her students.
"What the-" Ms. Madison said, glancing behind her. The fabric of the seat of her pants ripped and the chair dropped, collapsing on its side with a plastic smack. The teacher's eyes bulged, and she reached behind her with both hands.
"Oh shit," Alex groaned, and the class erupted in gasps and nervous laughter as they realized what must have happened.
"Who did this?" Ms. Madison snapped. "What could you have possibly been thinking? I... I... Jennifer, there's a coat in my closet. Get it for me."
The young woman at the front of the class jumped to her feet and grabbed the coat for her teacher. Ms. Madison's cheeks burned bright red as she tied the arms around her waist and checked with her hands to make sure her bottom was covered before storming around her desk.
"I heard you say something, Alex. Something that rhymes with 'oh snit.' Care to elaborate on why you'd mutter that right after my pants tore?"
It wasn't the words that stung him, but the anger and hurt in Ms. Madison's eyes. The beautiful young teacher had always been one of his favorites from the first day he stepped into her classroom his senior year. She was a new teacher, and at just twenty-four, she was only six years older than him and everyone else in the class. Alex entertained the occasional fancy about coming back someday after he graduated to ask Ms. Madison out.
Well... okay, those fantasies usually extended to them doing more than just going out on a date, but who could blame him? Ms. Madison was the stuff of dreams. Her long dark hair fell to a pleasantly curvy ass. The swells of her breasts were usually hidden away by modest, professional blouses, dresses, or sweaters, but he saw her a few times outside of class in much tighter tee shirts. Once he caught her at the grocery store with a blouse open over a tight white tank that had him racing home to fantasize about tearing that tank off her and taking her on his bed. Her slim athletic frame seemed completely at odds with her ridiculous curves, and yet he knew from seeing her peck at salads and wraps that she probably worked hard to keep it up.
None of that was taking into account Ms. Madison's best feature. That delicate face and her big, sweet eyes were made even more beautiful whenever she smiled, of which she had a thousand variations Alex dreamed about. Her smile shifted her from pretty to stunning. Ms. Madison was the fantasy of almost every straight guy in her classes, and more than a few young women too. But she was something more to him than just a teacher and a stunning fantasy.
Early on when Ms. Madison started at the school, she and Alex built up a rapport when they worked at a charity event together. The spaghetti dinner at the local community center benefitted the seniors in their town. Since Alex's grandparents were regulars there, he often volunteered for the center's various events, or at the very least, came by to say hello and grab a meal. Ms. Madison volunteered there to get to know the community better. Only about six thousand people lived in Wickerburg, so she thought it was best to put herself out there and meet and greet people. The pair of them had a lot of fun -- Alex was an old hat at serving, and introduced Ms. Madison to a sea of people coming by their stations. By the end of the night, they started traveling down the road of not just being teacher and student, but actual friends.
And now Alex went and screwed that up. Ms. Madison folded her arms across her breasts and gave him that pained stare. Alex swallowed, and started to say something, but Jaden, one of his best friends, jumped in ahead of him. "It was me, Ms. Madison."
Right on cue, on his other side, the third member of their little band, Tom, said, "No, it was me."
It was noble of them, and pretty typical. The trio suffered from the same bully way back in the sixth grade and bonded over the experience of taking their story to the principal. They became fast friends and had always looked after one another, even if they were as wildly different as friends could get. Jaden was a double threat in basketball and baseball, and had a full ride to state when they finished high school, where Alex had no doubt his friend would be wildly successful. Tom was the game nut of the three of them, and most every weekend could be found in front of his computer or his consoles streaming games to his Twitch channel. Alex wasn't really classifiable as anything. He was friends with almost everyone, and hung out with most the cliques around the school. He liked working out with Jaden as much as he liked hanging with Tom and streaming dumb jump scare games and arguing about the best waifus. They were his brothers and his comrades throughout high school, and they tried to protect him now, same as always.
"Don't, guys," Alex said. "It was me, Ms. Madison. I'm sorry. I should have known better."
Her mouth went about four different directions in the space of as many seconds. "Yes. You should have. This is the perfect opportunity for you three to help me with some spring cleaning. So Saturday, all three of you are going to show up here and make every desk in this room absolutely spotless."
Tom winced. "Ms. Madison, there's a big comic convention on Saturday. Can I-?"
"Actions have consequences, Tom," she said, cutting him off. "If you have a problem with that, perhaps you'd like to make it two Saturdays in a row."
"No, ma'am," Tom said glumly.
"Don't punish them for this, please," Alex said.
"It's done," Ms. Madison said. "See you boys Saturday."
* * *
Kate hurried away from the building. The hot shame of the whispers and giggles from her students burned in the forefront of her mind, but even more pressing than that was her need to know why. She thought Alex was a better student. A better friend. And yes, she knew she shouldn't see her students that way, as friends, and yet Alex was just that. Or had been, anyways.
Her first year teaching, and with only a month and change to go, it looked like she would go down in flames. Perfect. Absolutely perfect.
"Ms. Madison, wait," a familiar voice called behind her.
She didn't slow down or turn, but she did check to make sure the coat's arms were cinched tight and her butt wasn't hanging out as the handsomest young man in all her classes raced to catch up to her. Not that Kate would ever admit to anyone she thought Alex was handsome. Though he and his two friends were eighteen when she first came into her classroom, Alex was still wildly taboo and definitely not someone she should fantasize about in that way. And yet she did. The first evening Kate got to know him, Alex left an indelible mark in her mind. Funny, charming, just the right amount of self-effacing, and flirtatious with the senior ladies who came through their line. How could Kate have not lusted after him a little bit?
It didn't help matters he was devastatingly good-looking too. Alex worked out with his two friends, the cohorts in this stupid prank, and she saw him regularly around town jogging or heading out to the backroads to do some running in the countryside. He was a drool-inducing blend of sleekness and muscle, and his sharply intelligent eyes and easy smile gave him an extra ten years behind his actual age.
Kate thought maybe there might even be a spark there. After all, he'd be graduating in a month and a half, and if she was patient enough, maybe she could pursue something with him after he finished college. That was pure fantasy, though. He wasn't going to remember her four years down the road. By that point, she was sure he'd have left a trail of broken hearts behind him.
"Please, just let me explain," Alex said, almost right behind her now.
Kate walked even faster. "We have nothing to discuss, Alex. If you're here to try and talk me out of keeping your friends Saturday, no dice."
"It's not about them. It's about us."
That finally did it. Kate stopped and rounded on him, fury driving away her shame. "Us? What us? I thought you were a great student. Apparently I was wrong."
He reached out for her shoulder. "Ms. Madison..."
"Don't you touch me. What, is your hand covered in glue too? Maybe thought you could tear up my blouse while you're at it?"
"It's not like-"
"If you weren't my student, I'd slap you so hard your mouth would bleed. Do you know how humiliated I am? If it was anyone else, Alex, anyone at all, but I thought you and I were friends!"
"Goddamn it," he snapped. "I wasn't trying to hurt you."
"What then?" Kate said.
He ran a hand over his face, and she spun away again, walking towards her car with her head bowed and tears threatening to bubble up.
"I was flirting with you."
Kate froze. Her legs didn't want to work even as her mind screamed for her to move faster, to get to her car and don't look back. Because to look back was to admit her curiosity not just to herself but to him, too. But she didn't want to listen to her mind. She wanted to listen to her heart, and another very intrigued part of her as well. She turned, her cheeks blooming red.
"You... what?"
Alex sighed. "Look. I've had the biggest damn crush on you for a while now. I swear, I didn't think the glue would rip the whole of your pants. I... I guess I thought maybe it'd stick for a minute, and then... I don't know. Christ, I have no idea why I did it now. It's dumb. I can see that. And I'm so sorry I hurt you by doing it. I thought it'd be mostly harmless, and then I'd come by after class and give you a wink and you'd know it was all in fun. Or that's how I had it in my head, anyways."
"You... you're my student, Alex."
The words felt as stupid as they sounded. Of course he was her student. But Kate's mind was scrambling for any response, any firm footing. He wanted her too. Oh God. This was bad. Or this was amazing. She didn't know what to think.
"I know. I wasn't even going to say anything for a year or two. I thought..." Alex groaned and rubbed the back of his head. "I thought I'd come back to town, you know, kind of swing by the classroom, and say I was just there to reminisce or something. Then I'd ask you out to dinner, or maybe out of town to a play or something. I keep saying 'or something,' and I know it's annoying, but this is what you do to me."
She gaped at him, and slowly shook her head. "It's... not... we can't..."
"I know." He sighed. "I know. I'm not telling you all this because I think it can happen. I'm saying it because I thought you deserved to know why I did it. It was a dick move and I'll make it up to you. I'll give you whatever you need Saturday to pay for the pants, and if the chair's broken, that too. I have some money saved from last summer, so... whatever you want, Ms. Madison."
What I want is you, Kate thought but didn't say. Oh good God, but his words were doing it for her. All her feelings. All her emotions. All her own confusion and lust mirrored in her eighteen-year-old student. She was doomed and she knew it. Kate didn't want to wait a year or two. She wanted to jump him right there.
A seed of a wicked plan sprouted in Kate's mind. She blinked at him, and finally muttered, "See you Saturday, Alex."
* * *
The three guys took Alex's decade-old Sportage to school Saturday. He told them what had happened between him and Ms. Madison, and Jaden reached over and squeezed his shoulder.
"Cheer up, man. At least she didn't have you suspended or something. That's, uh, that's gotta be a good sign. Right?"
From the backseat, Tom snickered. "You're the worst at motivating people."
"Yeah, yeah," Jaden said.
"I'll talk to her one more time," Alex said. "Maybe you two won't have to stick around."
"Hey, not like we had anything better to do," Tom said. "Cough cough."
"Nerd," Jaden said.
"Jock," Tom said right back. It was an old exchange between the two and toothless. Jaden reached back and punched Tom's knee, and the other boy reached up and swatted the back of his head in return.
"That's how you get concussions, asshole," Jaden grumbled.
"Like it matters with your brain, dickhead," Tom said.
Alex shook his head. "You guys are way too cheerful about this."
"Oh, don't get us wrong," Tom said. "You're paying for my ticket to the convention today."
"Tom," Jaden warned mildly.
"All right, all right, you're driving us to Five Guys later and we're getting craaaazy."
Alex laughed. "You got it."
Only a few cars dotted the high school's parking lot when they pulled in. It was one of those rare days when no extracurriculars were taking place, and only a couple teachers and staff were around. A van advertising a plumbing company was the lone exception. The boys headed for the front of the building, Tom talking animatedly about a show while Jaden kept pretending not to be interested. They all knew he liked anime as much as Tom, but refused to admit it on general principles, mostly to annoy his friend more than anything else.
The school was as empty inside as it seemed outside. One of the bathrooms they passed was wide open and a pair of men were working on replacing one of the broken sinks. Apart from that, they saw no one else on their way to the classroom.
Ms. Madison sat at her desk in a sleeveless white sweater tighter than anything else she'd ever worn in the classroom. Tom nearly stopped, leading Jaden to push him forward. The desk had been cleared off of everything, including her laptop, though they just assumed they were supposed to clean the desk too.
"Hey, Ms. Madison," Jaden said, the only one successful of the three at being completely oblivious to her outfit, her touched-up makeup, or her messy, sexy ponytail.
"Yeah. Hey," Tom said weakly, staring at her with open astonishment.
"Ms. Madison," Alex said. He gaped at her for a second, then gestured at the other two. "Please. Don't make them hang around."
"We've talked about that, Alex," she said. On her desk was a trio of sponges and a shallow plastic bucket. "One of you needs to go fill this up with hot water. Then you can get started."
"I'll do it," Alex said quietly. He took the bucket and headed out the door.
Jaden leaned against the far wall. "Ms. Madison, don't be too hard on him. He's a good guy."
"Oh, I know but I have to make him suffer a little bit. It was kind of endearing how both of you fell on your swords for him," Ms. Madison said. "But I wonder, how much do you really care for him?"
"We're like brothers," Tom said, and there was no hint of a smile on his face.
Jaden nodded.
Ms. Madison stood up, and for the first time, both the boys noticed her extremely short skirt and the high heeled sandals. Her tanned calves gleamed with freshly applied lotion, and she came around the metal desk and sat up on it. She gave them a long look of her black-panty clad sex before she crossed her legs.
"Jesus," Tom breathed.
"I'm going to ask you boys for a favor. Maybe the biggest favor of your whole lives," Ms. Madison said, glancing towards the door and then back at them. "And in return, I'll give you a morning you'll never forget."
"What is it?" Jaden asked, already hardening just looking at her.
"I want him as much as he wants me," Ms. Madison said. "But hooking up with Alex is going to cost me everything. My reputation. My job. My family will hate me. I'll have to figure out a whole new life. When he's graduated, I can handle that. But I can't wait until graduation to fuck him."
"You want us to keep your secret?" Tom asked.
"It's just going to be this once," she said. "For a month and a half, that's all it can be. Then, if he wants, maybe I'll move to be closer to him at college. Only if he's comfortable with that."
"He is," Alex said from the hallway.
He came in, tossing the empty bucket aside. Without a word, he walked right to Ms. Madison, his hands going up to cup her cheeks before his lips chased hers with all the passion and need that had been building up throughout the school year. She breathed him in, and whispered his name against his lips.
"You're so young," she murmured, leaning her forehead against his and closing her eyes. "You may not know-"
"What I want?" Alex asked. There was no way to convince her with words. So he kissed her again, his hands roaming up and down her back before pulling her tighter to him. Their lips met again and again.
Jaden caught Tom's eye and jerked his thumb at the door. Ms. Madison broke away from Alex long enough to gasp, "No. I want all three of you today." She stared at Alex, a challenge in her eyes, and he grinned.
"Get the door," he said to Tom.
Tom hurried to it, already scrambling for the hem of his shirt as he came back, this time stepping up close to the desk. Jaden took his off too, and after a moment, Alex stood back so he could finish the trifecta. Ms. Madison took them all in and her lips parted.
"Very nice, boys." She caught herself. "You are all eighteen, right? I looked at your files, but..."
Three variations of yes greeted her at that, and she laughed softly. She curled a finger at Tom. He came to her much like Alex had, his kiss more urgent and less subtle. When it was Jaden's turn to take Tom's place, his tongue slipped against her lips and she teased it with her own.
"We have to be quiet," Alex warned the other guys. "I don't just mean today."
"We won't say a word," Tom said. Jaden turned his head and nodded.
"In the closet are some yoga pads and a couple pillows," Ms. Madison said. "Get them for me."
Tom got them, and together, the three men moved the desks, laid out the yoga pads and the pillows. Ms. Madison started to strip out of her blouse, but Alex stopped her hands with his own. First, he reached up to tug free her braid.
"Much better," he murmured, and helped her slowly lift her shirt.
"Jesus," Tom whispered as their sexy teacher's taut stomach came into view. "You're, uh, you're very fit, Ms. Madison."
"Thank you, Tom," she said. "You boys obviously work out a lot too."
Whatever Jaden was going to say to that died on his lips as her playful white bustier came into view. Her breasts were still graced by youth and lift, but so damn big they had to sag a little. Jaden stepped forward without a word and took the sleeveless sweater from Alex. Ms. Madison pulled him in for another kiss before he backed away and laid it over one of the desks.
Silently, Ms. Madison hopped off her desk and knelt on the yoga mats. Still in her heels, her skirt, and her bustier, she made for a hell of a sight. Their teacher's desire didn't need to be said, and Jaden and Tom kicked off their shoes and dropped their pants as quickly as they could. But when Alex started to unzip himself, Ms. Madison grinned up at him and shook her head.
"You get to watch this first time. Punishment, young man."
"Yes, ma'am," Alex said.
Jaden's boxers dropped, and Ms. Madison licked her lips. "Very nice, Jaden," she murmured. Tom's followed shortly, and she glanced over and her eyes widened.
After he got an eyeful of what she was seeing, Jaden sputtered, "Jesus Christ, dude."
Alex gaped too. "Holy shit."
"That's what your moms said," Tom said cheerfully.
"And he ruined it," Jaden said.
Ms. Madison reached out with both hands, grasping Jaden's nicely sized prick and Tom's monstrosity. Her eyes flicked back to Alex and she winked. He winked back, and pulled up a desk to watch the show.
Their sexy young teacher stroked both men slowly, working their first couple inches with her delicate hands. Their cocks hardened with her sure strokes. She let them both go and spat indelicately into her palms before resuming. Slowly she jacked them, resting on her heels on the mats, taking in each one in turn.



"Yeah, Ms. Madison," Tom moaned. "Keep stroking our dicks."
"Like that, Tom?" she asked, and squeezed him gently. He nodded, his mouth hanging open, and she glanced up at Jaden. "How about you, Jaden? You know how many of the other teachers talk about you after your games? Mrs. Beatriz would let you fuck her in a heartbeat."
Mrs. Beatriz was the only other teacher at the school who could give Ms. Madison a run for her money in the looks department. The Spanish beauty was the kind of breathlessly sexy you only saw in movies -- and being married, she was doubly taboo.
"Oh shit," Jaden groaned, imagining it.
"But you're mine today. If she knew, she'd be here with me, on her hands and knees, trying to do... this."
With that, Ms. Madison leaned forward and kissed the tip of Jaden's cock. His eyes shot wide open, and quick as a hummingbird, she brought her lips to Tom's cock too. Her gaze flicked back to gauge Alex's reaction and she smirked at his obvious discomfort. Without another word, she opened wide, as wide as she could, and took as much of Tom's enormous prick into her mouth.
"Ohhh, shit, Ms. Madison," he moaned.
Breathing through her nose, she took him deeper and deeper. She had to give up when his massive cockhead hit the back of her throat. No way she could take any more than that. Ms. Madison came up off him with a gasp, and went straight for Jaden's dick. She took him even further, his cock sliding down her throat as her eyes watered. When she pulled off his dick, she jerked them both, staring up at them, her good humor disappearing in the face of her rising lust.
Her mouth dove down on Tom again, but this time she was going for his pleasure, not some show of how talented a cocksucker she was. Her mouth corkscrewed back and forth down his first few inches, her tongue working the bottom of his shaft.
"Oh fuck," Tom gasped. "Just like that."
Ms. Madison jerked the base of his prick as she bobbed back and forth like that three, four, five times, her tongue bathing his sensitive underside. Then she popped off him and took Jaden again with a hunger that surprised even herself. She wanted these young men's come filling her up. She wanted them hard and ready again for the real fucking to come.
And Kate wanted to torture Alex most of all. Maybe this was a one-time fantasy. Maybe there really could be a future there. She didn't know, and if she was honest with herself, Kate Madison didn't give much of a damn either way. Right now, there was this moment. This incredibly hot foursome. Two dicks in her hand, one of which she was sucking with loud slurps and pops. Everything else in her mind disappeared for a while, and she gave in to her pleasure.
"Not gonna last long, Ms. Madison," Jaden said.
She popped off him again and rested her cheek against his cockhead. "Then you get three choices. In my mouth, on my tits, or all over me. Multiple choice, Jaden. Think about it while I suck Tom's big fat dick again."
Ms. Madison sucked Tom down again, jacking him hard with her hand while she played with his tip, bathing him with her tongue. Jaden stooped over to tug the shoulders of her bustier down, and the natural bobbing of her body freed her breasts.
"Jesus," Tom moaned. "You've got the best tits."
She grinned around him and pulled off with a loud smack. "Thank you, Tom," she breathed. To Jaden, she said, "Made your choice yet?"
For an answer to that, he growled, "Get those tits around my cock. Now."
Ms. Madison let go of Tom and positioned herself, tossing back her long brown hair as Jaden knelt, shoving his cock between the valley of her breasts. She squeezed them around him, staring up at him as he began to fuck her with abandon.
"Come on my tits, baby," she moaned. "Come for your teacher."
His ass clenched and unclenched with every thrust, and finally Jaden grunted, "Fuck, Ms. Madison, here it comes."
His cock started spurting, great big gobs of come hitting her chin, her neck, her breasts. She took his last few in her mouth, swallowing him down as she stared up at him. Before he'd even finished, Tom was there, his big dick in his hand. She gulped him down hungrily. This time she relaxed her jaw and got him deeper than she had the first time she tried this, staring up at him as her eyes watered.
"Fuck!" Tom gasped, pulling back just far enough that he could fuck the first few inches of his cock in and out of her mouth, bucking his hips hard as his need to come took over. Ms. Madison jacked his root, not needing any warning when he started to erupt. She knew he was close, and Tom didn't disappoint. He flooded her mouth, his come rocketing deep against the back of her throat and filling her mouth up so much she couldn't hold all of him. Ms. Madison had to pull off, choking and gasping as his come drizzled out of her mouth, down along her chin, onto her breasts.
Without a word, Alex was on his feet, his shoes gone, his pants following moments later. Ms. Madison turned to him and he guided her to her feet and spun her around, her ass to him as she walked her to her desk. Still utterly silent, her favorite student gripped her skirt and dragged it up over her ass. He hooked his fingers into her panties and dropped them to the ground, spreading her legs wide before he knelt behind her. His nose pressed against her bud, he thrust his tongue into her glistening folds and her head arched back, her mouth opening in a need to scream her pleasure. Only at the last moment did Ms. Madison remember she was supposed to be quiet, that there was work going on in the school. She jerked back and forth, her need apparent on her face as Alex ate her out. But no sound came out of her save for a soft keen of need.
Alex loved to eat pussy, and Ms. Madison was so electric to his every touch or drag of his tongue. With one hand, he reached around her and stroked her clit with three fingers, keeping the brushes fast but not hard. With his other he traced her folds as his tongue worked, waggling back and forth and dragging down along her length. She writhed in his arms, her thighs damp with anticipation and her need of him.
Jaden and Tom murmured to each other, and Braden hurried away with the bucket. Alex and their sexy teacher never noticed, too lost in what he was doing to her to care. The feel of his fingers stroking her clit, his tongue expertly flicking through her sweet, delicate folds, and the ticklish sensation of the breath from his nose tickling her bud were too much, and Ms. Madison cried out.
"Oh, FUCK!"
* * *
One of the men working in the bathroom cocked his head to the side. "You hear that?"
"Yuh huh," the other man said. "That is the sound of a teacher being very well fucked."
"Those boys we saw? Think we should, you know, report it?"
The other plumber stared at him and sighed. "Bill, if you were their age and you got a chance, you think you'd want some dumbass running off and telling the administration?"
"Good point."
* * *
Tom rushed to Ms. Madison and clapped a hand over her mouth. Her eyes bulged as she shook head to toe. With a sharp keen into Tom's hand, she came, her whole body rocking back once, twice, three times against Alex, her pink folds quivering as she gushed on her young lover's tongue.
Jaden came back into the room, the bucket in hand and full of warm water. He didn't know how clean the sponges were so he grabbed his shirt and dipped a corner into the bucket as Alex kept going, kept his teacher riding the crest of her orgasm. As Ms. Madison bobbed back and forth on her heels, Tom dropped his hand away from her mouth and Jaden cleaned her mouth and chin as best he could manage.
Alex gave Ms. Madison one last long flick of his tongue and rose to his feet. "Shit, condoms," he muttered.
"My purse," their teacher gasped.
Tom snatched it up and dug out four boxes of variously sized condoms and a bottle of lube. They each grabbed a couple condoms out of the boxes and set them on the desk. Ms. Madison turned around and helped Alex with his when he came back to her. There was no discussion as to who was going to be first.
He guided her onto her desk, her legs splayed wide as she laid down on her back. Alex leaned down and kissed her softly, his cockhead lining up at her entrance. Slowly but firmly, he slid into her warm and waiting folds. Her hands looped around his neck as her feet kicked upwards into the air, her high heeled sandals still on. He ran a hand under her thigh, marveling at the softness of her, at the sexy teacher he'd wanted for so long. At his friend.
At his lover.
Alex took her with assured strokes, not too fast, but not fucking around, either. He stroked her cheek with one hand while his other roamed her body, eventually settling back under her hip again. Beside them, the other two boys stroked their cocks, watching the show intently. Alex was the only one yet to come, but despite being ready to burst, his vanity demanded he give Ms. Madison one more orgasm before he came.
"M-my student," she moaned.
"My teacher," he grunted right bac. "Your pussy feels so good, Ms. Madison."
She blushed and brought a finger to her lips. None of the guys she'd been with talked dirty to her like this. Then again, none of her former lovers were her totally taboo student either. "My... pussy," she said. "It needs you, stud. I need you. I need that cock."
She sucked her finger into her mouth, and Tom couldn't help himself. He leaned over and cupped one of her breasts, sucking her nipple hungrily into his mouth. She arched her back, thrusting her chest up at him, and on the other side, Jaden followed his friend's lead, tracing her nipple with his tongue before sucking it. The extra added stimulation drove her wild and she started sliding back and forth on the desk, the cool metal so nice on her back and ass.
All the while, Alex kept fucking her. His big dick strained to hit depths she'd never felt before, and when he started playing with her clit again, she sucked her fingers deep into her mouth, watching him, feeling so dirty, so naughty.
For his part, Alex rode an edge, his need to come fighting tooth and nail with his need to make her come. He tried to think of anything and everything to calm himself down, but the sight of Kate Madison, hottest teacher in the school and, in his opinion, the sexiest woman alive, was almost too much for him to hold on. She cooed at him around her fingers, his name breathy coming out of her lips.
"Alex..."
His cock strained, his balls tightening. No, he thought, not yet, not yet, she's there, she's right there.
"Baby," she breathed, "oh God, I'm, I'm.... co-coming!"
Her heels kicked upward and her back rose up as the other two boys kept their mouths at her magnificent tits. She cried out wordlessly, none of them concerned about the sound she was making any longer.
Alex stopped teasing her clit and grabbed her under the hips, plunging into her for all he was worth. Sweat beaded on his brow as he chased his release, his sexy teacher shuddering and moaning. "Move," he snapped, and Tom and Jaden backed away, watching, thinking he was going to jerk out and come all over her body. Instead, Alex dropped his lips to hers, kissing her hard as his cock plunged deep one last time, come rocketing out of him as he finally got his climax. She held him tight, nails digging into his back as she chased his lips again and again and again.
It would have made for the perfect ending, but when Alex pulled out, there were still two other boys with rock-hard cocks ready to find their own release. Kate pushed herself up with shaky arms, and slowly, enticingly, turned around and rested her hands on the desk like she had been with Alex when he ate her out. Tom was there faster, the condom in his hand almost comically large until he spread it over his cockhead. Kate realized she could have gone a full size bigger for him. It barely fit, but it did, and he guided that monstrous cock right to her still-quivering slit.
"Oh, God!" Ms. Madison said as he plunged into her. Alex had spread her wide. Tom was a goddamn invader. He stopped after an inch. "More!" she gasped.
Tom obliged, pushing deeper and deeper as she flopped forward, resting on her crossed arms, her ass thrust high in the air. Her student couldn't help running his hands over her curvy butt and giving her cheeks a squeeze as he began to see-saw in and out of his sexy teacher.
"Guh!" she cried out, her head twisting side to side on her arms. "Guh! Full! So full!"
"Sexy slutty teacher," Tom said, and squeezed her ass. "You love your students taking you like this, don't you?"
"Uh huh!" Ms. Madison agreed fervently. "Your... guh... teacher slut!"
Tom wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her away from the desk. With his big cock still buried in her cunt, he walked her to the yoga mats and helped her down onto her hands and knees. Jaden stepped in front of Ms. Madison and she opened wide for him without having to be told as Tom began bucking his hips harder and harder into her needy sex. Double-stuffed by her students, she stared straight forward, not seeing anything, lost to the pleasure of getting so thoroughly fucked and the wantonness of sucking off the young stud in front of her.
"Take me deep, that's it," Jaden said. "Suck that dick, Ms. Madison. Keep me hard for you. When Tom's done, I'm gonna take that pussy, but it's that ass I really want."
"Mmmf!" she moaned around him, and his eyes lit up.
"You like that thought?" Jaden asked her. "Like the idea of my big dick stuffing that tight ass of yours?"
"Mm hm!" she agreed fervently.
Tom licked his lips. "Alex. You ready to go again?"
"Yeah."
"Jaden just gave me an idea."
Tom jerked out of Ms. Madison and she let out a whine of need. He smacked her ass and flopped down onto the mat. "Come here, Ms. Madison," he said. "Ride me, teacher slut."
She threw a leg over him in a hurry, grabbing his dick and guiding it up into her quivering sex. She sank down, hard and fast, and took nearly half his length inside her pussy. The renewed pleasure left her writhing in pleasure, and Ms. Madison bounced hard up and down on his dick as he cupped her big tits.
"Jaden. Get her ready. Alex. You stand beside her."
"Oh fuck," Ms. Madison breathed. "Oh my God. You're all going to..."
"Yeah," Tom said, smirking.
Jaden hurried over to the desk and grabbed the lube. This was his first time taking anyone's ass but he read enough stories and watched enough porn to know the generalities. Get her ready. Be generous with the lube. Go slow.
He poured a generous amount on her bud, and more on two of his fingers. Ms. Madison's back went completely stiff as Jaden probed her ass gently with one finger, then two. She dropped her mouth down to Tom, kissing him frantically, her bouncing never stopping. An orgasm crashed through her, a big one, and she bucked and rode it out, never stopping, wanting more. How many Kate had by that point she had no idea any longer. All she cared about was the never-ending waves of pleasure these boys' dicks were giving her.
Alex. His hand fell to her shoulder, letting her know he was there. She looked and there was his cock right at her mouth. She swallowed him down, her eyes slipping closed as Tom pumped into her cunt and Jaden's fingers wicked in and out of her ass. She didn't feel Jaden pull out, but she sure felt what replaced his fingers, and her eyes widened as his cockhead lined up to her ass.
"Mmmm uck!" she cried out around Alex's cock. Jaden's big cockhead slipped in, a half inch, an inch, more. Her ass took him as deep as she could and she was triple-stuffed, airtight, her tongue whipping under Alex's dick more out of pure sexual reflex than any active thought in her mind.
Jaden and Tom built up a rhythm. When Tom pulled out, Jaden pushed in much more slowly. The young man under Ms. Madison looked ready to pop at any moment, his cheeks flushed, his eyes narrowed. Alex had to do most the work for her with the blowjob. She couldn't concentrate on anything, so he swept her hair out of her eyes and gripped it with one hand, slowly face-fucking her, his cock nearing the back of her throat but pushing no further.
Intense stabs of pleasure kept Kate lit up to the point where she could almost take no more if this kept going. But finally, mercifully, Tom grunted, "Ah shit, Ms. Madison, I'm coming!"
He thrust up one more time into her well-spread pussy and fired into his condom, his back arching up off the mat, his lips drawn back in a grimace. It felt like he was never going to stop until he finally dropped back down, panting.
"Almost there too, Ms. Madison," Jaden grunted.
"Come in my ass," she begged. "Let me feel it. I want to drip my students."
The mental image -- soon to be a reality -- was too much for Jaden, and he plunged deeper inside her a few more times before he released, his warmth filling her ass, making it squelch when he pulled out of her. Alex yanked his cock out of her mouth and Kate dropped to her side, panting, gasping his name, needing him in her somewhere. Tom scrambled out of the way as Alex guided her onto her back, folding her long, athletic legs up to the point where her knees brushed her breasts. And further still, his hands under her ass now, lifting her until Ms. Madison rested on her upper back and shoulders, her ass ready for him. He sank into her with a grunt of need, his cock spreading her ass just as wide as Jaden had.
"Take my ass!" she cried out. "Oh God, Alex, I need you!"
He plunged in and out of her, sweat beading on his brow. He needed her too but he could not vocalize it in the moment. Two hands reached under her folded knees and searched for her pussy and her clit. Jaden and Tom knelt on either side of her, Jaden's freshly cleaned fingers playing with her clit, Tom's pumping into her well-fucked pussy. She threw back her head and a wordless cry of ecstasy rushed out of her lungs.
"Ms. Madison... Kate..." Alex breathed.
"Come in me, baby, come in me, come in me," she chanted. Alex nodded and drove into her four, five more times, his self-control shattering as he finally let go, coming deep inside her ass, adding to what Jaden already left there.
He pulled out, and far gentler than anything that had come before, he and the other boys helped her legs down. Alex leaned in to kiss her cheek, her forehead, her lips. He stared into her eyes, and said quietly, "Are you okay?"
Kate ran her hands over her face and whispered, "No. Oh no."
"It's okay," Jaden said. "We can keep a secret."
"Yeah!" Tom agreed. "For Alex and for you, anything."
"It's not that," she groaned. "I'm definitely happy we did this even if it means I'm professionally ruined. But how the hell am I going to be able to sit down this week when I teach classes?"
* * *
Four years on, and Kate watched her husband stroll across the stage to accept his college diploma. She was so proud of Alex. Of everything he'd accomplished. Of everything they'd managed to do.
They left behind ashes. Tom and Jaden kept their secret, but when Alex moved away from town for college, the reason why Ms. Madison quit became clear when she started appearing in his social media pictures. His parents were beyond irate and demanded a criminal investigation. The school and town demonized her and she could never work as a teacher again. So Kate didn't. She picked up a job at a bookstore, and when a big name romance and erotica writer did a book signing, they started to discuss Kate's past. She admitted she was once an English teacher, and the truth slipped out of her about her history with Alex.
The writer wasn't judgmental, but intrigued. They stayed in touch, and over the next six months, her wrier friend invited Kate to take an early look at her newest manuscript. Kate did, and found twenty errors her friend's editor missed. With that, the writer begged Kate to work long distance as her new editor. After picking up a pair of other clients introduced to her at a launch party, Kate built up her new independent business to the point where she could afford to quit her day job and support Alex through his college career.



It wasn't the path she expected to take in life, and there were nights when she thought about the damage she'd caused and cried herself to sleep in her husband's arms. But she always woke up next to the man she loved, and for that, she would have paid any price.
Alex turned with his diploma in hand, grinning. He waved at Kate, and she waved back, whispering "I'm proud of you" to him. Her student. Her love.
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Peter woke from his pleasant lull in the meeting, the tingle in the back of his mind as sharp as it had ever been. A threat? Here? In the middle of the Avengers' latest multi-billion-dollar extravaganza of a bunker?
He might have panicked, except his spider-sense had been triggering like crazy lately for no good reason. At first, he thought it was some vague threat to the city, something someone else was dealing with, but no one was checking in with anything weirder than the Blob losing a couple hundred pounds on a keto diet. Rumor had it he was going straight as the face of a new brand of diet soda.
But apart from that oddity, most the city's villains apparently were taking five from the world-ending events. Even they must have been getting tired of the one-upsmanship of the world's biggest bads. As far as the superhero life went, things were surprisingly normal, and maybe that's what worried Peter the most.
"...so that's the report from Blue Marvel," Cap droned on. "Up next, Firestar and Swordsman have a presentation for all of us on workplace safety tips." Everyone groaned, and Cap raised his hands. "Hey now, safety is as important-"
Noh-Varr leaned over and punched Peter's arm. "Hey," he whispered. "You awake?"
"Yeah." Peter glanced around and rubbed the back of his head. "Sorry. Just... have a weird feeling something's wrong, that's all."
"I got a bead on some pimps up in Manhattan. Want to go beat the hell out of some kid peddlers when we're done here?"
"Sure. Be the highlight of my week."
Most of Peter's fellow Avengers around the ginormous wood table looked as bored as he'd been just moments ago. He eased back in his chair, troubled, but unable to finger the source. But at least now he had some action to look forward to. Should he check in with Mary Jane before then?
Nah, he decided. She knew he needed some action. Hell, she was probably grateful for a break from him anyways.
* * *
Maybe he should have.
Peter's girlfriend sat back on her heels. Apart from the tiny string of her panties sliding down through the crack of her ass and up between her puffy pink folds, the shoes were the only thing she was wearing. Her delicious bubble butt splayed out on her calves, giving the floating drones one hell of a view. There was nothing sinister about them. The good doctor was simply using them to create a perfect 3D image so they could both relive this memory over and over and over again in his high-tech VR goggles later.
The busty redhead swallowed Octavius's meat, her eyes closed in pleased rapture as she held him deep, breathing through her nose. Mary Jane came up off him an impressive amount of time later, gasping as a droplet of drool hung from the corner of her mouth.
She wiped it away with the back of her hand and rested his cock against her lips, staring up at him. "I've missed this," she murmured.
"Doing this with me? Or just having a cock in your mouth in general?" Doc Ock asked, reaching down to stroke Mary Jane's cheek as he sneered at her. The expression would have pissed her off a year ago. Now, it made her want him even more.
His new body wasn't anything spectacular. Not even amazing. It was ordinary in every way. Octavius's cock was average. His muscles were there, under the surface, but already he was giving way to a little bit of softness in the midsection. At least he listened to Mary Jane about the awful haircuts, and now he wore it brutally short and chopped. It gave him sort of a wild feel, like the villain he used to be.
But - and this couldn't be stressed enough - the body was young. The twenty-one year old had been the unfortunate victim of an errant mental blast from some villain or another - or at least, that was the story the X-Men's PR department was telling people, rather than the truth that Psylocke had gotten drunk, ended up in a college gangbang, and accidentally blew the fuses in the kid's mind when she fucked him to his third orgasm of the night. Octavius picked the young man because he had no close family, and his coma was expected to last the rest of his life.
Now, Doc could go. And go. And go. And go. This blowjob was just the preliminaries. Her appetizer before the main courses. And that wasn't even getting to the doc's best feature - his mind.
Well, okay, his mind - and his toys.
"You know I mean you," Mary Jane said. "You cocky jerk."
"You love this cocky jerk," he said, flexing his cock against her lips.
Mary Jane kissed his tip and grinned. "I really do."
Her mouth opened wide, her pretty pink lips wrapping around his rim as she stared up at him, swallowing only Octavius's first inch or two and sucking it fast and hard. However many times he fucked her face, Octavius never tired of coming on it. It was her best feature, even better than the ballooning tits or her shapely ass.
He loved the way she hungered for his dick in any of her holes. Never had he taken a woman in the ass before until Mary Jane begged him for it when he was in Parker's body. The lewdness of her desires shocked him so much he revealed who his true self really was, but she had known all along. Ever since he flipped her over onto her hands and knees their first night together and fucked her like a panting dog, Mary Jane knew. Peter, apparently, liked her in about two positions, and that was it for the choir boy. Octavius was, on the other hand, a man of devious tastes and wild fantasies, and Mary Jane yearned to enact all of them together with her own wicked desires. In her, he found a profound soulmate, someone struggling to be good when she was really bad. In him, she found the hero she actually wanted, a villain on the surface who desperately wanted to be good. And in each other's bodies, they found the happy medium, a safe place for their debaucheries to meet and mingle.
She devoured him again, her big beautiful eyes flicking up to meet his own as she swallowed inch after inch of him deep down until he hit the back of her throat. How he loved her like this, her beautiful face so lewdly used and debased. Her makeup was, as always, precise and expertly done, and in mere minutes, if he had his way - and he would - Octavius would see it smeared and dripping down her face along with his own juices.
Perfection made even more sexy by the imperfections.
"I want you to think on something before lust overwhelms your mind."
Mary Jane slid off him with a wet slurp. "You really are cocky today."
Octavius smiled but it was distracted. "I want you to leave him."
Her eyes widened, and without responding, she sucked his first inch down again, her long tongue playful and quick against his tip.
"Move away with me. California, perhaps. With your acting career blossoming again, you could have a new life there. And my work can continue with the help of Silicon Valley. We are this close to a realistic, cost-effective transdimensional mining operation that could-"
She came off him again, and gripped his cock with one delicate hand, jacking him quickly. "Octavius?"
"Yes?"
"Shut up and enjoy the blowjob." She sucked him again quickly, just his mushroomed tip, and popped off him immediately again. "Besides, I already left him a letter."
"A... letter?"
She blinked up at him slowly, smiling. "Maybe I had the same thought as you. And even if you said no... well, we were done."
Octavius groaned with pleasure, both physical and emotional, and she snickered softly before he rubbed his cock against her lips again. This time, Mary Jane's eyes focused on the task at hand, and she began to jack him quickly as she sucked and slurped his first inch or two, hurrying to make him come. The way she rocked back and forth on her heels let him know she was pleased doo, and it wasn't long before her free hand snaked down to her flimsy g-string and her naked sex around it. She pulled the material tight at first, then slipped her hand down under the fabric, playing with her sex as her lips bobbed back and forth along Octavius's dick.
"Is my sexy redheaded slut wet for me?" he asked. She looked up at him again and sucked him deeper, his cock making an obscene bulge against her cheek. He gripped her hair and swept it away from her face, jutting his cock deeper on her next bob, hitting her tonsils. "Wait until you see what I have in store for you, Mary Jane. A good cocksucker like you deserves a reward. And you'll get so many of them."
"Essss," she hissed around his prick, and sucked him harder still, her face working fast back and forth. Her fingers against her sex made soft wet squishing noises, sounds that were picked up wonderfully by the drones floating all around them. He wanted so badly to take her now, to flood that warm, wet cunt with this young body's seed. She made Parker fuck her with a condom. With Octavius, he demanded she take a contraceptive injection of his own design so he could feel her depths and fill her with his seed. Nanites within her body kept her from having children so long as the both of them decided they didn't want the interruptions in their personal lives. But if Mary Jane decided she wanted to have children, with the use of a secure app, she could flush the nanite chemicals from her body within an hour - or reverse the process, and increase her fertility and sex drive.
Octavius had come up with the nanites when he was in Parker's body, and tested it out on a willing Susan Storm, who believed him to be the real Peter Parker. She wanted another child with Reed Richards - why, Otto wasn't sure, since he would have been more than willing to supply the busty blonde mother with another baby, a far superior specimen than anything Reed could have given her. But that was Susan's choice, and he abided by it. After testing the contraceptive chemicals to his satisfaction, he reversed her nanites, and got a phone call within four hours begging him to turn the nanites off. Apparently they'd made her so horny she fucked Reed Richards and Namor until their cocks could take no more, and was now riding Benjamin Grimm's thumb after he coated it in a cyberskin spray he used for his hookups. As she was cresting her seventh - seventh! - orgasm of the day, Octavius rushed over, and after allowing himself the use of her prodigious tits, helped free her from the nanite chemicals.
He expected Susan to be less willing to participate in the second round of trials after that, but oddly enough, she jumped at the chance, slobbering on Octavius's cock while Mary Jane fingered herself on the couch, watching the pair of them rut like mad animals - and that was before he'd even administered the second shot.
Now Octavius had the formula worked out, and Mary Jane was protected from pregnancy. Sadly, one could not experience the enhanced sexual drive and the contraceptive chemicals at the same time, but the bombshell redhead's natural hunger was plenty enough for the both of them.
The busty redhead's saliva bathed him in warm wetness as she fingered herself hard. One of the drones whirred in close and she gave it a glance and a wink with his cock edging her throat. Every time they reviewed the VR footage in the years that followed, it was that moment where Octavius usually came again. It was absolute perfection, his slutty big-titted actress girlfriend, still technically with Peter, with a mouthful of his cock - and loving it. He gripped her hair tighter and began to thrust his hips back and forth, taking her mouth. His moans of pleasure elicited a matching one from Mary Jane too, and she whimpered as he drove his cock back and forth into her mouth.
Now that he had control, she shifted positions while still swallowing half his meat, getting on all fours and sticking out her round, delicious ass for the cameras. With an even better view of her impossibly trim waist and flared ass, Octavius knew it wasn't going to be long before he burst. He tapped the top of her head, and Mary Jane looked up at him, grinning. He pounded her face a few more times, his balls slapping against her chin, and finally Octavius grunted, "Taste it, slut."
Before her, he would have never called a woman by such a foul name. But Mary Jane woke something in him and taught him her love of dirty talk, something she sorely missed with Parker, whose soft exclamations of love in the bedroom had once excited the redhead, but now bored her to tears.
Mary Jane opened wide as his come rocketed out of him and down her throat. She swallowed and swallowed and swallowed, the drones again doing an excellent job of catching both her magnificent lips gleaming with spittle and the few dabs of come that leaked their way out as well as her neck muscles working to swallow every bit of him down.
When Octavius was spent, she leaned back and wiped her lips with one delicate finger before sucking it down. "Mm. New formula?"
"Like it?"
"I could eat gallons of you."
He grinned as he guided her to her feet and gave her a gentle kiss, the only gentle thing he'd do to her that day. "Good. It's going to market in a few weeks. Gustavo is projecting half a billion dollars in profit in the first two months alone."
"I can see why," she murmured as he pushed her back towards the expensive couch. Everything in the place was pricey. Gifts from his worldwide investor allies, who in just a few short months he'd made some of the richest men to have ever lived. The building they were in used to be a warehouse, but some hipster converted it to a massive living space. Octavius liked both its spaciousness - it helped to have his own workspace even at home - and the creature comforts it provided. It would be a nice place for them to crash should they feel the need to come back to New York City.
Octavius seated Mary Jane and knelt between her legs to taste the sweet folds he dreamed about every night. After he tore away her flimsy undergarment, his tongue slid from her base to her clit, and he sighed contentedly before diving in with more enthusiasm. She spread her long legs wide for him and the cameras, and tossed back her red hair.
"I'm worried for him, though. Leaving him behind like this."
Octavius snorted against her lips. "Now? You want to have this conversation now?"
"I'm serious."
He glanced up at her. "Parker is no longer the boy against the world. He has allies. And besides, Felicia will be at his apartment in hours after she finds out you've dumped him."
"Silk too, probably."
Octavius thought about that and smacked his lips. "To be that boy again for a night..."
Mary Jane bopped the top of his head. "I'm the one for you now. Though I don't mind a few treats."
He grinned up at her and gave her a playful lick. "Good. And as for Parker's rogues' gallery, I have seen to it most of his major players will be more... reticent to resort to a life of crime again."
"What do you mean?" Mary Jane asked, intrigued.
"The nanites gave me another idea. That, and the pandering science fiction movie you made me sit through."
"Wait. Demolition Man inspired you?" she asked, giggling.
Octavius rolled his eyes. "Yes. All right? In any case, I cannot stop all the world's crime. I am not a god."
"Well, maybe in bed."
"In any case, I have secured safety for your boyfriend and the world at large. The Venom symbiote has been genetically modified to infect and effectively depower anyone who may be immune to the nanites. Reed and Victor have begun working together to insure Earth's defenses against the biggest intergalactic threats, a pairing I have no doubt will result in centuries of blessed peace."
"Octavius... did you..." She gasped. "You saved the world."
"No," he said reproachfully. "I just wanted to fuck my girlfriend in peace without some time-traveling monstrosity threatening to destroy my cottage in France or the villa in Mexico every other week. And besides the fact that I am fucking his girlfriend silly, I... respect Parker."
"You are in serious danger of making a girl fall in love with you," Mary Jane said. "Come here, you."
He rose up, and she kissed him again with a hunger that didn't match the tears forming in the corners of her eyes. He didn't like to see her cry, and so he placed one foot upon the couch and presented his flaccid cock for her to kiss and suck once more.
"Payment for services rendered," she said as she gave his tip another smooch.
He settled between her legs again. Mary Jane Watson's pussy was a thing of gleaming beauty. Her lips weren't symmetrical, leaving it looking something like a crooked smile. And she was so wet and responsive to his every touch. Their first night together when he was still in Parker's form, neither of them slept, and by the end of it, he was sorer and number than she was. Mary Jane was a marvelous testament to her sex, rivaled only by his long-gone wife.
He spread her wide now with two fingers on each hand, giving the drones hovering around his shoulders an excellent view of her depths. She reached down and slid a finger of her own along her glistening core before bringing it back up and sucking on the digit for the sake of the cameras. Octavius wasted no more time, and leaned in to thrash the redhead's pussy with his tongue, his nose pressed against her soft mound and the thin line of well-trimmed red hair pointing the way for his tongue, his mouth, his fingers... his cock.
She tasted sweeter and creamier than anyone else, thanks again to his formulas. Someday Octavius wanted to experiment with those big bouncing breasts, maybe to see if she could produce cream without sag and deflation. The thought excited him, and he lapped at Mary Jane's folds with a doubled intensity, his hands sliding up to those swells. She gripped his hands and guided him where she wanted him, her ever-sensitive nipples. Once, after Peter swung off to fight some superpowered chump or another, Octavius took her to her once-marital bed and sucked her nipples until Mary Jane came, all without him having even touched her pussy. They'd fucked like wild animals on Peter's side of the bed after that, Mary Jane riding him hard until she gushed all over his cock two more times.
Now his thumbs circled her big nipples as he began to suck and flick her clit in earnest. Her big pink button gleamed with her need and his own saliva, and he delighted in its response, almost like a heartbeat of its own as it pulsed with the redhead's desire. There were no inches on this Earth Octavius loved more than those of Mary Jane's rich wet slit, and most of all, he loved that button. Within minutes, she was humping up at his face, nakedly wanton.
"Oh fuck, Otto, like that, keep licking my pussy like that!" she yelled. She hadn't been so vulgar when he took over Peter's body, so used to her boyfriend's lack of sexual rambunctiousness. Now she let loose with the dirtiest talk he'd ever heard from a woman, all the more to his - and the drones' - benefit. He grew hard at her words, ready to go again when she'd come.
"Eat my pussy. I'm such a slut for you. Such a cheating slut. You do things to me Pete... Peter never c-could," she gasped. "Oh my fucking God, that tongue, mmm, yessssss!" She lunged forward and immediately flopped backward, one foot kicking up like a dancer. She gushed when she came, her thick, sweet juices trailing down her length, across her bud, and onto the couch and her thighs. He licked it all up with a ravenous hunger, then sprang to his feet, amazed as always at how lithe and energetic he felt in these younger bodies.
His lips shot to hers, her juices still wet on his face. She kissed him with a moan as he pressed his cockhead against her mound, so achingly hard again. "You're going to love the changes I made," he murmured against her, dragging his cock down to her wet, quivering slit. He didn't push into Mary Jane, not yet, but simply slid his cock up and down, enjoying the feel of her lips on his, knowing that she was still so wildly sensitive to his touch.



"Y-yeah?" she gasped, wrapping her hands around his neck and kissing his cheek, his chin, his jaw.
"I've designed a new skin. It's somewhere between human and... well, you'll find out." He slid his hands under her ass and positioned her so the redhead was resting back against the cushions, her long red tresses falling everywhere in messy waves that made his cock throb. He leaned down and sucked one of her big nipples into his mouth, then the other, slurping on them fast before returning to her lips again. "You're mine now."
"Yours," Mary Jane agreed fervently, arching her back and trying to get his cock inside her.
He teased her still, and snapped his fingers three times. A vibranium wardrobe opened up in a corner, and his tentacle suit strode out of its own accord. She paid it no mind, her eyes locked solely on Octavius as he reached down and fingered her sloppy cunt.
"No one but me ever fucks this pussy again unless I say so," he said, burying his lips against her neck.
"Yesss!" she cried out. "Your pussy! Your cunt! I'm your slut, Otto!"
The suit reached him, and the harness's straps slid around his bare-naked frame as Mary Jane kicked up at the air, her high heels as sharp as daggers. As the suit linked up to the control chips implanted in his body and connected to his mental command, he stripped the shoes off her, tossing the four hundred-dollar stilettos away and kissing the balls of her delicate feet. The tentacles came online, and immediately he felt more at home, powerful and in control.
His fingers plunged in and out of her and her eyes finally opened. Mary Jane gasped at the once sleek metal tentacles wavering in the air all around him. "Oh my God."
The tentacles were now covered in a skin that no one would ever think of as being human, largely because of the bulging blue lengths at the end shaped very much like phalluses. They weren't designed to feel real either. He wanted that specifically for his own honorific, vain though it might be. They were, however, veined and ridged in such a way that he hoped they maximized her pleasure.
"Still metal underneath, I'm afraid," he said. He brought one of them to her lips, and she opened wide for it instinctively. The tip glistened with an edible lubricant, based on the same compounds he'd used on his own genitalia to change his come's flavor.
She sucked the first few inches and pulled away, stroking it. "Oh, that's clever," she said.
"Stopping to lube up every few minutes was the fly in the ointment with the old design," Octavius said, thrusting his fingers in and out of her wetness one last time. "And there's another secret to the formula as well. But I'll save that for later."
The tentacles coiled around her body, looping around her waist, her arms, her shoulders, her hips and her legs. Her lips parted as one of them teased her asshole and two more flicked across her nipples. He intentionally kept two of the tentacles coiled behind his back, but used the rest to lift her up and support her in midair while he lined up his cock. Her wavy hair flowed down towards the ground, her eyes narrowed in anticipation of the peaks ahead of her. The tentacles pulled her legs wide, and she cooed at him as he slid into her, both of them moaning with pleasure. Octavius liked it best this way, his first time in the gorgeous model's pussy with his own dick before they got to the part she really loved. Sometimes he changed things up to keep things intense and new for Mary Jane, but today he was too excited about the thought of a new life with her to not take her for himself first.
"All this time," he said, standing perfectly still as the tentacles pushed her body towards his, then pulled her back again, "and Parker never once suspected you became my dirty cock slut."
"Yesss," she hissed. Once, talking about Parker like this while they fucked embarrassed her, made her cry afterwards, but her body always told a wildly different story and she never, not once, told or hinted he should stop. Mary Jane got off on the guilt of loving another man's dick more than her man's.
"Now he'll know how much you want this. Me fucking you senseless. Taking your ass while he was sleeping in your bed. Fucking you up on your roof where anyone could see."
"Oh God!" the redhead yelped as the tentacles drove her hard against his cock with a wet squelch.
"Making you feel things he never could."
"Mmm, yess, fuck me harder, come on, fuck me harder!"
The tentacles bounced the redhead harder against him, making her tits bounce. Two of his tentacles wrapped around and teased her nipples against, slapping against the flesh, roping around the whole of her breasts and squeezing and relaxing. Mary Jane loved that and arched her back - or would have, if she wasn't completely immobilized, save for the wild swings of her neck as the pleasure hammered her with every thrust, every squeeze.
"Fuck, Mary Jane, I love how tight your pussy is," Octavius growled.
"Yessss! My tight pussy! All yours!"
Her face contorted with her lust. "Am I better than he was?"
"Yes! You know you are! So! Much! Better!" she wailed, her pussy squelching around his cock as the tentacles continued massaging every pleasure center of her skin. One tiny headed one slid around her waist and brushed her clit, leaking its slick fluids all over her. Another teased her asshole, sliding up and down her cleft, giving her light little brushes around her delicate ring. The ones at her breasts kept up their pleasurable assault, and another pair stroked the backs of her thighs all the way down to the soft vee of her knees. She loved that, went wild for it, and her mouth opened wide in silent pleasure as she started to come on his prick.
But Octavius wasn't done. Far, far from it.
Octavius pulled Mary Jane upright with the tentacles until she was riding his dick in a standing poition. She mashed her lips to his, keening her need into his mouth as the tentacle at her ass began to leak copious amounts of lube, getting her ready. The tentacles humped her up and down on him at a mad, frantic pace, her nipples pressed against Octavius's bare chest. He caught her bottom lip between both of his and sucked it into his mouth. Her lips were so soft, so warm. Their tongues swirled together, and he gripped her ass with his real hands,
Mary Jane thought he was going to fuck her ass with one of the tentacles, but instead, he used them to spin her around so her backside was to his prick. The tentacle did slide into her ass far enough to squirt more lube inside her, but Octavius wanted his prick to plunge into her depths first. He rubbed his cock up against her bud, and said into her ear, "My dirty cheating redheaded slut."
"YES!" she shouted as his cock slid into her ass.
Octavius had fucked Mary Jane in the ass often enough at that point that he knew he could plunge nearly his whole length into her with the right preparation. The tentacles drove her ass back against his cock as she tossed her head back and forth. He caught her neck with his lips, nipping her playfully before sucking the warm flesh. This time, instead of letting the tentacles do all the work, he met their backwards pull of her body with his own thrusts. Mary Jane was wild for anal sex, and he discovered, with her passion, his own fondness for giving it to her. It was both their favorite way for him to come, though she did give a world-class blowjob.
He used the tentacles to bend her over and really started pounding her ass. "You want to go back to him? Peter and his missionary pump and squirt?"
"No!" she gasped.
"You want to sit around at night, bored and lonely? You want to get yourself off with those little flimsy toys of yours?"
"No! I want youuuuu!"
He squeezed her ass. "Good. Because I'm addicted to this ass. Your pussy. Your hot hungry mouth. You're mine."
"YOURS!" she shouted as his cock pounded her ass again and again and again.
The tentacle playing with her clit slid down to her entrance, and she stiffened against him, her eyes going wide. The head probed inside her, squirting lubricant, and she reflexively tried to pull away from Octavius, the pleasure almost immediately overwhelming.
"Mmm, gah, mmmmmm, shit, so good, so good, so GOOD!"
The tentacle slid into her an inch, two, three. It was so much bigger than Otto. Huge, in fact. He'd made upgrades to all of the tips, and now the tentacles were so big they'd have trouble fitting inside his redheaded whore. It was not a flaw but a design feature. Octavius grinned to himself as the first six inches of the tentacle began to whirl slowly and vibrate in errant pulses. He could feel it through the thin walls of her ass.
Mary Jane's throat worked and she struggled to take a breath. Good thing for her mouth was open, because another tentacle slid away from her breast and up towards her lips. She gasped as it slid into her mouth, forcing her jaw wide to accommodate it. "Mmff! Mmmmmf! Mmmmf!"
He let the cock slide slowly out of her mouth and whispered into her ear, "Too much, my dear?"
"Fuck no," Mary Jane gasped. "More. More!"
He crammed her mouth full of the enormous mechanical dick again, his cock a blur in her ass now as the tentacle in her pussy began to match his pace, pulling out as he thrust in. The one in her mouth kept sliding in deeper and deeper, its tip pressing against the back of her throat, then deeper still. He was not cruel, and only kept it there a few seconds before pulling it back nearly to her lips again, letting her gasp for air.
He fucked her like that for a few minutes, keeping the two surprised tucked away until she was panting and gasping around the cock in her mouth, riding the cusp of another orgasm. Octavius was a master of biding his time and waited until he was sure Mary Jane was right there, and then he unfurled the two tentacles behind him and roped them around her neck in a loose grip. Not quite enough to strangle her, but enough to put some pressure on her neck. Mary Jane came a little faster than he anticipated, and he rode it out, grinning as he kissed her shoulder, his cock staying still in her ass while her pussy throbbed around the tentacle deep inside her womb.
Only when she came down did she see the tips of the two tentacles choking her lightly. Two cups wavered in front of her face, shaped much like her bra's own cups - when Mary Jane bothered wearing one around him.
"What is that?" she gasped when she could.
He smirked against her shoulder and the cups flowed towards her breasts. She tensed - a last vestige of her fear, perhaps, though Mary Jane really hadn't shown much of that since the first time they tried this with his original octopus suit. His cock surged in her ass thinking of the pleasures about to unfold for her. The cups on the tentacles were designed to do a few amazing things. Atom-thin fibers along their surfaces tickled her flesh in such subtle ways that she thought she was imagining it until the intensity increased. The digitalized fabric over her stiff nipples clamped down, and Mary Jane whispered, "Oh. My. God. Ohhhhhhh, fuck. Oh fuck Octavius. Oh my God, that's incredible."
The fibers on her nipples alternated between icy cool teasing and warm, almost hot blasts of air. At first he meant for the design to simulate human breath or a tongue bathed in ice, but the sensations weren't quite so large in scope as those. Instead, by happy mis-design, the pads' fibers whipped the sensations across her nipples like tiny lashes - not with nearly that much force, but that would be what it felt like to Mary Jane.
"In a week or two when I've perfected the formula," Octavius breathed into the redhead's ear, "this can inject your breasts full of a chemical that will induce milk. Without sagging."
"Oh holy shit," she breathed.
"All the nastiest, sexiest parts of a woman's body after she's pregnant, without the fussing child," he said, thrusting his cock harder and harder inside her. "Imagine me, sucking the milk right from you. My tentacles fucking you hard while you feed me your rich cream."
"Mmmm! Fuck!" she screamed around the cock sliding back into her mouth.
"Now's the time to tell you the other surprise about that fluid my tentacles are producing. It's full of nanites too." She gasped for breath as he let the tentacle cock in her mouth slide out of her, and then jammed it back in again. His tentacles began to vibrate against her, warm, cool, flooding her body with sensations as he talked. "Special dermatological and musculature rebuilders. Every time that fluid leaks into you, your pussy, your ass, they will slowly begin to tighten again after we've finished. Within a few hours, you'll be as tight as a virgin again, my dear, all without the nastiness of a hymen."
"MMMF!"
With another jolt, Mary Jane came.
The cock in her pussy released a spray as she came down, warm and sticky, much like his own come - because it was designed from just that. It slid out and was replaced by an even larger prick as she sobbed her pleasure, his balls bouncing against her ass, the dick in her mouth teasing her tongue. Octavius pounded her for all he was worth, sweating profusely now, his hands clamped on her juicy bottom. He came not long after Mary Jane, his cock spurting deep inside her ass.
And yet he wasn't done. Oh no. This was going to be a night to remember.
The tentacles wavered and whipped around her. The cups on her breasts sucked and lashed at her nipples in equal measure as he spun her to face him. Her eyes were wide with her pleasure, drool and lubricant leaking out of the corners of her mouth and down her chin, her delicate neck, her breasts. The cock in her pussy hammered deep time and time and time again. The one that had prepared her ass earlier slid back into the gaping hole Octavius had just occupied, making her stiffen again - maybe another orgasm, or just a continuation of her last one. Machinery whirled and buzzed and fucked, and all Mary Jane Watson could do was hang on for dear life, riding out the sensations, getting stuffed so full of cock that she couldn't make a sound.
All she could do was come.
Octavius watched, and cleaned himself. And ten minutes later, like magic, he was hard again. Ah, the wonders of youth - and perhaps a bit of chemical tinkering to his own body. He brought her to him again, this time contenting himself with her pussy. She sobbed her pleasure around the cock in her mouth, and when he pulled it free, her throaty whisper told him just how successful this latest test had been.
"...yours, all yours, your slut, Octavius..."
He grinned, the octopus finally, completely triumphant.
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"No. No fucking way, Todd."
The prissy head of the English department, Todd Fogarty, leaned back and folded his fingers together. His bald head and leathery neck gave him the appearance of a turtle, Tara thought.
"We're all having to make sacrifices, Tara. These students don't have anywhere else to go."
She fought the urge to lean over his desk. That would give the horny old bastard a good view of her substantial cleavage given her too tight tube top. Tara wasn't supposed to be in that day. No one was. Lockdown was going to go into effect in the morning, and the school had officially shut its doors two days ago.
Todd called her in when he saw her try to sneak by to get to her office. She knew she should have left the bottle of Macallan go, but they were saying the lockdown might be weeks. Tara and her husband were too tight on money to not risk it. What were they going to do, drink goddamn water? They weren't heathens.
"How about your place, Todd? You taking anyone in?"
He gave her a tiny sniff, and said, "Administration has asked I not, after the incident last spring."
The "incident" last spring involved Todd getting blitzed at an English honor's party for the students and asking several of the young women to dress up in animal costumes for him. No one was quite sure why he wasn't fired for the incident, but the gossip mill had him pegged as having some kind of blackmail on the dean. Whatever the reason, Todd was bulletproof.
"Plus," he continued, "I only have the one spare bedroom. You have... what is it now? Four?"
Five, actually. Todd had a point. Sure, maybe Tara and Max didn't need the massive Tudor, but they deserved it, damn it, and they managed to get it for nearly a hundred thousand off the asking price. And sure, maybe it brought about some questions about how much she was making as an English professor. But nobody actually knew for certain she was letting the vice president and president of academic affairs tag team her every time salary negotiations came around. Well, maybe they did. Tara didn't really care. For the cost of a couple of blowjobs and about five minutes of old bastards sweating and cursing while they pumped her pussy and her ass, she could afford the house of her dreams. True, she'd love to earn a bit more to buy a BMW that wasn't a half a decade old, but for now she was satisfied.
She rubbed the bridge of her nose, and sighed. "Who are the students?" With her luck, it would probably be teacher's pet Maya Pleasance or Melissa Justice, who had the most annoying laugh in the history of humankind.
"Emily Jackson and Sofia Ramirez."
Oh. Ohhhh. Well, that changed things. Emily was a down-home corn-bred country girl from... Iowa? South Dakota? Somewhere where they bred their blondes with honeyed hair, big juicy asses, and nicely bouncing tits. As for Sofia, her ass might have rivaled Tara's own for best on campus. The Latina beauty had a few other notable assets, most notably her absolutely sparkling white teeth and million-dollar smile, not to mention the smoldering dark looks she could give in class when she was riled up. Like Emily, she was gifted up top too. Tara had fingered herself to both of them on occasion, especially after she caught Sofia blowing a guy in the women's bathroom once. The young lady was certainly enthusiastic about it.
"Let's say I do. What's in this for me?" Tara asked.
"You mean besides the reward of helping out your students when they're in need?"
Tara snorted. "Yes. Besides that."
"Faculty will be comped a thousand dollars a week per student."
Hm. Not bad. "And I get your parking next fall."
Todd sat back upright. "Not a chance."
"Had to try." Tara sighed. "Where are they?"
"The dorms. They should be packed up. I'll call and let them know you're on your way." Tara turned, but Todd said, "Tara."
She turned, grimacing. "What?"
"You owe me for this. You know you do. I could have pawned them off on Barb or Dinah."
"I'm doing you the favor, Todd."
He snickered. "Bullshit. We all know how this will end."
He was right, of course. "Dig out your camera."
He did, unlocked it, and set it on the desk. She headed back, snatched it up, and peeled down the tube top. He sucked in a lungful of air, and let it out slowly as she took a picture of her boobs. Dumb son of a bitch probably could have negotiated her into a handjob.
* * *
Dr. Tara Hart was probably the sexiest woman on campus, and Emily liked her classes. She could be grumpy, but she was one of those teachers who genuinely seemed to love what she taught, and it was infectious. Emily wanted to be just like her when she got her doctorate someday.
She said as much to Sofia, who stared at her as if she'd gone crazy.
"Are you crazy? She's, like, the campus's biggest slut."
Emily privately thought maybe Sofia was in the running for that, but didn't say as much. "Be nice! That's no way to talk about someone taking us in like this."
"Well, she is. Nicolas told me she fucked the entire football team after they won divisionals."
Okay, Emily heard that one too. And another story about Dr. Hart using sexual favors to get her exorbitant salary, but Emily was sure that one wasn't true. Dr. Hart was so smart, and so good at her job. All the boys thought so too. It was the girls that were jealous. Jealous of her curvy ass, or the big breasts that could bounce so hypnotically when she walked down the hallways in her high heels. Emily could never pull off high heels like that, but Dr. Hart made them work.
Oh, and her pretty face! Dr. Hart had the most luscious lips, always with some bright lipstick, and her eyes always popped with whatever she did to them. Some of the girls said it made their professor look like a whore, but Emily liked it, especially framed by the waves of her light brown hair that could look almost red in the right light. Sometimes, late at night, it wasn't the guys she thought about, but Dr. Hart. Dr. Hart demanding she come to the front of the class. Then she'd show Emily how good she did on a test, and Emily would get a treat -- Dr. Hart would hike up her skirt, and...
"Hey. Hey!" Sofia said. "Get the door!"
"Oh, sorry," Emily said, and hopped off her bed to open the door for Sofia. They weren't roommates, but they'd been staying together since they were the last ones left in the girls' dorm. Across campus, there were a few boys left, and rumor had it they'd be staying with Dr. Julie Moss from the math department. Why they were allowing the boys to stay with one of the school's hottest single professors instead of one of the male teachers, she had no idea, but Emily was sure the administration had its reasons.
She grabbed her own box of clothes and her overnight bag and hurried after Sofia. It was impossible not to stare at the other girl's ass through her jeans. Last night, Emily peeked from under her covers when Sofia came back in from a shower, and she had the biggest, tightest butt Emily had ever seen. She wanted so badly to reach out and touch it, but instead, she settled for sliding her fingers down along her pussy, wishing she could masturbate. Her regular roommate was okay with her doing it right out in the open and even liked to watch sometimes, but Emily didn't know Sofia all that well and she seemed so angry all the time.
They headed down to the first floor and out into the sunshine. It was a cool day and they were supposed to even get some snow later that week. They settled their stuff on the bottom steps to the sidewalk leading to the parking lot, and sat on the stoop together.
Sofa studied her for a long minute, and Emily blushed. "What?"
"You have a thicker sweater?"
"What? Why?"
"You, um..." Sofia gestured at her own breasts, and Sofia glanced down. She gasped, and threw an arm across the points of her nipples peeking through the thin fabric of her sweater. Sofia chuckled. "Relax. It happens to all of us."
"Oh my gosh, I'm so embarrassed." Emily dug out her keys and was just about to run back in when a beautiful sedan pulled into the lot. Of course Dr. Hart would drive such a nice car. She was so classy and just... just amazing.
She honked, and Emily said, "Tell her I'll be just a minute."
"Oh, come on, it's nothing she hasn't seen either," Sofia said.
Emily hesitated, then dropped her arm and followed the other girl to pick up their stuff. Dr. Hart popped her trunk, and they loaded their things. Sofia slid into the front seat without asking, but that was okay.
She slid into the backseat. "Gosh, this is roomy!"
"Thanks," Dr. Hart said.
"No, thank you," Emily said. "Without you, we'd be stuck here eating Pop Tarts and canned soup for two weeks."
"It's going to be longer than that," Sofia said darkly as they reversed and headed out of the lot.
"Well, I'm hopeful," Emily said primly. "Anyways, thanks again, Dr. Hart."
"Uh huh," their professor said. "We need to have some rules though, girls, if this is going to work out."
"What kind of rules?" Sofia asked.
"My husband Max and I are taking this seriously. We stocked our pantry, our deep freeze, everything. You're not to go out any further than the property line. This is a serious illness and I don't want to be the one to bring it back to the school."
"Okay," Emily said, and Sofia agreed too.
"Second, this is not a vacation. Once we've figured out how schoolwork is going to be done in this situation, that's your first priority." Dr. Hart paused, and glanced up in the mirror. It might have been her imagination, but Emily thought she saw Dr. Hart flick her tongue out along her lips. Was she staring at her nipples? Emily kind of hoped so. "At the house, when you're not studying or doing your schoolwork, you will pull your weight. That means cleaning up after yourselves, helping us make food, and doing whatever we say. Understood?"
"Got it!" Emily said brightly.
Sofia sighed, and nodded.
"Good. Apart from that, our home is your home. Do you have everything you need for a long stay?"
"Yes," they both said.
"Okay. Then this won't be too bad."
* * *
Sofia folded her arms even tighter around her breasts when Emily breathed, "It's like a castle."
No. It wasn't. Not in the slightest. But the Tudor was definitely someone's romantic idea of what a house from some medieval village might look like. Stone walls lined with faux dark beams interspersed with white stucco walls cast an impressive figure. Ringed in green grass and separated from the neighbors by evenly placed trees, the place seemed more like a mansion than a castle.
The tires crunched over a gravel driveway, and Dr. Hart said distractedly, "This will all be concrete next year. The gravel's so hard on the cars. Well, this or a pool."
Sofia's dad was a teacher. He made thirty-three grand a year. They could barely afford a two-bedroom house combined with what her mother made. This opulence should have made her furious, but instead, she had to admit, she was kind of jealous. This wasn't just a great house. It was a killer house.
With the click of a button, the door to a detached four car garage started to roll up. They pulled in next to a sleek, black short-boxed truck looking menacing even parked. Dr. Hart opened the trunk and walked on ahead of them as they grabbed their things.
"In the shed out back is a riding lawnmower," she called back over her shoulder. "One of you will be expected to mow once a week."
"The whole property?" Sofia asked.
"Yes. Our usual crew won't be out here to take care of it, so you'll have to do. There's also a weed-eater and hedge trimmers, if you can work those."
"I can weed-eat," Emily said brightly. "I do it for my mom and dad."
"Good," Dr. Hart said. "Have you talked to your parents to tell them your situation?"
"They know we're going to be staying with faculty or staff," Sofia said. "I'll text them the details." Emily echoed that.
They headed in through a side door to the house, through a mud room, past a laundry room -- again, Emily cheerily volunteered to do everyone's laundry, an offer Sofia was most definitely going to take advantage of -- and into a nice kitchen with a small bar-island combo.
"Max?" Dr. Hart called.
"In the gym," a man called back. His voice was soft, but carried well. It was almost musical.
Dr. Hart gestured at the living room, a grand affair centered by a sweeping stone fireplace. To its side was a small metal rack loaded with chopped wooden logs and kindling. "Leave your things for now, and I'll introduce you to my husband Max."
They did so, and followed her deeper into the house, past a bedroom, a small office, and into a big bedroom converted into a gym. Against one wall were an ultra-modern elliptical and a stair stepper. Against the opposite wall was a weight bench and a treadmill.
A man held a pair of adjustable dumbbells as he did lunges, and oh holy shit, the weights did not appear to be on a very light setting. He was not a big man, maybe all of six feet and slim figured, but he was ridiculously cut, his veins standing out as he pushed back upright, smiling. He wore loose gym shorts and a simple blue tee that clung to his chest from sweat, leaving nothing to the imagination about the shape of his pecs. Dark blue eyes were highlighted by a pair of gold-rimmed glasses that gave his craggy face a young, studious look that contrasted with his short, professional sandy brown hair.
"Hey, baby," he said, setting the weights down and crossing the room to wrap an arm around his wife and give her a kiss. That close, they could smell his aftershave, something sporty and warm. He let Dr. Hart go and gave the two young women a casual once-over. Sofia pressed her thighs together, not even realizing she was doing it as his gaze held her. "Guests?" he asked.
"Mm, yes," Dr. Hart said. She sighed deeply. "Todd has asked some of the faculty take on the students who couldn't return home or make other arrangements."
Without missing a beat, Max held out a calloused hand. Emily shook it with a simpering smile, and he asked while still holding her hand, "So, you'll be staying with us throughout the lockdown?"
"If that's all right with you, sir," Emily purred.
Christ, could the other girl keep it in her pants? Sofia shook his hand too, just once, and let it go. But the phantom feel of him lingered on her skin, and she fought a shiver as he returned his attention to her. This guy wasn't just handsome. He was dangerously handsome. Like... house-wrecker handsome.
"Well, we have plenty of room and plenty of food, so pick a bed and make yourselves at home."
"I've told the girls this won't be a vacation," Dr. Hart said. "They're to help around the house. Cooking, cleaning, whatever you tell them to do, they'll listen. Won't you?"
That was an odd way to phrase it, but Emily was already nodding, and Sofia agreed. This really was a big favor. Going home wasn't an option for her, not with her brother and his girlfriend staying there for the duration too. And as for friends, well... Sofia had something of a reputation for not just burning bridges, but dropping air-gas bombs on them. There was no one else who would take her in.
"Excellent," Max said, "but we haven't even been properly introduced. Max Hart. You may call me Mr. Hart or sir."
And you can kiss my ass, you pretentious douche.
A thought of him doing just that crossed Sofia's mind, and this time, she couldn't control the shiver.
"I'm Emily and this is Sofia," Emily said.
"Emily, Sofia, welcome to our home," Max said, his smile wide, his eyes warm. It was the sort of smile that made Sofia feel guilty about her suspicions and raised hackles. Maybe she really should just relax and try to get along. These two near-strangers were taking her in, and she had to make the best of it.
God, Max... Mr. Hart was handsome.
* * *
While the girls took their things to bedrooms downstairs and upstairs, Tara followed Max into their bedroom and the en suite. As he stripped, he asked immediately, "Are they legal?"
Tara's wolfish grin matched the intensity in his eyes. "Emily's nineteen. Sofia's twenty."
"Excellent."
"Thought you'd like them. When Todd told me I had to take students home, I threw a fit until I heard who it was."
"Remind me to buy the man a bottle of whiskey."
She shook her head. "I gave him a tit pic. He'll let me have whatever I want for months. Best of all, we get paid for them being here."
Down to his boxers, Max stepped in close and squeezed Tara's ass. "Best thing will be seeing the three of you eat each other out while I take that hot little fucking Latina's ass."
"God yes," she said, reaching down to stroke her husband's cock. "Emily's already so wet for me, it's pathetic."
"This just made lockdown a whole lot easier."
* * *
Emily took a walk around the property while she called her parents. Out in back of the big house was a patio dotted with ornate metal furniture and wooden lounge chairs. She could just imagine Dr. Hart out here sunbathing in a swimsuit... or maybe nothing at all. The thought swirled her desire. When she got a few minutes to herself that night, oh Lord, she was going to need to play with herself so badly.
Max -- Mr. Hart -- was so handsome too. He looked like a professor or a doctor or something very professional. She realized she didn't have any idea what he actually did and put that aside to ask him later as she walked by a long firewood shed loaded with logs ready to be split by a nearby maul and axe. She took a seat on the chopping block as she dialed her parents. It was a good spot to sit. From here, she could see birds flitting through the trees lining the property, the patio, and a big round stone pit the Harts must have used for bonfires. Oooh, didn't that sound cozy?
Her mom picked up on the second ring. "Hey baby!"
"Hi Mom!" Emily chirped. The back door slid open, and out walked Dr. Hart. Emily tried not to stare as her professor headed towards her student. So beautiful. So wonderfully sexy. In a class with Dr. Hart, Emily nearly flunked her first test because all she could think about was her professor's curves and her beautiful face. It was going to be very hard to remain cool and collected these next couple of weeks -- or longer. Gosh, the news was saying it could be a month! Maybe longer!
"Did your school find you somewhere to stay? Are you okay?"
"Yuh huh," Emily said. "I'm staying with Dr. Hart, my English teacher. She and her husband have a really nice house and they were kind enough to take me and Sofia in. Sofia's a... mm... friend. Well, she's really grumpy, but she goes to school with me."
Dr. Hart smiled a tiny bit at that, standing nearby and listening. Emily watched her, willing the heat between her thighs to cool.
"Are they nice people? Are you okay?"
"I'm fine, Mom," Emily said, rolling her eyes dramatically at Dr. Hart. "Dr. Hart is, like, one of my favorite professors, and her husband's super nice." She winked at Dr. Hart. "And super cute too."
Dr. Hart chuckled, and nodded. Emily grinned. She thought maybe she'd crossed a line, but Dr. Hart was so cool.
"That's nice. Let them know we'll send along something to thank them when things aren't so..." Her mom's voice trailed off, and she said much quieter, "When your father's back at work."
"Okay, Mom. She's right here. I'll tell her." Emily pulled the phone away from her ear, and said to her professor, "My parents want to send along a thank you when this is all done and things have, um, gotten better."
Dr. Hart made a gimme motion with her hand, and Emily held out the phone. Dr. Hart took it, and said pleasantly, "Hello, Mrs. Jackson, this is Dr. Tara Hart."
Emily could only imagine her mom's end of things. She was always so dazzled by Emily's professors the few times she'd made it to the campus. Her dad, too, become somewhat deferential to them. He was always kind of like that around people he thought were better than him, or more educated. Then when they were out of earshot, he'd puff out his chest and try to act ten times smarter than he actually was. Emily loved her daddy, but he was kind of a peacock without any feathers.



"Oh yes, she's a great student and we're looking forward to having her for as long as we can." Dr. Hart gave Emily another smile, and Emily's heart spread itself wide open for her professor. "Mm hm. Yes, plenty of room. No thanks is necessary, that's why we're here. For our students. Why yes, certainly, I'd love to speak with him too." To Emily, she said, "Your father is coming on the line."
"Oh Lord," Emily muttered, and Dr. Hart gave her an odd look. She put the phone on speaker, and handed it back.
Emily's father boomed through the phone, "Dr. Hart?"
"I'm here with your daughter, Mr. Jackson."
"You're the one taking her in?"
"Yes sir, my husband and I are. We have plenty of room, plenty of food, we'll be very cozy and comfortable however long this lasts."
"Good deal," he said. "Emily, you do us proud there, okay? Don't be causing any trouble."
"I never do, Daddy," Emily said.
"You always did listen," Mr. Jackson said. "Well, Dr. Hart, you let us know if there's anything we can do, and we'll be glad to help however we can. We can't tell you how much we appreciate this."
"It's no trouble at all. I'm sure Emily will call regularly and check in."
Father and daughter said their goodbyes, and Emily hung up before bouncing to her feet. Dr. Hart walked with her, now sporting a pair of slip-on shoes instead of her high heels. She sighed, and smiled faintly at her professor.
"Why is it you didn't go home?" Dr. Hart asked. "They seem very nice."
"Oh, they are," Emily said. "Daddy..." She flicked her gaze at Dr. Hart, thinking the other woman probably would have said something more grown-up than daddy. "My father, he lost his job. A couple months back. He's done some day labor for the ranches and farms, but it's tough back home. No one's really hiring anything more than that, and Dadd... Dad's never really been too..." She shook her head. "I shouldn't talk about him like that."
Dr. Hart pressed a hand to the small of Emily's back, very close to her curvy butt. "It's okay, Emily. Anything you'd like to share is going to stay between us."
Emily nodded, feeling like ice cream left out in the sun too long. God, she was so turned on by the feel of Dr. Hart's hand on her. Maybe if she shifted just right, her professor would feel her bottom. No. That was a bad thought. That was a naughty thought. Emily wasn't that kind of girl. She'd only ever let one boy have sex with her, and she'd never given into her urges to sleep with one of the girls in her dorm. Well... okay, she did finger herself pretty regularly in front of her roommate, but it wasn't like they'd ever really done anything, even if she thought maybe her roommate wanted to.
"Okay," Emily said quietly. "He's just... not very motivated. He never takes Mom out anymore. Or help with anything around the house or anywhere. He didn't really try at work, so I'm not really surprised he quit or got fired or whatever. I don't think he's out there looking for a job. I think he goes to the city and drinks and thinks we don't notice." She glanced at Dr. Hart, horrified at the words tumbling out of her mouth. "That's not... I mean, I love my daddy, and I'd never..."
"It's okay. It's all okay," Dr. Hart said, stopping her and turning to face Emily directly. She leaned forward and kissed Emily. Just on the corner of the mouth, but it was a kiss, and Emily 's face scorched with the heat of it. Dr. Hart pulled away and smiled, twisting a strand of her reddish-brown hair around one finger. "I hope that doesn't make you uncomfortable."
"No," Emily whispered. "It was very... nice."
"Good girl," Dr. Hart said, and Emily flushed with pleasure. "And you're going to help us out with everything we want done?"
Emily whispered faintly, "Yes, Dr. Hart. Everything."
Dr. Hart's smile widened further. "That's a very good girl."
Tonight couldn't wait. Emily needed to get inside, find some privacy and come right then and there.
* * *
Emily disappeared for a while when she came back in, leaving Sofia and Max to begin work on blueberry cornbread to go with the fish they'd be grilling for dinner. Dr. Hart wandered in eventually and fetched a glass of white wine for herself. While she watched the pair work, she and Max exchanged dull niceties about their day, putting Sofia off her guard.
Eventually, though, Dr. Hart's attention returned to her student. "Your parents?"
"Gave them your address and told them it was a nice house."
Dr. Hart nodded. "Good. Why didn't you go home?"
"Small house, lot of people there already. And we didn't really have the money for me to fly home anyways."
"There were private donations to help students with that sort of thing," Dr. Hart said.
Sofia headed for the sink to wash her hands. "Yeah, well, I'm not so great at taking help, either. Figured I'd stay on campus and ride it out."
"The school could be closed until this fall."
"Then I'd have figured something out," Sofia snapped.
Dr. Hart sipped her wine, then settled the glass down calmly. "Sofia, there is nothing keeping you here. You want to walk out that door, I'm not going to stop you. You are a grown woman. We are opening your home to you. My husband is cooking you a meal. You will be sleeping in one of the comfiest beds money can buy. So a little fucking gratitude, please."
The word "fucking" rocked Sofia. She turned and gaped at her professor. Max was watching her reaction, smirking. Dr. Hart folded her arms across her breasts and stared at her with a challenge in her eyes. Sofia looked towards the door, then back at her professor and her husband.
"I'll stay," she said quietly.
"Oh no. That's not good enough," Max said. "You just blew up at my wife."
"Fine. I... I'm sorry if you were offended," Sofia said.
"'I'm sorry if you were offended,'" Dr. Hart mimicked. "Not even a real apology, Sofia. Try again."
Sofia gritted her teeth. "I'm sorry I snapped."
"That's better," Dr. Hart said. "Next time you'll do it with more feeling."
Sofia jerked away and stormed towards the first-floor bedroom she'd taken. Of course Emily wanted the one right next to the Harts upstairs. The blonde was just coming down the stairs when Sofia passed her by.
"What's up? You look angry," Emily said.
"Nothing. Forget about it."
"Ooookay," Emily said, shrugging.
Sofia passed the time in her room, playing on her phone and trying to fight the urge to scream. Or cry. Or throw something. Dr. Hart was right about one thing. It really was the comfiest bed she'd ever been on. And that fucking sucked.
She stayed there until she heard the clatter of dinnerware and the unmistakable smell of fish frying. It tugged at her. The school's cafeteria had been running on a bagged lunch system for a week now and she was so sick of sandwiches she could scream. She would not give in, though. She wouldn't.
A soft knock at her door five minutes later, and Emily said, "Sof? Can I come in?"
"It's open," Sofia said.
Emily poked her head in. "You want some dinner? They say if you're hungry, come and join us. But not if you're going to be grumpy."
"I'm not grumpy."
"Yeah? Well, you've kind of been bitchy ever since we came here," Emily said.
That stung, especially coming from bubbly Emily. The girl had yet to show a backbone in anything, and now this.
"I don't think they are who you think they are," Sofia said. "I don't trust them."
"You haven't even given them a shot. Besides, what are you going to do? Stay in here for the next few weeks?"
Sofia sighed. Emily had a point. She tossed aside her phone, and stood up, muttering under her breath. Emily led the way through the informal dining room, and joined Max at the stove, leaning back against a counter and smiling at him.
"Told you I could get her to come out."
"That you did," Max said, chuckling. "Hey, help me out and get me a cookie sheet from that cupboard down there?"
"Okay!" Emily chirped. She turned and bent over to look into a cupboard. Max turned to smirk at Sofia, who watched all this, aghast. He then turned his attention back towards Emily and made a spanking motion in midair. Dr. Hart chuckled softly from the table where she was sipping from another glass of wine.
"Hm. I don't see it," Emily said.
Max groaned. "Oh. Right. We moved those, didn't we? Um.... hm..."
"By the sink," Dr. Hart said. "Sofia, come help me set the table."
It was a terrific meal, and despite her unease around the couple, Sofia ate everything on her plate as fast as she could get it down. After dinner, Emily and Dr. Hart worked on cleaning up the dishes together. Max invited Sofia to take a seat in the living room. They talked some, and she found out he was a teacher too, a second-grade one. Christ, she thought, the moms must love him.
Soon, though, Sofia caught him openly ogling her. She was tired, she was annoyed at the realization she was stuck here for at least a few weeks, and this guy was making her feel all sorts of strange, good and bad. Time to take control of that.
"You know your wife's cheated on you with the administration and half the school's students, right?"
Max didn't look so much as phased. He sipped bourbon and leaned forward to settle the tumbler on the coaster in front of him. He pushed up his thin-rimmed glasses, still staring at her and smiling faintly. Then he did something that nearly made her faint. Without so much as looking around, he reached down and unzipped himself. When Max pushed his boxers down, out flopped the biggest cock Sofia had ever seen, even flaccid. It was no contest, not even close. She gasped, staring at that thing, and slowly, casually, he tucked himself back and did up his pants again.
He leaned towards her, and said quietly, "You think I don't know, or that I'd care? She can fuck whoever she wants to, and she's always going to come home for that.
"You can't... I'm a student..."
Max chuckled. "You are, but why would you think that matters to me? Tell you what. I'm going to make you a promise, my little schoolgirl slut."
The word shocked Sofia, and she started to speak, but he cut her off.
"Within, mm, three days, you're going to beg me for this dick and I won't have done a goddamn thing to you. I won't have touched you. I won't have coerced you. You will come to me, and you will ask me on your knees to fuck you senseless. And by the end of our time together here in quarantine, you're going to let me do the nastiest, dirtiest shit to you you've ever dreamed of, and you'll love it."
"I could leave," Sofia whispered, her throat dry. Oh fuck. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck. Do not let him see how turned on you are right now. Don't give in.
"You could," Max said, shrugging. "Look at you. Every fucking guy in town would take you in if you asked. But you're not going to. Because if you leave, if you go beyond that property line, you'll never have a chance at this again."
Dr. Hart stepped out of the kitchen, Emily close at hand. Sofia glanced up, startled, and realized just how wide her thighs had spread. She clamped them together, horrified at the dampness, at the way the material of her panties was rubbing right up against her. Ten, maybe fifteen strokes of her pussy and she could have come right there.
"Everything okay in here?" Dr. Hart asked pleasantly.
"Just letting Sofia know how things are going to be around here," Max said mildly, smiling up at his wife. "Nothing... big."
"Yes," Sofia said, staring at him. "Nothing big."
"Good," Dr. Hart said. She smiled widely. "These girls get crazy, I might need your help disciplining them."
Max and Emily laughed. It didn't fail Sofia's notice her college acquaintance also blushed and brushed Dr. Hart's thigh with her fingers when she sat down.
Oh no. Oh God no. She was trapped. And she'd never been this fucking horny.
* * *
The fucking startled them both.
Emily had been watching a movie on her laptop, Sofia asleep. At first, Emily thought the moaning was coming from a TV or something. She'd never really heard anyone get that into sex. The college boy she'd been with had pumped his little penis into her for about three minutes before he spilled into his condom. The most sound he made was a quiet sigh at the end. It was kind of disappointing and it made her wonder for a while if she wasn't more into girls.
Then the creaking started, and she covered her mouth with her hand to stifle her giggle. Oh wow. Well, of course Dr. Hart and Max -- Mr. Hart, she chided herself -- would have a very healthy sex life. Just look at the two of them. She bet they did it, like, all the time.
At first she turned up the volume on her headphones to block out the sound and give them whatever privacy she could. But the thought of Mr. Hart taking his wife kept creeping into her head. The beautiful brunette professor, on her back, legs spread wide for him. Or maybe she'd be on top. She bed Dr. Hart liked to be in control.
That thought excited Emily. Seeing her professor grip a cock underneath her, then plunge her pussy down on it? Or maybe she'd ride him the other way, showing off her ass for him. Oh God, that was hot too. She squirmed in bed, trying to stay polite, trying not to listen. But she flashed back to that kiss outside, the chaste one Dr. Hart gave her on the corner of her mouth. That was a thing friends did, right? She was just trying to calm Emily down.
But... what, Emily wondered, if it had been more?
"Oh God," she breathed so faintly she could barely hear it. Slowly she drew down the covers. Once already that day she'd snuck away from everyone to rub her pussy and her clit to a quiet orgasm in the upstairs guest bathroom, thinking about Dr. Hart's kiss. Now she thought about it again, and she set aside the laptop and pulled the headphones down.
The moaning she'd only faintly heard intensified. That was definitely Dr. Hart, but now Emily could hear Max's soft voice too. Whatever he was saying was too muffled to make out, but Dr. Hart's breathless moans were enough to amplify Emily's longing by a thousand-fold. Immediately her hand, still on the headphones around her neck, lowered to one of her full breasts, cupping it as she squirmed and listened to the lovemaking next door.
"Nngh, fuck!" Dr. Hart moaned audibly. Electricity zapped Emily's spine, shooting right down to her already-wet pussy, and her other hand chased it, diving under the comfy shorts she was wearing to bed. She moaned silently at the pleasure of filling herself, though she wished she'd brought her vibrator or something to help take the edge off even more. God, if only Max was willing to...
No! That was another bad thought. She liked Dr. Hart too much to chase after her husband, but being this close to him for weeks, maybe months on end... that was going to be so hard. "So fucking hard," she whispered, not even aware she was doing it.
Something thumped in the next room, and Emily almost panicked, thinking somebody had fallen or something. She started to sit up, her fingers caught in mid-pump of her soaked cunt, but then it thumped again, whatever it was. And again. And with a soft giggle, she realized it must be Max, really giving it to his wife. That thought sent more currents of sweet electricity through her and she settled back, moaning audibly now, unable to help herself.
Whatever was thumping -- the headboard, a bed's leg, a chair, her mind worked through all the possibilities with feverish greed -- started picking up the pace, and she heard Dr. Hart again. "...like our new houseguests?"
"Oh my God," Emily whispered, plunging her fingers in and out of herself. They were talking about her and Sofia while they did it. The hand at her breast squeezed and fell to her clit. She rubbed it hard making tight circles right on it. No teasing tonight. She was going to come and come and come.
"You know I do."
"What do you like about them?" Dr. Hart asked.
"Their asses," he growled, and Emily pushed backwards involuntarily, her whole body thrusting back and forth as she pumped her pussy with her fingers. Max liked her ass. "I keep thinking about taking them from behind. But that pretty face..."
"Which one?"
"Emily. Jesus Christ, imagine those lips sucking your clit."
"Mmmmm!" Emily cried out, and jerked a hand up to clamp it over her mouth. She glanced around, eyes wide, then giggled into her hand. They were probably too into it to have heard her.
"Oh my God, yes," Dr. Hart moaned. "Such a beautiful girl. Such a good girl."
Meanwhile, downstairs, Sofia pushed back the covers, listening to the thumping upstairs. The rhythmic pounding could only be one thing. She groaned and twisted, trying to stuff her head under one of the big pillows. But it didn't help matters much. She could still hear the thumping. There were words, too, none of which she could make out.
The pajama bottoms she wore rubbed just right -- or wrong -- against her pussy, and she reached down to adjust them so they didn't turn her on quite so much. Instead, she heard a moan, another voice -- Emily. And instead of tugging the bottoms down, her hand rested along the length of her sex, her palm right against her clit through the fabric.
Max might have been torturing her dreams, but the blonde cowgirl was just as intriguing. And... well, okay. Dr. Hart too. Was Emily with them? Was she getting fucked by that grinning devil of a man? That... that sculpted, dangerous teacher?
"Oh fuck," Sofia whimpered. She was wet. So fucking wet. Her bottoms were soaked with it. She always came gallons, before, during, after. Now, as wildly turned on as she was, a few minutes stroking her pussy were going to leave her swimming.
But she wouldn't give in. No. If Emily was up there with them, she had to do something. Had to stop this madness and get her friend... her acquaintance out of there. They would go back to the dorms. They could manage a few weeks like that. Just a few weeks.
She kicked out of bed, her hand leaving her throbbing sex reluctantly to pull on a shirt. The banging just kept going and going and going. The man was a machine in more ways than one. She shivered thinking of him fucking Dr. Hart from behind. Tugging that light brown hair. Then Emily beside their professor, his enormous prick splitting the innocent young woman wide as she drove her head down into the pillows.
Then Sofia.
"No," she whimpered, staggering up the stairs. She wouldn't give in to him. But the idea took root of him fucking her from behind, his dick filling her more completely than any other guy's. Driving her back and forth with the force of his thrusts. His balls slapping against her ass. Filling her. Making her drip him.
Then him pulling out, and Emily and Dr. Hart sucking him from her cunt. Sharing him with her as she recovered from orgasm after orgasm.
The top of the stairs. She lunged down the hallway as quietly as she could, grateful for the heavy carpeting. A light shone from Emily's bedroom. Sofia didn't knock. She slid the door open a quarter of an inch, her breath stopping in her chest.
Emily rested on her back, her hand deep in her panties. Her other rested against her clit, the heel of her hand rubbing fast, her hips thrusting up at the air. She was the picture of lust and Sofia fought to breathe as Emily's ass jerked up and down. "I'm coming," she cried out softly. "I'm coming so hard for you."
Sofia watched, awestruck, as the beautiful blonde's hips spread wide, her back arching. She shook from head to toe, one of the most full-bodied orgasms Sofia had ever witnessed. She couldn't stay. Couldn't watch the girl for much longer without getting caught. She pulled the door mostly closed again and scooted towards the Harts' door, open a little more than halfway.
Lamplight spilled across the floor. Sofia avoided it, sticking to the edge and peering in. The thumping was coming from the bed, only half of which she could see at her angle. Dr. Hart bounced back and forth, her head arched backwards so far she was nearly sitting on her knees. One of her hands gripped the sheets underneath her, while the other was being pulled backwards. This close, Sofia could hear the slap of skin against skin, and all she could imagine was being in Dr. Hart's place, Max's balls bouncing off her ass as he filled her over and over and over again.



Dr. Hart had such a rapturous look on her face, pure, primal pleasure as her husband fucked her so hard and so good. Sofia figured they'd been at it at least twenty minutes since she woke up. Twenty minutes of that huge cock splitting the professor wide open. Jesus. Her hand crept down towards her pajama bottoms again. She fought the urge to whimper as Dr. Hart's head dipped forward, her light brown hair spilling all around her face as Max nearly fucked her into the mattress.
What are you doing? Sofia shouted at herself internally. Get back downstairs. This is nuts. Get out of here. This is wrong. This is wrong on so many levels.
Yeah. Yeah, it was. But it was also so fucking hot.
Her slut professor, one of the hottest women on campus -- hell, that Sofia had ever known -- getting absolutely owned by her hunky husband -- also a hot teacher. All the anger within Sofia told her they were doing this on purpose. They knew the girls were watching or listening. They wanted it. There was no subtlety here. Dr. Hart's moans were aimed right at Emily's wall. The door had been left wide open. This was a honey trap if ever Sofia had heard of one.
And whatever her rational mind thought, she loved it.
Her hand slid into her pajama bottoms. She leaned against the wall as she hooked her fingers inside herself, her head rolling back gently, her mouth open in an "o" as she fingered her spot. The heel of her hand rested right against her clit, and she thought about Emily in the next room, doing the same thing to herself. If Emily came out right then, Sofia would have grabbed her and pushed her to her knees to lick her pussy. She knew from stories around the dorm Emily was at least a little bi, according to her roommate. Emily liked the masturbate in front of her. Would she do it for Sofia too?
God, the thought was hot. Nearly as hot as her professor getting taken. She fought every instinct to moan and cry out her pleasure. Hell, it was all she could do to stay upright. But she managed, her wet fingertips pressing the soft spongy spot hard and fast, the pressure on her clit just right. A breath of air on her neck would have sent her off.
But it wasn't a breeze that made her come so hard she nearly blacked out. It was what she heard next.
"How do you want her?" Dr. Hart asked breathlessly.
"Which one?"
"You know."
"Like this. Just like I'm fucking you. I've been thinking about Sofia's ass all goddamn day."
Sofia squeezed her eyes shut, biting her lip so hard she tasted blood as she came. There was no choice. She heard the words, and the image hadn't even yet formed in her mind before she exploded on her fingers, her honey sliding down her thighs, her legs. Her pajama bottoms were soaked with it. She held the position for a long minute,, her mouth open but no sound escaping her.
Slowly, the world came back into focus around her. Her breath was so loud in her ears she was surprised no one jumped out and shouted at her for listening in. Instead, she crept away, back down the stairs, back into bed.
She tried to sleep. Tried not to think about the intensifying creaking upstairs. Still going. Dr. Hart was still getting fucked. Instead of sleep, her hand slid down again, and hating herself just the tiniest bit for it, Sofia began to finger herself again, nearly lost to her lust.
* * *
All of them had busy mornings. The first one up, Tara set out muffins on the table and made coffee. She wandered outside while it brewed, frustrated at first that there was no paper to be found. Then the cold realization hit her. The lockdown was well and truly upon them.
Even with her stoicism and general surliness, that missing newspaper troubled her in a way nothing had yet about the virus. Reading the paper while she drank her coffee and ate breakfast was part of her morning routine, something she'd done ever since she took on her first classroom. And now that was missing from her life. How strange a time it was.
She headed back inside. Max was just coming down the stairs in flannel sweatpants and a white shirt, his hair mussed. He kissed her cheek and squeezed her ass. "No paper?"
Tara, for the first time in maybe a year, burst into tears, and melted against him, crooking her head against his chest, letting him hold her, take care of her.
It was over soon enough. Tara pulled apart, sniffing. He wiped her tears away and kissed her gently, tasting of mouthwash and toothpaste. The normalcy of it comforted her. He comforted her. What they'd done last night had been dirty, and what she hoped would happen in the next few days even more so, but now, in that moment, Dr. Tara Hart just wanted to be a normal couple for five minutes, to feel, and to be loved.
* * *
Emily set up a small workstation in her room after breakfast, and caught up on the few assignments her professors left for the short term. Most of it was easy -- a pair of math exams, a short story she'd been only a couple pages from finishing anyways, and a science assignment that amounted to two essay questions that could be sent to the professor's email address. It was barely ten in the morning by the time she finished.
Feeling refreshed, she wandered around the house. Dr. Hart was locked away in her office on a phone conference, and Sofia was doing her own work in her bedroom -- or more likely, hiding away and sulking. Emily didn't know why Sofia was being so terrible. Dr. Hart had been so nice taking them in, and Mr. Hart had been just as witty and kind as he'd been the night before -- and a little playful, too. She hadn't minded the press of his hand to her back when she was eating her muffin in the morning, and had nearly sprayed out a mouthful of crumbs when he made a comment about loving his wife's muffin. She blushed furiously, and Dr. Hart had squeezed her hip under the table and told her to never mind him.
Emily hadn't minded one bit. In fact, it was all she could think about. Mr. Hart's freshly shaven face at Dr. Hart's cunt, sucking down her juices, running his tongue along her length.
Outside, she heard a rhythmic "whap, whap, whap," and thought back to the night before when she'd come oh so many times listening to the Harts make love -- and so much more than that. She knew they wanted her now, and Sofia. Oh gosh, the things Mr. Hart had said about Sofia! Emily had to admit, Mr. Hart had a point about Sofia's butt. It really was one of the best she'd ever seen, and on a campus full of gorgeous and sexy girls, that was saying something.
Giggling to herself, she decided to investigate, and came out to find Mr. Hart chopping firewood. At the angle he was at, he could see the back door just fine, and he raised his gloved hand in a friendly gesture.
"Want to help out?" he called.
"Of course! Got another pair of gloves?"
"Mud room pantry, middle or top shelf. You'll find them."
She bounced back inside, feeling good about helping out. Dr. Hart stepped out of her office, rolling her neck and grimacing. She asked what Emily was up to, and helped her find the gloves.
"I'll go out with you," Dr. Hart said. "I could use some fresh air."
"How are the meetings?"
"We're still trying to get everybody hooked up. Right now, it's a lot of me sitting there and playing games on my phone while the seventy-plus crowd tries to figure out how the hell computers work."
Emily snickered at that and tugged on a pair of yellow work gloves. They were big on her delicate hands, but she was used to that working the fields back home. Dr. Hart was dressed very prettily, in black slacks that clung to her butt and a creamy long-sleeved top. Emily almost felt underdressed in comparison.
"I feel so underdressed compared to you," she said. "You always look so pretty, Dr. Hart."
Dr. Hart gave her a wide, warm smile. "Thank you, Emily. That's very sweet. But I think you should give yourself some more credit. Those jeans do wonderful things for your butt." She patted the body part in question, and added, "Not that your butt needs it."
Emily blushed and averted her gaze. "Aw, thank you."
Mr. Hart had a small stack of freshly cut firewood ready for her to haul to the house. He explained he liked to chop the wood, but it would be one of Emily's chores to help haul it.
"Okay!" Emily said, beaming. "I do this at home, too. And believe it or not, I'm pretty good with an axe too."
He chuckled as she headed for the stack of firewood near the chopping block. "Good. With the winter weather we're supposed..."
Emily leaned over to pick up the wood, and he trailed off. When she glanced behind her, she spotted both of them staring at her ass. She blushed, and picked up a handful of firewood. He slowly looked away, and Dr. Hart glanced between the two of them, smiling faintly.
Emily hauled in the first armload, her cheeks burning, and when she came back out again, Dr. Hart was watching her husband chop another piece of wood. His muscles through his simple tee-shirt writhed with the simple, easy movements of the axe. His pecs and shoulders tensed on the upswing, and his powerful legs did most of the work when the axe came back down. The wood didn't so much crack as explode outwards, and Emily jumped, licking her lips.
"So, um," she said, "how did you two meet?"
Max grinned easily, and it made his beautiful eyes sparkle. "That... might not be a question you want to ask."
"Why?"
He winked at her. "Oh, it's pretty dirty."
"Nothing a young woman would like to hear, I'm sure," Dr. Hart said.
Dirty? Nothing Emily would want to hear about? Well, that just made her want to know more. But she couldn't seem too desperate. She took up a second load of wood and headed inside again. When she came out, she watched him chop another log.
"I, um, wouldn't mind hearing it," she said. "The story. If you, um, want to tell it."
"Are you sure?" Dr. Hart asked. "We wouldn't want to make you uncomfortable."
"No. Um. You wouldn't. Not at all," Emily said, hoping they couldn't hear how hard her heart was beating.
The Harts glanced at each other, smiling. "It was at, hm, a party," Dr. Hart said.
"Oh yeah?" Emily asked, confused. "Like a frat party, or...?"
Mr. Hart roared with laughter, and it made Emily smile quizzically, feeling like she was being left out of a joke -- or being made the brunt of one. Dr. Hart came to her and wrapped an arm around her waist.
"No, honey," she said patiently as her husband's laughter trailed off into fits. "It was a more, um, adult party."
Emily still felt puzzled, but shrugged it off. "Oh," she said, and nodded as though she knew what they were talking about. "One of those."
Dr. Hart said softly, "Oh, bless your heart. It was a swingers' party."
"A swing..." Finally it dawned on Emily what they were saying. "Oh! Ohhhh, you were, like, okay with open relationships."
"Yes," Dr. Hart said.
Mr. Hart was finally able to speak coherently. "We both were with other people and got to talking after we, um, hooked up. We found out we had a lot more in common with each other than our partners, and we've been together ever since."
"That's..." Emily tilted her head to the side and chuckled. "You know, that's a really original story."
"It was a dreadful party," Dr. Hart said, sounding a little dreamy. "Everyone else there apart from the four of us belonged in a zoo."
Emily giggled. "That's awful."
"Unfortunately true," Mr. Hart said, sighing. "We stopped going to the parties. We still very much enjoy other partners from time to time, but now we're much more, hm, selective."
Emily thought back to the previous night, about all the things the Harts said to each other in bed. About Sofia. About her. Oh God, were they serious? Could they want this too? "I should... um... I should probably... get the next armload..."
"Emily, darling," Dr. Hart said.
"Yes?" she whispered, not quite looking at either of them.
Dr. Hart took Emily's hands and plucked off her gloves. She tossed these onto the chopping block, and used two fingers to tilt Emily's chin not towards her, but her husband.
"I think it's time to tell you about your other chores, if you're up for it," Dr. Hart said quietly. "Now, keep in mind, you can say no anytime you like."
"W-what would they be?" Emily asked.
Dr. Hart let her go. "Have a seat on the stump," she said.
Emily did, staring up at them both. She knew what this was. What was about to happen. Yet some part of her didn't want to believe they wanted this too.
Dr. Hart reached for her husband's belt, and undid it without taking it off. Emily sucked in shaky breaths as Dr. Hart freed her husband's cock from the confines of his pants, her body blocking the sight of him. When she turned, Emily got her first look at what Max Hart had been blessed with.
"Oh. My. Gosh," she whispered.
"This is your first and most important duty every day you're with us," Dr. Hart said. "Let's call it... priming the pump."
"Are you a virgin, Emily?" Mr. Hart asked.
"I was with one boy," she whispered. "He wasn't..." She licked her lips as he approached. His head was nearly the size of her fist. And he was so long. So very long. Could his dick even fit inside her? "Oh my gosh."
Dr. Hart reached down and stroked him, smiling gently at her husband. "He's very gifted, isn't he?" She leaned in and kissed his cheek.
"Yes," Emily agreed.
"He's also very virile," Dr. Hart said. "Do you know what that means?"
Emily nodded. "He needs to, um, finish a lot."
"Come," Dr. Hart said. "He needs to come a lot. Let me hear you say it."
Staring up at Mr. Hart, Emily breathed, "You need to come a lot."
"So whenever he needs to, it's up to the three of us to help him out, okay?" Dr. Hart asked. "I'm not always going to be available. So you two need to pick up the slack."
"Oh-okay," Emily said. She reached up, her hand wavering in midair. "I... what should I...?"
"You have the right idea," Mr. Hart said. He took her hand, and placed it on the veiny length of his prick. He was so big she couldn't get her whole hand around him. He was trimmed too, something she'd never seen from a guy, not that she had all that much experience seeing them naked. But it looked so much more appealing than the mess of hair the boys she'd blown usually had. "Start with a handjob, sweetheart. Maybe tonight we'll move onto something else."
Emily stared up between them as she slowly brought her other fist up. "I wasn't sure if you were serious last night," she whispered. "I was so wet listening."
Dr. Hart came to her and leaned down. With her eyes locked on Emily's, their soft lips pressed together in a slow, sensual kiss that left Emily whimpering against her mouth with need. "Take care of us," Dr. Hart murmured, "and we're going to take care of you, my sweet slutty student. Now cup your hands and spit into them. He needs to be lubed up first."
Emily knew how this worked, but Dr. Hart in teacher mode was so goddamn hot she didn't say anything to the contrary. She cupped her hands and spit into each palm several times. Dr. Hart placed her own under Emily's, bringing her hands up so she could spit into them too. She stepped back to watch as Emily reached out towards Max again, her now-slick hands settling near that massive head.
And slowly, she began to stroke him.
"Say it," she whispered, staring up at Dr. Hart.
"What?" her professor asked, transfixed at the sight of her sexy blonde student's hands around her husband's cock.
"Tell me what I am."
Dr. Hart stepped around the stump behind Emily and rested her hands on the girl's shoulders. She leaned in and gave Emily a nibble of her earlobe, sending heat crackling all the way down her neck and back up to the top of her head. "You're a good girl."
Heat blossomed to fire within her, and Emily ran her hands up and down the length of Max's cock. He groaned as he watched her, his prick just inches from her face. His prick hardened even further with the brushes of her fingers and she thought for sure when she took that monster inside her, it was going to be the best kind of hurt.
As she jerked him off with increasingly sure strokes, Emily drank in his cologne and the sight of him. Max was not some furtive boy. He was a man, and Emily had never wanted anyone more in her life -- save for his wife. Her lips parted as Dr. Hart kept nibbling on her ear, her hands rubbing Emily's shoulders in time to the way the student was stroking her husband. Beads of thick, honeyed precoma dotted Max's big cock, and Dr. Hart whispered in her ear, "Rub that around his tip for him, sweet girl."
Emily did, and gasped when one of Dr. Hart's hands slipped down into the open expanse of her shirt. The sexy professor's fingers teased the slopes of her breasts, stopping at her bra line. Emily circled two fingers from each hand around Max's tip, drawing the slick glistening precoma around his head, keeping him nice and ready. With one hand she jerked his first inch, his cock aimed right at her face. The other hand slipped down to cup one of his balls. He must have liked that, because he shivered at her touch and groaned her name.
"Emily."
Her name on his lips made Emily so much hotter and she leaned back against Dr. Hart, whimpering her need as the other woman pulled gently down on the cups of her bra, exposing one of Emily's big nipples. The cool air and her excitement stiffened the peaks right up, and Dr. Hart reached down to flick it gently with her fingers. Emily moaned and squirmed, so turned on just by these simple few touches and the lewd, taboo act of jacking off her professor's husband.
So dirty. So unbelievably hot.
Dr. Hart kissed and sucked at her neck as Emily returned both hands to Max's tip. He reached down and stroked the backs of her hands with his thumbs. "Just like that, baby, just the first couple inches, tease it like that and I'm going to come in no time."
The thought that she was so exciting Max thrilled her down to her very core, and Emily spread her legs wide, moaning as Dr. Hart circled her nipple with her thumb. Her other hand slipped into the bra cup still hanging on for dear left and just rested against her skin with smooth, slow circles. The dual sensations left Emily rubbing her thighs together. She was so close and no one had even touched her pussy.
"Are you enjoying this?" Dr. Hart breathed. "Like stroking his big fat dick for him?"
"Uh huh," Emily whimpered. "And you t-touching me... wanted you for soooo long."
"I know. I've seen you in class watching me. I've watched you too."
"I want to taste you," Emily panted, wiggling back and forth, her hands stroking faster and faster.
"You will, I promise," Dr. Hart said. "I can't wait to have that pretty tongue all over my pussy."
"Nnnngh, yessss..."
She turned her head to look back at Dr. Hart, and when her professor plunged her lips against Emily's, she came. The wood grain under her ass, the hands at her nipples, the filthy lewd act she was performing on one of the sexiest teachers she'd ever seen, it was a foregone conclusion. Her thighs thrust wide and she drove down, crying out, "Dooooctor!" Her pussy gushed and her hands stopped for the briefest of moments as her body rocked back and forth.
With Emily still in the throes of her orgasm, Max grabbed her hand on his prick and started jacking it hard back and forth across his sensitive first inch. Emily's eyelids fluttered and she stared up at him, mouth parted as he grunted, "Pull her top up."
Dr. Hart did just that, jerking her hands out and pulling up the bottom of Emily's shirt. Her bra hung askance, one breast fully out, the other's nipple half hidden. Emily let him go and cupped her tits in her hands as he jacked himself hard, aiming right at her breasts. She expected a couple of pumps and then for him to be done, but instead, shot after shot of come burst from him across her chest, coating her nipples, dripping down the sides. Max just never seemed to quit until finally he stepped backwards, panting, his eyes wild.



"Jesus Christ, Emily," he said. "You are one hot little student."
"Thank you," she murmured, staring down at the mess of him on her chest and grinning. She glanced up and over her shoulder at Dr. Hart as the other woman traced her fingers lazily over Emily's breast and collected some of it. "And thank you, Dr. Hart. I can't believe I came just from you touching my boobs."
Dr. Hart laughed softly, and held up the fingers to Emily's lips. She sucked them down, tasting Max's salty warmth for the first time. She hoped it wouldn't be the last. Then Dr. Hart, without saying a word, came around the stump and knelt between Emily's legs. Staring up into her student's eyes, the professor leaned in and started licking and sucking at Emily's nipples. "Oh gosh," Emily whispered.
Her professor teased her for a long moment before tracing her tongue to the nearest thick wad of come. She collected it, then the next, her hands scooping up even more. Finally, when Emily thought she might come again from the heat of the moment, Dr. Hart leaned up and kissed her again, this time with an open mouth. Emily moaned against her as the sexy professor shared her husband's come with her student.
When she pulled away and fed Emily her fingers again, Dr. Hart whispered, "Good girls never let a drop go to waste."
* * *
Sofia finally came out of her room after sitting and trying to do her homework for over four hours. In all that time, all she could manage was a chapter from her history textbook and the paragraph summary the professor wanted emailed. She couldn't concentrate. Her mind burned far too hot for that.
She peeked outside at one point and saw Emily helping Mr. Hart with the firewood while their professor stood to the side, talking to them both. Sofia realized she hadn't done her household chores for the morning, felt a tiny bit guilty about it, and returned to work. But the thought festered, and soon she pushed away from her desk, sighing.
There really wasn't much to clean yet, so she unloaded the dishwasher, scrubbed out the sink, and checked on the state of the bathrooms, picking up one of Emily's towels from the bathroom upstairs. A pair of pink panties fell from the towel, and Sofia picked those up too. Never had she given another girl's panties much thought, but for whatever reason, the idea that these had been so close to Emily's pussy excited Sofia.
"Jesus, you perv," she muttered to herself, but she traced a finger along the vee of the panties anyways, her finger trembling. She glanced around and listened hard, then brought the panties to her lips, first sniffing at the faint flowery musk, then flicking out her tongue. But before it could connect with the fabric, she jerked the panties away from her face. She knocked the toilet lid down, and sat on it, crying softly, still clutching the panties and the towel and wondering what the hell was wrong with herself for being this turned on.
After she recovered, she dropped the panties and the towel downstairs in the laundry hamper next to the washing machine, and grabbed her phone out of her room. She headed for the kitchen to make a cup of coffee and call her parents. If Sofia had looked out the window at that moment, she would have seen her blonde acquaintance gasping as Mr. Hart's cock was exposed. Instead, she leaned her butt against the counter and relaxed as the rich dark roast her professor preferred brewed while outside, Emily succumbed to the whims and desires of their hosts.
Sofia would talk to her parents, she decided. See if they didn't maybe have room on their couch, or something. She didn't know. But Sofia was quickly losing her mind in this place, and before she did, she wanted to go home.
Sofia expected her dad to pick up, but instead her brother answered. "Sofia!" he said warmly.
Joshua. She closed her eyes and ran a hand across them. "Hey Josh," she said, trying to emulate his warmth.
"Good to hear from you. I can't tell you how much I appreciate you giving up your spot out here for me and Janiece."
Her throat worked as she thought about how cramped things would be. Her parents used to rent a larger home with three bedrooms rather than two, but the cost had left them so needy. Now that they had just the two bedrooms, things were much more manageable. Josh and Janiece had their own place but it was going to be harder for them to self-isolate. Neither could cook very well or take care of themselves without their relatives, so they were moving in for the time being. How they planned to raise kids together, Sofia had no idea.
"No problem," she said. Gentle, she told herself. Probe for this gently. "Are things pretty cramped?"
"You have no idea," he said, laughing. "We grabbed everything. I mean it. Everything. I've got my computer here, we've got like eight blankets, and all of Janiece's craft stuff. I think Mom and Dad are pissed they don't have a living room anymore. Might have to store some of it in the car."
Sofia forced out a laugh. To her it sounded more like a sob. "How about the rest of the family?"
"Eh, everybody's safe, I guess," he said. "It's weird here. No one's on the streets. No traffic. It's already less smoggy."
"No way," she said, sniffing and smiling despite herself. That would be a sight.
"No joke. Not one bit. People are really scared. How are things up your way? Heard you're staying at a professor's? That pretty weird?"
Was that pretty weird? Images flashed through her head. Max, standing behind Emily, mock-spanking her as she bent over looking through a cupboard. Dr. Hart getting fucked so vigorously and for so, so long.
Max unzipping. Max pulling out that big, fat dick and telling her she'd beg him for it.
About how wet that made her. How much Sofia wanted him, even when she knew what a monster him and his wife really were.
Sofia couldn't help but get choked up. She cried softly, and her brother asked her name several times before she could answer. "It's... it's okay," she answered faintly. "It's okay."
"Hey, we're going to get through this," Joshua said. "You fly down when this is all done. Me and Janiece will treat you."
"Okay," Sofia said. She could barely think past the day, let alone to after the lockdown. "I... I love you, Josh. Janiece too."
"You okay?" he asked.
"Uh huh. Just... just trying to stay sane."
"You? Pfffft. You lost your mind a long time ago."
She laughed, but it was brittle and false even to her ears. "Tell Mom and Dad... tell them I wish I could be home. But I'm glad you two are there."
"Will do. Love you, Sis."
"Love you too," she whispered faintly, but she'd already ended the call.
* * *
Sofia was distant all day, and stayed well clear of Tara and her husband. Tara didn't mind. Max had told her what he'd said to the young woman the night before after dinner, and she chuckled and thrilled to his boldness. Max had always been somewhat reckless when it came to fucking the mothers of his students or the women they brought home, but this was a whole new level. The girls had dragged out something in him, something Tara loved.
Sofia did come out to get in a workout in the gym. Tara wished she could have seen the young woman get sweaty, but unfortunately, most of her colleagues had figured out how to plug in their goddamn headsets by that point so she had to return to the video conferencing. The rest of the afternoon, administration droned on about new COVID policies for distant learning that could have easily been covered in an email.
The takeaway was that administration wasn't hopeful about students being able to return for classes by the end of the semester. That took Tara and many of her colleagues by surprise, but at least they were being forward thinking on this and planning out ways the professors could continue to offer classes long-distance. In the meantime, they said, keep in touch with the students via email, blogs, or however they could manage.
All Tara could think about all afternoon was the beautiful, busty cowgirl stroking her husband's cock until he uncorked on her. She'd never seen Max come that fast, but she couldn't blame him, especially when Emily got off just from some nibbles of her earlobe and a gropefest of her tits. Tara was so looking forward to watching Max fuck the everloving hell out of the girl, but he told her to just wait, that he had plans specifically for Emily's first time with him.
When she finished with her teleconferencing, she headed immediately for Max, who was just finishing up his own conference. He'd set up a small workstation in one of the guest bedrooms, and Tara was completely unsurprised to find him staring at a digital picture of a half-nude Emily with a hand behind her head, staring at the camera in profile with one nipple bared. Max looked up at Tara and grinned as he held up one finger.
When her husband had muted his headset, he gestured at the picture on the monitor. "I told her every time she comes while she stays with us, she's to try and take a selfie. Any time she doesn't, it's five spankings."
"Ooh, I like that," Tara said. She came to him and he patted his lap. She sat down and kissed him while he wrapped an arm around her. "So. Tonight, I have a request."
"Anything. So long as it doesn't involve my dick in her pussy. You'll love what I'm going to do to her."
Tara grinned. "I'm looking forward to it. No, tonight's about you and me. And her." She leaned in and whispered what she wanted, and his eyes widened.
"I, uh, would be very happy to help with that," he said. "I will suffer through it."
She snickered again and slid off him. "Figured you would."
"She's falling for you, you know that?" Max asked.
Tara shrugged. "Could be worse, I guess. A hot blonde college-aged slut serving our every whim?"
He chuckled. "Just so we're on the same page." His smile was fond and sent a shiver down her spine. "I'm going to do horrible things to that girl tomorrow."
"I wouldn't have you any other way. And tonight, we'll have a little fun too."
"A little," he said, grinning. "God, I love you. Have I mentioned that lately?"
"Not enough."
* * *
Even completely naked and resting on top of the blankets, Sofia was too hot to fall asleep. She got up twice to check the thermostat, and no, it wasn't that either. She knew the source, and she refused to give in.
She pitched in that night and helped make dinner, working on a pasta salad while Mr. Hart grilled chicken on the barbeque out back. Emily and Dr. Hart sat at the informal dinner table together, Dr. Hart working on a crossword, Emily typing away at a short story she was working on in her free time. She wanted to be a writer someday, but probably as a side gig. Dr. Hart told her if she was really interested in the writing business to consider becoming an editor, as it paid pretty well and good editors were always in demand.
It was such a normal, warm conversation it threw Sofia off. Something had changed between them. Dr. Hart had been nothing but curt with the bubbly blonde yesterday, and now she was giving her life advice? Hm.
The unease grew as Sofia prepared some vegetables to go with the pasta salad. She thought several times eyes were on her, but whenever she spun around to look, Dr. Hart and Emily were still distracted by their own projects. And Mr. Hart didn't have a great vantage point to peep in on her from outside, either.
The weird thing was, Sofia was almost disappointed they weren't staring at her. Weren't making fun at her expense behind her back. She'd come to expect such strange debauchery that she was feeling paranoid, but a sense of resentment was growing too. Why was Emily special? What had she done to deserve this kindness?
It rankled Sofia all throughout dinner, which found Sofia silent and sullen. It trailed her even through the movie they watched together, Sofia and Emily in the recliners, the Harts cozied up together on the couch. They didn't even try anything with each other, despite the sexy leads of the movie getting ultra-steamy halfway through. Sofia looked over at least eight times in that scene alone, thinking she'd find Dr. Hart sucking her husband's cock or him with his fingers in her pants. But no. Nothing. She rested with her head on her husband's chest, and winked when she saw Sofia looking, but that was it.
What was going on?
The question grabbed hold and wouldn't let her go. Not until that night, when she tossed and turned on top of the covers, her phone beside her. No games sounded appealing. No videos captured her mind. The idea of staring blankly at more homework made her cringe. She didn't want to do any of that. What Sofia wanted was to plunge her fingers in and out of her slick folds. What she wanted was to wet her fingers and tease her nipples and the soft little spots along her ribs that made her so wet when someone caressed them. What she wanted was to play with her clit until she came.
No. What she wanted, what Sofia craved on a level that disturbed her, was for Max to do all that, and so much more. His masculinity. His reckless desire. And most of all, that sheer arrogance. He knew the secret before Sofia did -- that she would want him. Because of course she would -- any woman even remotely close to straight or bi would want Max Hart fucking them senseless, just the way he'd fucked his wife the night before.
Sofia's hands slid down to her hips, and she shook her head. No giving in. No surrendering. She was not going to fantasize about him again. Or Dr. Hart. Or Emily. She would toss and turn all night if she had to. She would...
Thump.
She moaned.
Sofia couldn't help it. The need escaped from her at the unmistakable sound of the Harts' lovemaking. But that was it. Just the one thump. Sofia frowned. Was that all Max had in him that night? One quick pump? She almost snorted, until she heard a throaty laugh -- one she knew wasn't Dr. Hart's.
Sofia shot off the bed so fast she whacked her elbow on the nightstand. She held the elbow, trying not to cry out with the pain -- or the lust coursing through her. She was sure that had been Emily.
"Like that, just like that," Dr. Hart cried out.
Sofia stood absolutely no chance. Her mind railed against her moving, but it was a quiet voice now, flying copilot to her need. She moved through the house at a zombie's shuffle, not daring to turn on the lights, waving her hand slowly in front of her to guide her past anything that might be in the way. Light at the top of the stairs greeted her. The whole hallway this time seemed to wait for her, and she came up the stairs slowly, one hand already between her legs as she whimpered softly, thinking about Max and Dr. Hart again.
"Nnngh, shit!" Dr. Hart. She gasped and laughed, and said softer, "Oh, baby, just like that, yesss."
Slap slap slap. Skin against skin was joined by male grunting.
"Harder," Dr. Hart said. "Fuck my ass like you mean it."
Sofia gasped. It was so loud in the hallway she was sure she'd been heard. She froze, thinking about Max deep in her professor's curvy bottom. His cock was so huge she didn't know how he could fit. But the image, Max spearing his wife's ass the same way he had been her pussy the night before, Dr. Hart on her hands and knees, him behind her, scorched Sofia's resistance. She plunged two fingers into herself, taking tiny steps towards the bedrooms.
"Shhh sh sh sh," Emily said, giggling. Sofia's mouth widened. That wasn't coming from the girl's guest bedroom. That was coming from... "She'll hear us."
"Em, darling, that's the fucking point," Max grunted.
"You're so bad, Mr. Hart," Emily said.
"I don't want you to call me that anymore."
A pause, then, "Mm, what should I call you then?"
Sofia licked her lips listening.
"Daddy."
Emily burst out laughing. "What?"
Dr. Hart's voice, stern, but exhausted. "Emily, you said you'd do whatever we asked. If Max tells you to do something, what do you say?"
"But... Daddy?"
"Yeah," Max said, chuckling. "Just play along."
"All right... Daddy."
"Now keep licking her and don't you take that mouth off her cunt again, unless you want a spanking."
"Mm, maybe I do," Emily said. "Maybe tonight I'm not a good girl."
"Fuck," Sofia whispered under her breath. "No, Emily, no."
But still she walked forward, her fingers plunging in and out of herself each time she took a tiny pause.
"Oh, trust me," Dr. Hart said breathlessly. "You are being a very good girl."
Emily's door was wide open. No one inside. Not a light on in there. The Harts' room. A wet slurp. A dampened moan. Max's grunting. They spurred Sofia forward, and she took the last few steps to the spot against the wall before the door, closing her eyes, her chest rising and falling like she'd just run a mile.
Oh God, oh God, oh God, she thought. Go back downstairs. Go to bed. Don't look. Don't see.
But she didn't move -- save to add another finger to her already dripping cunt.
"Nnnngh, fuck, fuck, suck my clit now, that's it," Dr. Hart encouraged Emily.
Sofia hiccupped out a breath, trying not to make a sound as she fingered herself frantically, imagining Emily on the bed, maybe underneath Dr. Hart in a sixty-nine while the stunning brunette professor was getting railed by her husband up that curvy butt.
Except the bed wasn't making a sound tonight. And the words were coming from the wrong spot. This was closer. Sofia had to look. Had to know what they were doing. She couldn't, though. Wouldn't.
"Put your fingers in wh-while you l-lick me," Dr. Hart said. "Faster. Faster! Nnngh, fuck, that's it! Just like that!"
Sofia's mouth fell open and she tossed back her head, her fingers a wet blur inside herself. She could make no effort to hide her breaths or the wet slurps of her pussy around her fingers. There was no more trying not to get herself off to this. She was damned. But she would not look.
"Never been... this deep in my... ass," Dr. Hart cried out.
"Too much?" Max asked.
"Fuck no. Harder. Nnngh, uhhhn, uhhn, harder! Yes! Goddamn it, just like that! Oh fuck, oh fuck oh fuck!"
Sofia's whole body twisted and she whipped her head around the edge of the doorframe. She gasped.
Emily was on her hands and knees, her ass to the door, a pink thong doing nothing to hide her sex or her cheeks. Her face was buried in Dr. Hart's cunt, bobbing up and down as she licked and slurped at the professor's pussy. One of her hands was out of sight, the other between her legs, rubbing her own lips. The professor was standing upright, her fingers entwined in Emily's hair.
Behind Dr. Hart, gripping her around the waist with one hand and cupping one of her big tits with the other, Max was fucking his wife's ass. And they were both looking straight at Sofia. Grinning. Knowing she couldn't resist.
Dr. Hart looked down at Emily, and whispered, "We have an audience, Emily."
Emily pulled away from her cunt and turned her head. Her chin gleamed with Dr. Hart's need, and she blushed. "Hi, Sofie."
"Emily..." Sofia whispered.
"You can come join us if you want. She tastes so sweet."
Sofia closed her eyes, her other hand dropping to her clit, strumming it as she fingered herself. She didn't trust herself to respond. She couldn't.
"Max... Daddy won't fuck me until tomorrow, though," Emily said. "And he won't tell me why." She pouted, then giggled again and returned to licking Dr. Hart's pussy.
"She's our good little slut now," Max said. His hips slammed into his wife's ass with every thrust, the sound the hottest thing in the room. Even hotter than Emily. Even hotter than Dr. Hart's breathless whimpers. Sofia wanted that cock in her ass. She didn't know how she could do it. But she wanted it. Needed it. "Anytime you want to come to me, Sofia. I'll be here. Ready to give you everything you know you want."
Sofia didn't deny it. That hope was gone now. All she could do was hold off as long as she could.



Dr. Hart moaned, "Oh fuck, ohhhhh, Emmy, like that, mmmm, God, I'm coming, I'm..." She threw her head back, and watching Sofia, smirking, Max plunged his lips against his wife's neck. He sucked and nipped while Tara went stock still, her breath catching, then exploding outward as she gripped Emily's hair and crushed her head to her pussy. "FUCK!"
The professor came. And somewhere in her throes, Sofia staggered backwards, her fingers still in her cunt. She bumped against the wall behind her, eyes still on Max, and slid down to her knees, unsure why. At that point she was all nerves and no thought. Her fingers jumped in and out of herself and her clit throbbed with the nearness of her release.
"I can do this all night, Sofia," Max murmured. "However long you want to watch. However long you need to... come."
And like that, Sofia's body rocked. She came so hard she cried out, and Emily's head whipped back to give her a look of concern. But she was all right. Just coming as hard as she'd ever come before, her pussy dripping down onto the carpet. She came and came and came, rocking with it, keening out the whole time. And when it was done, she fell sideways, gasping. Emily returned her attention back to Dr. Hart, and started licking her again. Her professor grinned, gripped the young woman's blonde hair, and waved at Sofia as she rose to her feet.
"Don't worry, hon. You can clean that up in the morning," she said, and Max cackled as Sofia fled.
* * *
Emily bounced through the house, feeling happy, full, content. Waking up between the Harts had been the stuff of fantasy just a few days ago, and now it was a reality. They told her anytime she liked, she could share their bed with them. She planned never to sleep in any other bed ever again. Not until the Harts forced her to go back to school.
Dr. Hart -- Tara, Emily could call her now -- had rewarded her last night for eating her out by guiding Emily to that bed and making love to her for nearly an hour. It was the slowest, sweetest orgasm Emily had ever had. Tara was so good at drawing out her pleasure, keeping her on the edge and knowing finally when to relent. Her mouth felt so good on Emily's pussy, and her fingers and the toy she brought to bed... well, it wasn't the size of Max -- Daddy -- but it definitely did the trick. Three times.
Then when she woke up, Max watched her prance to the bathroom and back, still naked. He curled a finger at her and she joined him, sitting on his groin.
"Can you fuck me now?" she asked.
"Can you fuck me now, what?" he asked.
"Daddy," the college beauty breathed, rubbing her pussy lips all along the length of him against his stomach, wishing that monster was in her already.
He chuckled. "Not yet, baby girl. Do you promise you'll do whatever I tell you?"
"Yesss," she said, perhaps a bit petulantly. He smacked her ass for that. But it wasn't hard and she kind of liked it.
"Don't be smarmy. Will you do what I tell you, Emily?"
"Yes," she whispered, and leaned down to kiss him hungrily. He cupped her cheeks and guided her back and forth along his length. Already she was so wet. If only he'd let her just lift up a little and hold his prick upward, she could drop right down onto him. But instead, he rolled with her, and instead of his cock at her entrance, it was his fingers. Then his mouth. Tara woke and watched, idly playing with herself. Emily gave her a hand and Dr. Hart -- Tara -- scooted closer, kissing her gently as their fingers played at each other's clit.
With both teachers fingering and licking her, Emily lasted a whopping thre minutes before she was clutching Max's hair and pushing his face harder against her pussy, his long tongue held out like a small cock as he tongue-fucked her. She would have liked to stay with them all day, but Max kissed her pussy lips, then his wife's, and rolled off the bed.
"I need to get started early so I can take some time off later. Emily, when you're done cleaning up this morning, you are to get dressed in the outfit I leave in on your bed. You'll do your hair up cute. Okay?"
"Okay," she murmured. She snuggled closer to Tara. "But can you and I cuddle a while longer?"
Tara chuckled. "Fifteen minutes."
That fifteen minutes turned into nearly half an hour. They stroked each other gently, not their pussies, just whatever flesh they wanted. Tara was such a good kisser, experienced and sweet now that she had ditched her scorching hot persona from the night before. She talked some about her and Max, more about their earliest time together, and surprising Emily, her pain at not being able to be a mother.
"It almost broke us. Well, Max has always been there for me. But he wanted kids so much, and I... I thought I was a disappointment. And that wasn't the case at all, but it was this mental fog I couldn't escape. We'll adopt someday. But it's still kind of fresh and besides, we're both enjoying the life we have at the moment. Or so he says, anyways."
"I'm sure he means it," Emily said. "You two are sweet, when you're not making me your dirty little college come slut."
Tara chuckled. "Is it too much, Emily? I'm serious. I don't want you to feel obligated to do anything-"
Emily stopped her with a kiss, and it turned hungry. Soon she was back on top of her professor, grinding her pussy along Tara's mouth while she dove into her professor's pussy. They ate each other to a slow-rolling orgasm, shaking and crying out within minutes of each other. Somewhere deeper in the house, they heard a door slam and Sofia shout, "Unbelievable! You're like fucking rabbits!"
"We really are," Tara said against Emily's quivering pussy, and her student burst out into giggles.
The sex and extra cuddle time meant Tara was going to be nearly late with her morning conference, so she hurried and made herself presentable while Emily showered in the guest bathroom. When she returned to her room, a college cheerleader outfit rested on her bed. It was cute and sexy all at once, with a long sleeved low-cut white top trimmed in blue and a short skirt that did nothing to conceal the bottom third of her ass or her pussy if she bent over even slightly. There were no panties. She assumed she wasn't supposed to wear any. Max was definitely playing up the schoolgirl fantasy with her, but Emily didn't mind. In fact, it was kind of hot.
She changed into it, and decided on a complex braid for her hair. It made her look younger, but it wasn't as creepy as pigtails, which she would refuse to wear even if Max asked for it. She'd seen girls at school who could pull it off, but when she tried it, she felt too dirty, even by her standards.
So a braid it was, and she spent a good amount of time on it before bouncing through the house, making eggs and toast for Tara and leaving it on a tray outside her office. She very nearly interrupted the professor's meeting, almost forgetting the outfit she was in, but at the last moment she felt the breeze against the dampness at her thighs and realized with a soft laugh her near-mistake. She knocked and told Emily through the door she'd made her breakfast. Dr. Hart thanked her, and snuck out for just a moment to kiss Emily away from the open doorway, cup her ass, and whisper in her ear, "Have fun with him."
"I will. Are you sure it's okay?"
Tara smiled. "We share everything. I'll be there to watch, so don't worry about me. Back to it. Thanks for breakfast."
When the door shut again, Emily looked up, and there was Sofia. Her black hair, usually beautiful in its silky waves, now shot everywhere, and dark rings under her eyes spoke volumes both about her lack of sleep and the makeup she'd yet to put on.
"Hey Sofia," Emily said.
"Don't get sucked into their games," Sofia croaked. She swallowed hard. "Emily, we can walk away from this. Let's go back to the dorm. A friend manages a pizza place, we can do that for food, we don't have to be here."
"Didn't last night teach you anything?" Emily asked. "I want to be here."
"They're using you. They're going to use both of us. We're their sick entertainment for however long this lasts. We are their fuck toys."
"Well, I am," Emily said, grinning.
"Why are you so happy about that?" Sofia snapped. "I know you. You're not a slut. You're not this girl!"
"Why are you such a bitch about this?" Emily snapped right back. "I'm not the smartest girl in the dorms, but I'm not the naïve stupid hick you think I am. For fuck's sakes, Sofia, I'm having fun. Tara and Max are hot. They're wildly attractive. Of course they're using me for sex, but I'm doing the exact same thing to them. Did you ever stop to think that I am completely capable of making my own decisions and that I could possibly want this?"
Sofia stepped forward. "The things they made you say last night..."
"What? Daddy? Oh, come off it. If that's as fucked up as Max is, I'm lucky. I had a boyfriend once who told me he jacked off into his aunt's jewelry box. How screwed up is that? So Max has a schoolgirl fantasy. It's not like I'm actually underage. I'm nineteen." She twirled in her outfit, and lifted the hem of the skirt above her ass. It didn't fail her notice that Sofia looked, and looked plenty hard. "I look pretty goddamn hot in this. So would you, if you'd quit pretending to be a prude and admit to yourself what it is you really want, Sofia. Jesus. Get over yourself. It's just sex. We're going to be stuck together for weeks. Maybe months. So just... fucking... fuck already. Or don't. I don't really care, but just stop being such a bitch to everyone because you can't figure out why you're so wet."
Sofia gaped at Emily, then turned and stormed back to her bedroom, where she'd no doubt sulk all day, until it was time to eat one of the Harts' delicious meals for which she'd mumble only the faintest thank you. Ugh. Sofia was the worst. Emily hated being so attracted to her.
She checked her email, but her professors had nothing new for her to do, so she headed out to the couch to watch television. She barely had time to turn it on before Max came out in a pair of slacks and a casual charcoal short sleeved short that left nothing to the imagination about his muscles. He grinned when he saw her, and she bounced to her feet, turning off the TV.
"Baby, you look... wow."
"Like it?" Emily asked, twirling for him like she had earlier. The skirt rose up and showed off her ass, and pleasure coursed through her when he reached down to adjust himself absently.
No. He wasn't adjusting himself. He was undoing his pants. She watched, her mouth slightly open, as the slacks hit the floor. His cock wasn't hard yet, but when he slid the boxers down too, he was already rising.
"Is it time?" Emily asked.
"Just about," Max said and came to her. She wrapped her arms around him and he kissed her. "I heard what you said to Sofia."
"Was I your good girl?" she asked coquettishly.
"Oh yes," he said, chuckling. He reached down and groped her ass, pulling her tight to his hardness. "You are a very good girl. Do you have your phone?"
"It's in my bedroom." She winced. "Oh no. I forgot to get pictures last night when I came, like you asked. Or this morning."
"It's okay. I think there will be plenty of opportunities for that. Run and grab it, then meet me back here."
She kissed him again, just a butterfly peck on the corner of his lips, and she was running, humming to herself. She was finally going to get well and properly fucked, and by a man. A real man. And the husband of the woman she was falling hard for.
Life was so good.
Taking the time to freshen up and spritz on a bit of her favorite scent, Emily grinned at herself in the mirror. "Go get him," she told herself, and kissed at the mirror.
Max waited for her on the couch, stroking his cock idly as she came to him. "I think that's my job, Daddy," she said, and plopped down on his knee to grab his dick from him.
He chuckled. "Good. You're still calling me that. Go tell Tara we're just about to get started."
She hurried to do as he told, and Tara came out a few minutes later with a camcorder. Emily stared at the device, then at her professor. "I'm getting... taped?"
"Oh yes," Dr. Hart said, reaching out to stroke her cheek. "We want to remember this first time forever."
"Mm," Emily moaned, already getting a little turned on. Before the last couple days, she'd never taken a nude selfie or done anything like this. It was... kind of hot.
"Go back to Max, now. Pretend I'm not even here."
Emily kissed her gently, and smiled against her professor's lips. "How could I not." But she bounced back to Max, and sat on his lap.
"Unlock your phone and hand it to me," he said as Tara took up a spot in a corner, the video camera rising as she began filming.
"Are making a... mm... porno?" Emily asked, wiggling her ass against him.
"Yes, but that's not all," Max said. She did as he asked, and handed him the phone as she turned and sank to her knees. He tapped away on her phone, and put it on speaker as it began to ring. She sucked his cockhead into her mouth, staring up at him as he stroked the back of her head, grinning.
Someone picked up. "Hey baby!" her father said enthusiastically.
Emily popped off Max's prick in a hurry, her eyes huge. "Uh. Hi! Dad! Hey!"
Max picked up the phone and turned off the speaker. He handed it to her, and murmured, "You call me Daddy while you're talking to him."
Into the phone, Emily said, "Sorry, Daddy, I must have butt-dialed you." Away from it, she hissed, "What do you mean?"
"While I'm fucking you, you're going to talk to your real father. You told Tara yourself. He's a limp-minded lazy shitheel." Max leaned forward and stroked her cheek. "I'm your daddy now."
"No, I'm still here," Emily said into the phone, staring up into Max's eyes. She'd promised him... anything. Everything. But to do this... to betray her real father like this in such a dirty way, that was... it was depraved. It was beyond sick. "Sorry, just talking to Mr. Hart too. We're both taking a break." She blinked up at Max and whispered, "He's a good man. He's... he..."
"He left you here, Emily. You can't afford to go home because that prick can't be bothered to find a job. Fucking you and making you mine while you talk to his useless ass? That's the hottest thing I can imagine."
To the phone, Emily whispered, "Yeah. Having a great time. They're so... nice."
"What's it going to be?" Max asked her. "Do you want this big fat dick inside your tiny, needy cunt? Or are you going to back out?"
"Fuck..." she breathed. "This is so wrong."
"That's not a no."
Slowly, hesitantly, Emily reached out with her free hand. And she began to stroke him. "Oh yes, Daddy, we're all staying busy," she said, emphasizing the "Daddy" with a squeeze of her hand. She leaned forward and sucked the tip of Max's prick. "Mm hm," she said, her mouth full of cock as she sank deeper down.
Max gripped the back of her head and held her deep as her father talked to her. "And you're getting your schoolwork done."
"Ungh hunh!" she tried to say around Max's prick. He pushed her mouth down deeper, until she had so much of him inside her mouth she could barely breathe. He held her there a good long.
"What do they have you doing in lockdown?" her dad asked on the other end.
She frantically made a thumbs-up and jerked her hand up and down. Max let her go and she popped off him, trying not to gasp. "Mm, lots of essay stuff, you know, something that can be emailed." She rose to her feet and straddled Max.
He glared up at her. "I wanted more from that blowjob," he said.
"What was that?" her dad asked.
Emily turned sideways on the couch and rubbed her cheek against Max's cock, knowing full well how her ass would be pointed right at Dr. Hart's camera. She heard her professor moan, and nearly giggled. "Oh, just Mr. Hart telling me he wasn't done with his soda."
"It sounded... ah, your dad's getting old." Her dad chuckled uncomfortably.
"Silly Daddy," Emily said, and devoured Max's cock again. She sucked him as far as she could take him without him deep throating her again, getting into it, her ass rolling as she ran her mouth up and down his length.
"Are you guys all set for food up there?"
Emily slid up off Max's cock again and winked up at him. "Oh yes. Just enjoying a treat right now."
"What are you having? I've got a bowl of pub mix right here."
"Cucumber," Emily said, and sucked and slurped on Max's tip.
"Vegetables? Yuck, never eat the things," her dad said.
She pulled off Max long enough to say, "I love cucumber. I love it so much."
"Are the Harts there? I would sure like to talk to them."
"Sure, Daddy. I'm just going to put him on." Emily winked up at Max, and passed him the phone. He gripped her ass and pulled her until she was over his lap on her hands and knees.
"Hello, Mr. Jackson," Max said smoothly. He flipped up Emily's skirt, and without warning, he rose his hand straight in the air, and gave her a sharp crack on the ass. Emily couldn't mask a yelp, and he chuckled. "Just Emily knocking into the coffee table. We adore your daughter, but she seems awfully prone to accidents." He reached the same hand down and ran it along her pussy. She was already so wet for him. "Just last night, she fell face first into my wife's lap. It was pretty entertaining."
"Try the hottest thing I've ever done," Emily muttered, and he gave her ass another slap, this time much quieter.
"Get on me. Ass to me," he said quietly to her, and she hurried to obey. "So what is it you do for work, Mr. Jackson?" She threw him a dirty look over her shoulder, and Max grinned as he gripped her by the waist. "Grab my cock, and hold it up."
The twin feelings of horrifically betraying her real father and lust raged through her, but the lust was always going to win. She wanted this too much. She needed it too much. Emily reached down to grip him. She closed her eyes, and whispered, "I'm sorry, Dad."
Then she dropped down onto the biggest fucking prick she'd ever seen.
"Oh, fuck!" she gasped.
"I think she said oh duck," Max chuckled. Only an inch of him was inside her, and already Emily felt like he was filling her completely. He gripped her waist and began to pull her down little by little. Her eyes squeezed shut as her pussy gripped him so tight.
"Jesus, oh Jesus, Daddy," she moaned.
"Not sure," Max said. "I think maybe she hit that table a little harder than she anticipated."
No. That wasn't it at all. Her Daddy, her pussy-filling horse-cocked Daddy had her delicate cunt spread so wide she didn't know how she could take any more of him. Except... she did. Slowly Emily inched down further on Max's prick, her eyes huge, her whole body trembling. He rocked his pelvis, not thrusting in, just letting her know he was there, and the side of his mammoth head rubbed right against her g-spot.
"Nnnnnn!" she cried out. "Ohhhhhhh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, that's huge!"
Gone was her attempt at subterfuge. Emily could contain her pleasure no longer. She rode Max's cock like an ocean bobbing in the waves, just swaying back and forth, nearly all of his humongous prick still outside of her. How had Tara taken so much of him inside her ass? That must have still hurt.
But the pleasure of him... oh God, the pleasure. Rocking on his cock was stimulating her G-spot in ways she'd never thought possible. She flew, and she just kept going higher. Her breath came in short bursts, stuttering the name, the name he wanted her to call him through chattering teeth.
"D-D-Daaaddy..."
"Good girl," he said, away from the phone.
The words relaxed her and focus returned to her. In that moment, Emily was Zen. She closed her eyes, drew a deep breath, and slid down lower. And lower. And lower.
"Fuck me," he moaned. Into the phone, he said, "Sorry, Mr. Jackson. Your daughter's helping me out with something here. I need to give you back to her."



"No, I can't, I can't talk to him while I'm..." Pleasure ripped through Emily as Max rocked his cock harder into her, still not quite thrusting, but definitely making her slide down another half inch or so. She let out a sob of pleasure as she grabbed the phone from him.
"Are you okay, baby?" her dad asked on the other end.
"J-just really missing you... guys," she whimpered, meeting Max's rocking with her own. She spread her legs wider and leaned backwards to balance on his hip. He openly groped her tits under the cheerleader top, and she sucked in a shuddering breath as he tweaked her nipples.
"I know, but we're doing the right thing here."
"I get it," Emily whimpered. "I do. But Daddy, it's just so hard." She squeezed Max's cock with her pussy, sliding down even further. Oh holy crap, but he was going to make her come, and soon. And he hadn't even begun properly fucking her yet.
"I know, but when this is over, you come home, and we'll have a big party."
"Yesss!" Emily said as Max's hand dropped to her pussy and started playing with her clit. "Maybe Max and Tara can come!"
"Oh, we're definitely doing that," Tara said from her corner. Emily looked over for the first time in a while. Her professor had a hand down her pants, her fingers moving delightfully fast. Emily winked and grinned, and her professor winked back.
"Absolutely," her father said. "The more the merrier. We'll have a big old party."
Emily dropped the last few inches she could take on Max's huge prick, and the word exploded from her. "HUGE!"
Her father chuckled. "Whatever you want. You know I'll spoil you rotten when I can. You'll always be daddy's girl."
"Yes! Daddy's girl! Daddy's GOOD GIRL!" Emily screamed as she bounced up and down. The phone dropped away from her trembling hands and Max grabbed her around the waist as she threw back her head. He rocked harder and harder against her and literal drool rolled out of the corner of her mouth from the waves of pleasure ripping through her body. "Nnnn, God, nnnnnn, Max, Daddy, Daddy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck ME!"
She lifted up, and immediately felt the loss of him where he wasn't filling her right to the brim. Emily never wanted to be free of Max's cock. She dropped back down, the pleasure rushing back through her. Her ass and thighs slapped down at him as she repeated the motion over and over and over again, words no longer able to come out of her in any meaningful way. All she could do was pant and moan and grunt in the most base ways.
"Nnnngh, dick, Daddy, nnnnn, oooh. Oooooh, nnnngh! F-fu-fuck... full, oooh, nnnnngh, good, Daddy, good girl, fuck..."
Max lifted Emily, his cock nearly sliding out of the depths of her cunt. She writhed against him, the intense feelings driving all rational thought from her head. She was aware of him pulling out, and tried to reach back for his cock to stop him, but then he was free with a loud sucking pop that had his wife moaning.
"Get on the table, Em," he told her.
She panted as she did as she was told, getting on all fours on the heavy sturdy table and wagging her ass at Mr. Hart. He gripped her hips and guided his prick right back to her dripping pussy again, sheathing himself a third of the way in one go. Her head dropped low but shot right back up again. She was aware of Sofia watching from the hallway and Dr. Hart crying out as she must have come, but Emily didn't register any of it as a conscious thought. Her existence in that moment centered around Max's humongous cock buried deep in her quivering core.
And then the fucking began.
By now Emily's tight pussy accepted him without much discomfort -- or at least, it was so drowned out by the intensity of her never-ending crests. By his fifth thrust, the college-aged blonde was coming again, crying out in a single long keen of need and pleasure that seemed to last forever. By the twentieth, fortieth hard stroke into her needing cunt, she was delirious with the pleasure, unable to do anything but barely keep her ass up in the air for him, this fuck god, this lover beyond all others.
Then he was moving her again, pulling out and giving her a moment's reprieve. She nearly collapsed, but someone was there, feminine, soft. She thought it was Dr. Hart at first, but her professor was behind her somewhere, panting, grunting. Sofia. Sofia propped her up, her eyes wet with tears, and she plunged her lips against Emily's.
"Let's get you up," she whispered against the blonde's lips. Emily nodded faintly, and had to be guided to her feet. Her entire body didn't want to listen, and Sofia more or less dragged her to a chair. She expected a break. Expected anything but what happened next. Sofia let out a keen of her own, and dropped to her knees between Emily's legs. Without another word, her gorgeous Latina classmate plunged her lips down on Emily's cunt, and began to lick.
* * *
"Daddy's GOOD GIRL!" Mr. Jackson's oldest daughter shouted at him.
He held the phone away from his ear and blinked at it. The slapping sounds in the background intensified, and now his daughter was panting and swearing repeatedly.
"Ah," he said, blinking myopically at the screen. "Oh. Uh." Slowly, he pressed the end call button, and settled the phone down with trembling fingers.
His wife, still beautiful after twenty years together, asked from her chair, "How's Emily?"
"Ah, I think she's, uh..." Mr. Jackson pushed up his glasses on his nose and cleared his throat. "Well, I think she was fucking that Max guy."
They stared at one another, and Mrs. Jackson finally said, "He's the handsome teacher?"
"Uh huh."
They continued to simply stare at one another, and Mrs. Jackson passed a hand over her face. "Well," she said brightly, "she could do worse."
"So much worse," he agreed. "Dewey."
His wife groaned. "Dewey."
They both shuddered, and returned to watching their show.
* * *
Am I really the bitch?
That was the question on Sofia's mind as she watched Max fuck Emily into drooling brainlessness. Her own clothes lay in a pile beside her. Dr. Hart flicked the camera between Emily getting pounded by Max and Sofia, and Sofia was no longer in the mood to care. Her lust had won. The fight was over the moment Emily slapped her with the truth.
Am. I. The. Bitch?
She swallowed, and fingered herself, as she had done the last two nights. Three days, Max had promised her. She couldn't even last that long.
Such a slut. Such a needy, wanton whore.
The thought made her shiver with pleasure.
The camera was on her again. She blushed, and hung her head, and whispered, "I'm your slut."
Dr. Hart's grin almost made her flee. But not quite.
Max was an animal. He fucked Emily relentlessly, first directly from behind, then he lifted one leg and rested a foot on the table, fucking down her pussy at an angle. That really set Emily off. There was no way to tell how many times the sexy blonde came, or if she ever really stopped. She seemed locked into it, her words evaporating into the most lewd, base grunts and moans Sofia had ever heard. She wanted that. She wanted to be fucked hard like that.
Dr. Hart left the room for a moment, coming back a minute later with a tripod. She attached the camera to it, checking the angle, tapping her foot impatiently. When she was finished, she rushed to her husband, and grabbed him hard around the chest.
"She's not on the pill," Dr. Hart said.
Max stared up at her, his face locked in an arrogant sneer that sent fireballs throughout Sofia. Without a word, he jerked out of the young blonde and turned for his wife. She in turn grabbed him and spun him back towards the couch, riding him in seconds, plunging down on his angry huge dick. He buried his face against his wife's big tits, and she began to bounce up and down him, the slaps of their flesh making Sofia whimper.
Emily was nearly out, and needed help. Sofia hurried to her. The slutty blonde's vapid gaze and open mouth, not to mention the sight of her bared curves, popped the last few bubbles of Sofia's resistance. She could help leaning down and kissing Emily hungrily, tears slipping down her cheeks as she waved goodbye to the last shreds of her dignity. She knew what she wanted. She knew she couldn't resist anymore. And it would start with Emily.
The blonde was nearly boneless in her arms as Sofia tugged her to a chair. Emily barely seemed to register it as Sofia stared her up and down. Max had left her pussy reddened and puffy, and Sofia dropped down. Just going to kiss it and make it better, her mind thought, trying to latch onto any semblance of sanity. Just going to... to...
Eat her out, was what Sofia was going to do.
She began with a few soft, long licks. Emily's honey already coated her thighs and her lips, and she tasted so sweet and musky. Sofia's eyes slipped shut and she shuddered with pleasure. Behind her, the fucking had stopped, and Dr. Hart said pleasantly, Sofia. Good of you to finally join us."
"I'm not a bitch," Sofia whispered against Emily's throbbing cunt. She sucked the other girl's clit into her mouth, and slid her hands under Emily's thighs to pull them even wider. "I'm not," she repeated, and began to suck and lick in earnest.
She knew the view the couple must have. Dr. Hart slipped off her husband and hurried for the video camera to record it all when she returned to him. Just a day ago the thought would have made Sofia run. Now she slid a hand out from under Emily to spread herself wide for the video, showing off her tight pink folds, her delicate bud. She kept her thumb there, pressed against her ring and teasing it as she plunged two fingers inside herself.
Behind her, Dr. hart murmured, "There she is. That's our other good girl."
Sofia whimpered, "Unnngh, fuck," and kept licking as she pumped her cunt and teased her asshole for them.
"Damn," Max groaned. "Not sure how much of that I can watch without coming."
"Good," Dr. Hart purred. "Come in me, then you'll last even longer for her. Sweet, slutty Sofia. I think you'll be our little house pussy, honey. One of us needs tending, you're going to do it."
"Yesss," Sofia whispered against Emily's cunt.
The backhanded compliment stung, but Sofia was beyond hurt. She was going to be their good little whore now, and good little whores didn't talk back. They took what they were supposed to, and they smiled and thanked the ones giving it to them. She plunged her fingers in and out of herself as Emily finally started getting back into it.
"Ohh, Sofia, see? Isn't this amazing?"
Sofia nodded against her flesh, her tongue flicking around Emily's prominent clit. Emily slipped her hands through Sofia's hair and giggled.
"I knew you wanted it. Now we're going to have so much fun together. And guess what? Dr. Hart can't have babies. Do you know what that means?"
Sofia closed her eyes. Like Emily, she wasn't on the pill. The implications of what her friend was talking about were huge. Life-changing.
Dr. Hart and Max watched them both, gaping and completely stock still. No one had discussed this. This was purely from Emily's depraved mind.
"It means..." Emily whispered, winking at Max and Tara. "...we can show them how grateful we are. Do you know how we do that?"
Sofia moaned, "Unnnn, fuck..."
"Keep licking me, slut," Emily told her sternly. Then, sweeter, she said, "It means when he comes inside us, it'll make us fat with his babies. Don't you want that, Sofie? Don't you want Daddy to fuck his babies into us?"
"Fuck!" Max grunted. He gripped his wife's ass and plunged up into her one last time, coming, coming, coming.
Emily giggled again and pulled Sofia's head away from her cunt. "Tell me, Sofia. Tell me you want to be their breeding slut just like me."
Sofia pulled away, tears streaming down her face. "I want it," she whispered, thinking of her future, of her college life, gone. Thinking of sitting around this house, raising hers and Emily's babies while the Harts went to work. Thinking of her slutty professor and Emily milking her full tits.
She exploded on her fingers.
The orgasm sucked her down, dragged her under. She saw nothing but shapes and shadows for seconds as the pleasure took her. Her whole body hummed to it, thrilled to finally let go, to give in. And then Emily was there. Sofia rested sideways on the floor, her fingers still buried in her pussy, and Emily pulled her to her knees right in front of her.
"We have to help her out now, okay?" Emily asked. "She needs to get clean and we have to suck him out of her. It's what good girls do."
Sofia nodded slowly, trying to register the reality of the moment. Emily took her hand, and they crossed the room. Dr. Hart dismounted her husband and crashed onto the couch beside him. He lifted one foot and used it to shove the coffee table feet away, giving the college girls plenty of room to crowd his wife. Emily started licking Dr. Hart immediately, staring with the juices on her thighs, but Max stopped Sofia with a hand on her forehead.
"Don't you have something you need to say to us?" he asked her, leering.
"I want it," she whispered.
"Not nearly good enough. What did I tell you?"
"That..." She licked her lips, and slid a hand along Emily's ass. She couldn't help herself. She needed to be touching someone. Getting touched. "That I'd come to you and beg for it. On my hands and knees."
"Well, you're on your hands and knees," Max said.
Sofia looked down at his softening cock. At the juices still glistening on it. She'd never wanted to taste anything more in her life.
"I want it," she whined.
"That's not begging, slut."
"Maaax..."
"No," he said. "What's my name?"
Sofia glared up at him. Emily stopped sucking at the come leaking out of their professor long enough to stare at her. Dr. Hart too. All eyes were on Sofia as she rocked back and forth on her hands and knees, yearning to taste the massive prick in front of her.
"D... Daddy..." Sofia whispered.
"What's that?" Max asked.
"Daddy, may I suck your cock?" she whispered.
Dr. Hart breathed, "Oh, fuck."
Max leaned forward and gripped Sofia's chin, tilting it up to look at him. "That's still not begging."
"Please." She swallowed hard, staring up at the fire and intensity of him. Of this impossibly handsome man. All the world around them faded. It was just the two of them. "I want your cock. I want it bad, Daddy."
"How do you want it?"
"I want to suck it," she cried out. "I want it filling my pretty slut mouth. I want it in my pussy. I want you fucking my ass. I want it, I want it, I want it!"
"Then beg for it!" Max roared.
"PLEASE!" Sofia shouted. "Please, Daddy, let me have your cock in all my dirty slutty holes. Please give it to me as hard as you want to. I'll take it! I'll take all of it! Fill me up. Drip out of my ass. Come... come in my cunt! Fucking come in me and knock me up! I'll be your little slut girl forever! Just let me have it! Please!"
Dr. Hart pushed Emily away and shot to her feet. "The bedroom," she said, grabbing Emily under the shoulder and guiding her to her feet.
They rushed there altogether, thundering up the steps and down the hallway. Dr. Hart wound up at the head of the bed, pillows piled high underneath her, her knees spread wide as Emily bobbed her mouth and tongue back and forth along her sticky cunt. Sofia rested on her back on the bed at her feet with her head dangling off the side. Max, hard as a rock again, gagged her with his cock's every thrust as he groped her tits.
"Even if the school opens back up," Dr. Hart panted, "you girls are staying here. Understood? You are ours now."
"Yes!" Emily cried out joyfully. "Your sluts!"
"Or uts!" Sofia moaned around Max's cock.
"Good girls," Max panted. "Suck it, baby."
"Lick my clit, honey," Tara said.
Husband and wife grinned at each other, then returned their attention to their respective partners. Max reached down and grabbed Sofia's hand, guiding it to Emily's bouncing bottom. She got the idea and explored until she found the other girl's cunt. Emily rocked back hard as Sofia's fingers plunged inside her.
Like that, they contented themselves for a while, moans and grunts filling the air. Max jerked out on occasion to run his cock through the valley of Sofia's massive tits, then he'd bring it back to her mouth and shove it in. Unlike Emily, she was made for taking him deep in every hole, and she could swallow even more of him than his wife could. That was fucking impressive.
But a blowjob wasn't what he was in the mood for, and soon he had her on her feet, her ass thrust out at him. "Fuck my pussy," she whimpered.
"Say please," Max said.
"Please!"
He buried his cock in her tight wet cunt all the way to his balls, and Sofia threw back her head, air caught somewhere in her throat. She stamped a foot and finally shouted, "Oh my fucking hell!"
Emily peered up at Dr. Hart. "Can we finger each other and watch?"
"Oh, I suppose," her professor said, chuckling. Emily scooted up to her and kissed her enthusiastically. Dr. Hart shared a couple pillows with her and they rested together, their hands at each other's pussies as they watched the show.
"Oh wow, Sofia," Emily breathed. "You can take so much more of him than me."
"P-practice," Sofia gasped, and Max slapped her ass, hard. She arched her back and grinned. "God, he's big."
"Wait till I fuck your ass," Max growled.
"Why, nnnngh, why wait?" Sofia asked. "I can take whatever you've got."
Silence. Max stopped, and for the first time, he showed some hesitation. "What?"
"Honey," Dr. Hart said, "we'll get some plugs ordered, and you can..."
"I have plugs," Sofia said, rolling her eyes. "I wear them to class a lot."
"I knew you were a slut," Emily gasped.
"Yeah, yeah," Sofia said. "Seriously. We can try. And if it's too much..."
Max looked at his wife. She shrugged. "If she wants to try, it's her decision."
Max stroked Sofia's cheeks and pulled them wide to examine her bud. His jaw worked back and forth, and he muttered, "Fuck it."
"I hope so," Sofia said.
Emily snickered at that, and Dr. Hart whispered in her ear. She nodded, and slid off the bed to run to the bathroom. When she came back, she had a bottle of lube in hand along with a stack of towels, hand towels, and wipes.
Slowly Max eased out of Sofia, and she moaned at the absence of him. There was some discussion about how they wanted to do this until Dr. hart mentioned Max's fantasy about seeing them all eat each other out while he fucked Sofia's ass. That decided things, and this time, Emily wound up at the head of the bed with her slutty professor's face between her thighs. She stroked Dr. Hart's light brown hair and murmured, "You're never getting rid of me, you know that?"
"Wouldn't have it any other way, Em," Tara said, and kissed her clit.
Meanwhile, with her professor on her hands and knees, Sofia took up a similar position. She kissed both of Dr. Hart's cheeks, then got her first taste of her professor's sex. She sighed contentedly, wondering why she'd spent so long fighting this. The truth was, she wanted all of it. She wanted to be used. To be fucked in every hole until she was left nothing but a jiggling mass of nerves. To have her cunt filled by this ridiculously handsome man. To have him fill her another way. To be taken care of by these two, to live out the rest of her life in this fantasy.
"I want to stay too," she whimpered as Max spread lube around her delicate bud.
Dr. Hart snickered. "And you'll do whatever we say?"
"Yessss..." Sofia moaned as Max's finger probed her, followed by a second and a third.
"You'll be our model slut? For Emily and us?"
"Yes."
"He's going to make you pregnant," Emily said. "Maybe not right now, but soon."
"I want that too," Sofia whispered. "I don't want a future anywhere but here. Your slut. Your come slave."



Max withdrew his fingers and stroked his long hard cock with the other hand as he brought it to her bud. "Good," he breathed. And then he was inside her.
Only an inch. That was all she could take, and the size of him blotted everything else out. In that moment, whoever Sofia was became something else, because she loved it. Needed it. Max wedged his cock in and out of her tight bud, filling her utterly and completely, and she dropped her head to rest against her professor, barely able to lick her pussy, let alone give her the attention she craved. That was okay. There was time. There was so much time. Because they were together for this, not just the lockdown, but forever. Was it love? No. Not even in the slightest. She hated the Harts with some tiny seed of her soul that would never die, but that only made her lust grow and grow until she was howling her pleasure as Max fucked her ass.
Emily came. Dr. Hart did too, though thanks mostly to her own fingers. Sofia did not. Not until Max finished, his cock sliding another half inch inside her well-stretched asshole, his come flooding her deep. When he pulled out of her she dripped him onto the sheets and she collapsed, crying with pleasure, crying because this was who she was now.
The Harts' slut. Their sexual servant.
Their good girl.
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The splash of faint blue light across the walls woke Serge from his usual restless sleep, nothing but the empty space beside him to keep him company.
If Sierra was still around, he wouldn't have given it a second thought and rolled right back over. She used to love midnight swims, especially when she was too wound up to sleep. But this was the first time the pool lights came on in over a year.
He rose, nude. No point in sleeping in any clothes, not when the only visitors to his house now were delivering food. Sierra wouldn't have wanted him to starve himself, so he ate, mechanically and without much pleasure. On what had been their date nights, he ordered in, because they always ate out or ordered in on date nights. The tradition was one of the few building pillars left of his sanity.
Same with working out, the hikes, the jogging. All in memory of Sierra, though at least the physicality of it all felt good, one of the handful of pleasures that cracked through his shell of bewilderment at being a thirty-year-old widower.
He went to the big sliding glass doors. Someone was out there, testing the waters with her foot. The curves of her made him suck in his gut on instinct. But it was the finely detailed face that drew him in. The narrow, almost pointed chin. The strong cheekbones. The wide forehead, framed by black hair caressed by the light. Her lips were full, but narrow, small, almost, and she wore heavy, precise makeup that looked professional. It gave her a sultry vibe, especially combined with the pearls she wore around her neck and the long, dangling earrings.
Wispy black lingerie clung to her full teardrop breasts and slung low over her sex. Her dark nipples peeked through the fabric. Closer, and he might have seen the pink of her lips through her panties too, but before he could think to focus his attention there, she raised her hands over her head and dove into the water.
Sure he was dreaming, Serge felt around with his feet for the towel he'd carelessly dropped on the floor after a shower the previous night. He pulled it around himself as the woman reemerged, languidly cutting through the water. She was good. Not as good as Sierra, but there were only thirty or so people in the world that had been faster than Sierra in her prime. The big pool was a huge part of why they bought the place.
He stepped out into the night, and the woman came to a casual stop. She blinked up at him, water coursing down her face. It stripped away some of her makeup, leaving her face looking like some Fauvist painting. Trails of makeup streamed behind her in the water. Serge didn't care.
Without a word, still watching him, she started to swim again, cautious this time, keeping an eye on him. He thought she'd get out of the pool and leave when she came back to the shallow end, but no, she kicked off the wall and started another lap.
The concrete around the pool still held the warmth of the day, but the night had chilled considerably, nearly thirty degrees. Serge shivered, and thought about walking back inside. He didn't think this woman meant him any harm, and even if she did, so what? What could she take? What could she do to him?
As he watched the swell of her ass flexing through the water, he thought... well... why not?
He headed for not for the pool's ladder, but the hot tub occupying a corner of the pool. It was shaped like a seashell, fanning out wider closer to the pool. He didn't get in, not quite yet, but by feel alone, toed the big button that turned on the jets. He plodded back towards the house, this time for the mini-bar built into the stone L under an awning. From a small fridge, he withdrew a bottle of beer, at least a year old, and from a cabinet, a bottle of wine. No glasses out here anymore, but who needed them? He headed back to the pool and knelt, leaving the bottle of wine halfway to the hot tub.
She stopped swimming again, watching him curiously as he headed for the warmer waters. He really should have had the pool shut off and drained, but he kept meaning to go back out there, to swim laps for Sierra's sake. It hurt too much, right up until this very night. She would have had a hell of a laugh at this. A gorgeous stranger, nearly nude, or as good as, and swimming in their pool. She probably would have invited the woman right in, and doubtless would have buried her tongue in the stranger's pussy in all of about ten minutes. Sierra was always adventurous like that.
The woman paddled towards the bottle of wine. She looked at it, then him, and drew in a sharp, audible breath when Serge dropped the towel, revealing his long, thickening prick. He hopped in, and she still watched him even as he ignored her, settling onto one of the stone benches under the water and sighing at the jets burbling against his back. It was a better massage than he could pay for.
A clink. The wine bottle's cap being tossed aside. He turned his head just in time to watch the black-haired woman bring the tip to her lips. They stared at one another as she drank deep, then set the bottle aside, licking an errant drop off her lips.
"Thank you," she murmured.
"Mm hm."
She kicked off again, coursing lazily through the water, sometimes on her back, sometimes on her stomach, sometimes under the water for such long stretches of time Serge wondered if she might not be trying to drown herself. But every time she'd come up, and six or seven laps in, he thought he heard her cry.
He leaned his head back, staring up at the sky. Stars peppered the cloudless night, and he lazily tried to count them as he sipped his beer. Another clink, this one closer, and he glanced over to see the strange woman settling the bottle of wine between them on the stonework between the pool and the hot tub. Gone were the remains of her makeup, save a few splotches of color here and there and her lipstick. She leaned over the divider just far enough that he could see the fine details of her neck, and for an odd moment, he wanted nothing more than to kiss and suck up the moisture there. He looked back up at the sky again.
"I used to dream about this place," she said, almost tonelessly.
Serge glanced over again, sharply this time. With shaking hands, he drank half of what was left of the beer, not daring to breathe. Thoughts of Sierra. Thoughts of one of the last lucid sentences she spoke. I'll send her to you. The forever woman.
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"Your wife," the stranger said, and Serge's lungs stopped working. "She was the swimmer, yes?"
Yes, he almost said, and the model, and the clothing entrepreneur, and the cookbook writer, and the motivational speaker. Everything they had, everything they were was because of her. He was just the lucky bastard who she liked to serve her coffee until he worked past his butterflies long enough to ask Sierra out.
"Yes."
"I read about her in the newspaper. Her fight, the articles she wrote... it was..." She clicked her tongue, and added, "Beautiful. I come by this house every day. My driver, he knew I was fascinated by the story, and pointed out the house to me. I'm sorry about her."
"Thank you," he said, wondering why he meant it now and not the thousand or so times he'd said it in the last year.
"Can I join you?"
He sat upright, and scooted over for an answer. She walked around the edge of the hot tub to the pool's shallow end steps, and he openly stared at the way her lingerie no clung to her body , nothing hidden. She glanced down, and without a word or a look at him, peeled off her bra and cast it aside, then dropped the panties. Her hair was well trimmed into a thin line, as black as her hair. Her pussy lips hung full and slightly crooked.
She dropped down into the water, and sat near him. Not exactly right beside him, but they could have reached out and easily touched one another, if that was what they wanted. And Serge did. God help him, but he was so hard he ached.
"Your house started to creep into my head," she said, taking the wine bottle off the ledge again. She offered it to him, and he accepted. It was a good wine. One of Sierra's, of course. He had no such taste. "I don't know why. I mean, it's a nice house, but this whole street is full of them."
He sipped again, and handed the bottle back. As he opened his mouth, an engine revved nearby. Someone shouted a name. Evely. It sounded like Eva Lee.
The woman closed her eyes and shivered. Serge listened, half rising out of the water, and the woman laid a hand on his arm. "Don't," she whispered. "Please."
"Whatever trouble you're in, you're safe here."
"Thank you."
The name again, close, and someone else's laughter. The engine revved, and Serge thought about going for the gun in the locked case in his closet. But blessedly, the next time the man shouted, he was distant, and the engine faded.
When he turned back to the woman, she worked at the clasp of her pearls and freed them from her neck. Tears slipping down her face, she offered them to Serge.
"No, it's okay," he said. "I don't want them. I'm not doing this for money, or... or that," he said, feeling like a damn liar, since his hard prick had basically been in her face for a moment.
"I don't want them either," she breathed. Then without a word, she turned and threw them as hard as she could over the neighbor's fence.
* * *
He brought Evely out a towel, and they sat by the pool. She rubbed herself down. A dress he hadn't seen her discard when he woke up now hung over the bar's counter, along with her lingerie.
"Another bottle of wine?"
She considered that. "Yes. But that has to be it. Any more and I'll never stop drinking."
Serge walked to the minibar, still nude, and bizarrely feeling no shame about it. But then again, Evely was nude too. "Do you need me to call the police?"
"No." She sighed. "He gets bored of his toys easily. By tomorrow night, he'll have found someone else to fuck."
He pulled another bottle out, examined it and brought it back. She accepted with a quiet thanks, and He twisted his chair to look at her in the eyes. "Do we need to take you to the hospital? Did he hurt you?"
"No, but he would have. He wanted to... rent me out. To his friends." Evely's laugh was more of a sob. "At least I wouldn't have been cheap. Five thousand dollars apiece."
"Shit, I think I could get five bucks for myself," Serge said. Her laugh this time was much more natural, though still shaky.
They drank the other bottle of wine in near silence. Evely stared at the pool, working something out in her mind. When they settled the empty bottle down on the ground, Serge asked, "Have you eaten anything lately? Can I fix you dinner?"
"It has to be two in the morning. I'll live."
"But you're hungry."
She smiled faintly. "Yes."
He stood up. "Come inside, if you like. Or if you feel safer out here..."
She rose, and before they made it to the door, her delicate hand fell on his shoulder. "I still don't know your name. I should, from the articles. I'm sorry I don't remember that part."
"Serge. And you remember what mattered."
"I think that's only half true," she whispered. He had no good answer to that.
Most of Sierra's clothes, her sister and her mom packed away and gave to churches and Goodwill, but they missed a box. Evely was much curvier than his wife had been, but in the box was a plush rose robe, one of his wife's souvenirs from her world competitions. It even had her initials stenciled on it, and Evely fingered them as she sat at the kitchen table, watching him cook up an omelet, sausage, and toast.
"It's not much," he said, settling it down in front of Evely.
"I haven't had a carb in so long I'm practically drooling," she said, smiling that faint smile. Her words weren't just that, either. She ate everything so fast it left him scrambling for more while she was nearly scraping the plate. An apple. Some granola. A sliver of sharp cheddar cheese, sliced and tossed in front of her with crackers. She ate it all, and when she finally had her fill, he went for the plates.
Her hand went to his cock. Evely looked up at him, and murmured, "I wasn't done yet."
Those small, pouty lips parted for his head, and she stared up at him with her dark brown eyes, still smiling faintly. He ran a hand through her damp hair, and brushed a few strands from her face. Evely tugged him closer, her lips descending to his tip. Without breaking eye contact, she kissed it. Serge shivered in her hands, and her smile widened as her tongue slipped out and licked his sensitive underside.
"Evely," he murmured, and this time, she shivered.
She flicked his underside again, and followed it by slowly devouring his first inch. She sucked him, her eyes finally tearing away from his to stare down his cock. Her hands rose to his root, stroking him slowly as she began to bob her head back and forth, taking her time with it initially.
Though Serge had already seen every inch of her up close, somehow, the sight of her breasts peeking through the gap of the robe was still lewd, still an incredible turn-on. He reached down as she sucked his cock deeper into her mouth. She moaned as he gripped the robe and tugged it off her shoulder. Without letting him go or stopping the blowjob, she helped shrug the fabric the rest of the way off her shoulders, baring her breasts again.
"Fuck, you're beautiful," he breathed.
She came up off him with a slurp. "And you're very handsome."
Evely used the break to spit into her hands, blushing when she saw him watching. She returned her lips to his cock, running them down the side and licking his length while she started to jack his root in earnest. She licked one of his balls, then the other, and sucked that one into her mouth before letting it go.
"You can use me if it makes it feel better," Evely whispered.
Serge stroked her cheek as she rested the other against his length, staring up at him. "No. You're doing great. I'm loving this."
Her grin was honest, wide, and infectious. He found himself smiling back, surprised at how foreign the gesture felt. She devoured him again, this time going for broke, burying her mouth down on him, taking him as far as she could. Given his width and length, that wasn't too far, and there was still at least two-thirds of him out of her mouth. But her hands were taking plenty good care of him there, and besides, it had been so long for him, she probably could have tickled him and made him come in record time.
She slipped off the chair, gripping him and holding him deep in her mouth as she moved and guided him with her. On her knees in the kitchen, Evely didn't look quite so awkward, and sucked him fast and hard, head bobbing, her cheeks caving inward with each deep suck. One of her hands left his cock and he realized with a pleasant start she was sliding it between her own thighs.
He couldn't help thinking of those lips, about tasting them, fingering them, sliding his cock between them and fucking her for all he was worth. Where Sierra had been a slim, tiny thing, well-muscled but no bigger than a minute, Evely was a bombshell. She belonged on magazines, in movies. In pornos, his feverish mind murmured. She sucked him harder and harder, and her hand on his base jacked him faster.
"I'm right there," Serge grunted.
She grinned around him and drove deep down, taking him to her tonsils. She held him there, staring up at him, eyes watering for want of oxygen, and then she was pulling off him, gasping only for a moment before repeating the gesture. But it was when she pulled back and sucked fervently at his tip that Serge lost it. He tapped her head, and she stared up at him, sucking, bobbing, not letting him out of her mouth.
His ass flexed, and he couldn't help a reflexive pump a half inch into her mouth before he came, came, came. His warm sticky ropes hit her tonsils like a cannon, over and over and over again. She swallowed as much as she could before pulling off him, gasping and closing her eyes reflexively. Good thing, too. He painted her cheeks, her eyelids, her forehead. A shot even went into her hair. She frantically fingered herself with her one hand while scooping up his come with the other, sucking it down. If her moans were an act, she was damn good at it.
He pulled her to her feet and hurried with her back to the bedroom they'd come through. He turned on the lights -- had to. There was no way he was going to do this with Evely in the dark summer night.
She crawled up onto the bed and rested on her back, propped up by her elbows. He chased her, stopping first to kiss a foot, noting her glamorously painted nails. Then came her calves, and when he had his fill of them, he threw them over his shoulders, going for her thighs. She cooed at him, sliding three fingers across her pearl as he kissed and licked her thighs, staring up at her before moving his mouth finally to her core.
She tasted like the chemicals in the pool water, plain and simple, but he didn't care. His ministrations to her lacked any subtlety. It had been so long. So very long. Serge wanted to savor every inch of her, but his hunger was too intense. He drove into her pussy with his tongue, making her arch her back, strumming her clit harder and harder.
"Yes, like that," she moaned. "Deep like that."
He reached up with one hand and she grabbed it in hers, bringing it to one of her full breasts. He teased her nipple with his thumb, drawing another moan and a twitch from Evely. Her hand dropped to his head, running through his hair. Her body began to rock rhythmically to meet his tongue, and she whispered his name. The word sent a shiver through him.
I'll send her to you.
Thank you, Sierra.
I love you.
I miss you.
"Lick my clit?" Evely asked. Her tone was shy, breathy. She was so close, he could tell, and he smiled up at her before he moved to do just that, taking her hand in his and pressing it to her stomach. He made love to her clit with his tongue, taking it slow this time even as his other hand dropped from her breast to her folds. He slid two fingers inside her, pumping into her deep. Evely writhed on the bed underneath him, her feet twisting in hard circles, her chest rising and falling.
"Serge, I'm close, I'm so close..." she breathed.
"Come for me," he murmured against her clit, and sucked it into his mouth again, no longer teasing, but flicking her pearl with faster licks, He twisted his fingers inside her and curled them to find her spot. It must have worked.
Her ass thrust up in the air and she howled, "Oh God, I'm coming, I'm... nnnn!"
She kicked up and out, and stretched hard to one side, squeezing his hand on her stomach so hard she'd leave nail tracks in his skin. She gushed onto his fingers, more than he'd ever felt any woman come before, and she slowly settled back down.
"Kiss me," she begged him, "please, I need your lips..."
He rushed up Evely's body to kiss her with all the heat he felt in his soul. Something was there between them, some intangible thing he wanted with all his heart. Maybe it was too soon to call it love. Maybe she was too much of a stranger. Maybe this night was all they had. But for the first time since before Sierra's diagnosis, he allowed himself to hope.
His hardness rested against her thigh, and she reached down to grip him and guide him to her entrance. "I don't have a condom," he murmured, searching her eyes.
"I'm not on the pill," she murmured back.
"I'll try to be careful."
Evely shook her head. "I... don't mind. I want to take something from this night. I'll never ask you for anything, but I feel like I..." She blushed, and kissed him again softly. Tears slipped out of the corners of her eyes, and he slid a hand under her head. "I feel like I was always supposed to be here."
"Me too."
And with that, he slid into her.



Evely spread her hips wide, her knees rising instinctively. Still she cried, but she smiled too, her hands around his neck, holding him there as they kissed over and over again. He settled deep into her, taking his time about it, staying still, just enjoying the grip of her around him.
He slid a hand under one of her tanned thighs, loving the feel of her soft flesh. She brought the knee higher, almost to her breast, and he kissed her again as they began to rock against one another. His other hand slid down to her clit, rubbing it as she'd been doing earlier, not fast, but with a steady pressure that she loved.
Their bodies moved together as though they belonged that way. How long it took before Serge's pace began to quicken, neither were entirely sure. Their need for one another slowly took over, and Serge drove harder into Evely, filling her deeper and deeper as she clutched his ass, moaning right into his ear, her hot breath spurring him on.
She began to buck harder against him, her mouth dropping to the meat of his shoulder, and she squeezed his ass hard, whimpering and nipping down all at once. Her body rocked once more and she thrust up at him, accidentally biting him as she came again.
"Sorry, I'm sorry," she gasped. He chuckled throatily and kissed her again. She moved her hands to his pecs, then pushed him away. He got the idea and they rolled together, Evely on top, rocking on his cock, grinding her clit against him. He let his hands roam, squeezing her ass, playing with her clit, giving her breasts the obvious attention any guy in his position would have done.
The later the hour grew, the more feverish and desperate the sex became. Evely became incensed, not so much rocking anymore as bouncing, her breasts bobbing in time. He sat up to suck at her nipples, and the pleasure caused her to lose her balance, dropping down onto him. He gripped her ass and they fucked each other then, hard, fast, her laying right on top of him, kissing him fervently, her eyes bright and almost afraid.
Serge wound up on top again, this time with her knees bent and her feet nearly touching her head. She was balanced on her shoulders as he drove down into her, gasping for every hard breath as he tried desperately not to come. Every thrust drove his cock against her g-spot and made it so good for her. She came with a muted cry, hoarse, exhausted. Despite their intense need for one another and the voice whispering in the back of Serge's head that Evely would be gone in the morning, he needed to come. Needed to finish this.
He helped her down, and in the end, they wound up in each other's arms in a simple missionary position, Evely whispering Serge's name against his lips, whispering for him to come, to fill her up. He plunged into her a few last times, and before he finished, he breathed, "Evely."
"Yesss," she hissed.
He came. If he had doubts earlier about the unprotected finish, they had been banished an hour ago. It felt as good and right to finish inside her as it had with Sierra. He wanted to create something with this woman, with this near total stranger.
Her hand fell to him as the last of his warmth spent inside her. She helped guide him out, and they fell together, curling up in each other's arms. He stroked her ass, kissing her as she worked out whatever was going on in her mind.
* * *
He woke alone, wondering if it had all ben some crazed fever dream, but the bed was wet and messy where they'd made love. And then he heard the blast of the shower, and a soft humming, and leaned back, smiling to himself.
After a minute, he rose and joined her. They spoke nothing to one another, but once he'd brushed his teeth and stepped into the shower, she kissed him gently, stroking his soft, tender cock.
"That was..." she breathed, and chuckled.
"I know." He cupped her cheeks and kissed her again before pulling back. "Evely, what do you need?"
She sighed. "I have to try to get my things. My purse. My phone. Some clothes, if he hasn't burned them all."
"Would he?"
Evely nodded without hesitation. "I hate to ask this, but would you come with?"
"Of course."
They finished the shower and dressed. Both of them were too nervous to eat. There was nothing really in the house he could use as a weapon aside from the gun, and he wasn't about to go into this situation armed. If things got ugly, he didn't want a reason for someone in the house to shoot.
Her lingerie and dress were dry by that point, and she dressed in them out by the minibar. Serge sucked in his gut involuntarily when he saw her in the figure-hugging sleeveless dress. She caught him staring and blushed again.
They drove.
She told him simply she lived on the Hill, and there was no need to define that any further. There was only one place in the city you could call that without definition, a private gated community at the top of the tallest bluff. Sierra's clothing deals landed them an upper middle-class house that was definitely nothing to sneeze at, but the Hill was where the wealthiest of the wealthy lived.
They drove up a series of slow-rising switchbacks before arriving at a massive, ornate gate hemmed in by a stone and metal fence stretching all around the Hill. A guard in a kiosk leaned out, frowning until he recognized who was in the passenger seat. That frown turned to a smile in a hurry.
Evely leaned across Serge as he rolled down his window. "Has he had me removed from the registry yet?"
"I heard there was some commotion," the guard drawled. "Sorry, Evely, but he has."
"Ten minutes," she said. "That's all I need. I'm just coming to collect a few things." The guard hesitated. "Please. That's all I'm here for."
"Your gentleman friend, he'll need to stay in his car," the guard said.
"I can't do that," Serge said quietly. "The guy she's with put her in a bad spot last night. I swear, I'm not here for revenge or to burn the place down. But she needs someone with her through this."
The guard groaned, "Oh, hell, this is going to mean my job." He sighed, and he must have pressed a button or something, because the gate swung open without so much as a squeak. "Ten minutes."
They drove through pas a stunning selection of modern houses. It was surprising how little room there was between them, hardly more than the space between Serge's garage and his house. He followed the finest paved road he'd ever seen around a long curve leading past a dozen houses. They turned down another street, ending in a cul-de-sac. The house she pointed out with a low, hoarse voice was at the very end, tucked away in a corner. Out in front, parked haphazardly on the driveway, was a dark blue Jaguar sedan. Serge parked beside it, and Evely took his hand.
"You don't have to come in," she said, not quite meeting his eyes.
"I love you," Serge said in response. Evely glanced at him sharply, and he brought her hand to his mouth, kissing it. "I'm a barista, Evely. I have enough money from Sierra that I'll live a comfortable life, but I'll never be..." He gestured vaguely at the house.
"That's not what I care about," she murmured. "And I'm not much better. I've never had a real job. I've been... pampered since my eighteenth birthday. I'm tired of it. I want..." She glanced aside at him. "I want you. Because I love you too."
They kissed, and he squeezed her hand. When she broke away, she let him go, and they stepped outside.
Whatever Serge was expecting, the squat, snow-haired man walking out the front door wasn't it. He had to be in his late fifties, maybe even older. His hand came up, and he pointed at Evely. "You're name's off the list. What are you doing here?"
"I'm grabbing my things, then I'm gone," she said.
"And who are you, asshole?" the guy said.
"Just here to make sure she gets in and out okay."
The man sniffed. "Uh huh. That why she had her tongue down your throat a minute ago?" He snorted. "Wouldn't whore out last night, but today's a-okay?"
Evely shivered at his words. She saw Serge stiffen, and shook her head slightly. He followed her up the sidewalk, the older man following like a dog ready to bite.
The glass-paneled front door opened into a living room tiled the same exact color as the Jag. Not a shade of difference. One or the other had been painted to match, such an absurd sign of wealth that Serge shook his head. On a black glass coffee table was a small mirror topped in traces of white powder. Evely saw it and shook her head, sighing. The ex-boyfriend ignored her and came around to settle into an armchair that looked more like a torture device. He gestured at a matching loveseat.
"Whoever you are, fuck-buddy, sit. You want a bump?"
"I don't do that," Serge said.
Evely squeezed his arm. "Neither do I. He was six months sober until last night."
The man grinned lazily. "But candy's so sweet. Almost as sweet as her, am I right?"
"I'll just be a minute," Evely promised Serge. He nodded, and she hurried to a bedroom.
The man leaned forward, elbows on his knees, making sure Serge got a good view of the scarred knuckles. "She offer to suck your cock for coming here? Maybe let you fuck that wet ass pussy?"
Serge ignored him. From deeper in the house, Evely let out a sob, and Serge started towards her. The man rose shockingly fast, and came at him, his big hand out and on Serge's chest.
"Staying right there, hoss," he said. His breath stank like rotten fruit. "What did she do for you, hm? What did she promise you?"
"Let me go," Serge said. "Now."
"You know what she is?" the man asked, shifting side to side on his feet, almost dancing. "She's a high-class whore. Never been with anyone worth less than eight digits. She's sucked me off on a yacht in front of people whose bathrooms are worth more than you, asshole."
Serge stared down at him. Taking the verbal attack meant Evely didn't have to. Fair trade. He wanted to hit the other man, wanted this to get ugly, but he wouldn't. For her.
His silence and inaction only seemed to incense the man. "You know what she's going to do when she gets bored enough? She's going to come back here and beg me to let my friends use her. And I will. Last night it could have just been her pussy and her mouth. But now I'll tell them to take her ass, and she will. Because she'll want a new fucking dress or a vacation to Turks or Dubai. She's a gold digging whore, my friend, a lowdown slut." Still Serge was silent, and from the bedroom, he heard Evely's sobs grow. She must have heard from in there. The place was too narrow not to.
"What?" the man asked. "Too much of a pussy to do something? Huh?" He shoved Serge, but Serge barely moved. "Come on then. Say something. Do something. Fucking dickless. That's what you are. Little bitch." His eyes narrowed, and he shoved Serge again. "Come on then. Take a fucking swing. Do it. Do it!"
Serge said, "Evely, you-?"
The fist crashed into the side of his temple, almost right against the eye, and Serge stumbled backwards, colliding with a bookshelf and snapping one of its boards when he fought for balance. He crashed down with a pile of never-read books, the leather spines showing no cracks. Evely shouted something, but Serge's mind fuzzed. He started up, but the ex hit him again, drilling him across the cheek with a right that seemed more like steel rebar hitting his skull. Serge dropped back down and the man was on him, hammering down with sure lefts and rights, giggling in a high pitch.
Serge stood no chance. He wasn't a fighter and this guy had clearly seen a few dozen scraps. Dark red strangled the corners of his vision, and he waved his arms uselessly, trying to get them up and in the way. Evely was there, shouting, trying to pry the ex off him, but nothing doing. Serge tried to tell her to run, to get in the car and get away, but all that came out was a burble.
Evely dug her fingernails into the guy's cheeks, meaning to go for the eyes but she was grabbing what she could get. The man whirled on her, laughing even harder, but his laughter cut off. "Who-?"
Someone stepped between Evely and Serge. Petite, well-muscled, In a dress that was all too familiar to Serge, because it was the one she'd been buried in. She rose a hand, fingers splayed out, and the man looked at her, confused.
"The fuck-?"
Serge kicked up. It was the one great equalizer, the thing that could even out every fight between two guys. Cheap? Absolutely. But there was no doubt in his mind if he didn't, the man would turn those fists on Evely next.
He didn't so much kick the man in the balls as punt him. And it worked.
Evely's ex screeched. His hips slammed together, his knees buckling, and he fell. His hands went to his groin and he cried out, rocking side to side. Evely ran to Serge, trying to help him up, but he could barely stand. He struggled for a long minute just trying to find his balance, and she hugged him tight. They finally started for the door, but a hurk behind them caught their attention. Evely looked over her shoulder, and gasped.
Her ex's mouth foamed. His eyes strained hard to roll back in his head, and his whole body rocked with spasms. Evely and Serge looked at each other, and she hurried through her purse, trying to dig out her phone to call 911. But before she got on the line with a dispatcher, her ex stilled, and breathed no more.
* * *
An overdose combined with the pain of the kick to the balls was enough to send Harris Tomlinson into cardiac arrest. The cops kept Evely and Serge around long enough to get their story, but security cameras inside the house were all they needed to know Serge acted in self-defense. They were given a ride back to the house.
Harris had trashed almost everything of value to Evely, mostly pictures of her estranged family and a few keepsakes from a different time in her life. His family demanded all the jewelry, all the finer things left, and Evely was only too happy to give them up.
She moved in with Serge. There were no tears on her part for Harris, but for Serge, there were plenty. He needed a few stitches and was watched for a couple days for a concussion, but came away pretty unscathed, all things considered. Evely celebrated his release with a round of joyous lovemaking that left both of them panting, sweaty messes before they ran and hopped in the pool together, naked as the surreal night Evely came into his life.
Serge never mentioned seeing Sierra. Not once. But months later, when they found out four months later that Evely was pregnant, she gripped his hand and brought it to her stomach. Her eyes searched his, and she smiled faintly. "Sierra."
"Sorry?"
"That's our baby's name."
He grinned. "We don't even know if it's a boy or a girl yet."
"It'll be a girl," Evely said, not a hint of doubt in her voice. "And her name will be Sierra."
"Okay," he said. "You know I love that name. But I have to ask why."
"Because," Evely said, leaning up to kiss him gently. "She's the one that told me to come here. And she's the one that saved you."
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I don't hate my ex-wife. Far from it. She was a great mom. She never cheated on me, and I certainly never cheated on her. We rarely fought, though in retrospect, maybe we should have. Maybe we could have bridged the divide before it became too big for us to cross. But by the time she was offered the dream job studying the effects of the changing weather on Alaskan soil, I think Tina wanted to be free. Free of me, and as sad as it sounds, free of our son Isaac.
Isaac has always been a sweet boy, and like his mom, he's whipcrack sharp too. But his intelligence never went the direction Tina wanted. Instead of the nonfiction books she put in front of him, he lost himself in fantasy and science fiction. His favorite subject in school was English, not her beloved science. Even at ten, I could see him growing up to be a teacher someday, or a writer, or something wonderful and beautiful, but Tina kept trying to nudge him towards something more practical, something with real-world applications.
As for me, Tina always wanted me to be more of her friend than her partner and lover. She loved sex at first, when we were young and always so hungry for each other. But when Isaac was born, her body changed. That's not her fault, nor are my cravings mine. She accommodated my urges, but gone was the fire. When I was trying to get her in the mood, she'd talk about her day, or work, or a thousand topics as sexy as tofu. I wasn't miserable. Neither was she. We just... drifted. It happens, I guess.
Eventually, though, the differences between the reality she wanted and the reality of who we were was too much for her. While I attended Isaac's conventions with him and went to see his school plays, she would slip out with her friends for a weekend away, saying she needed to recharge her batteries. The dam broke one day for me when she promised Isaac she'd make it to his spelling bee, something he'd been studying for the last month. I don't know if she forgot like she claimed and it didn't matter. I was tired of the hurt in our son's eyes. He deserved better. So did I.
It wasn't like she was a terrible person. I said that before. Tina loved -- loves -- Isaac. But was she meant for motherhood for him? I don't know how to answer that. Loving someone and caring for them are two separate things. Tina wasn't always capable of the latter. So when we posed the question to Isaac before the divorce proceedings as to which one of us he'd like to stay with, I know in my heart Tina was relieved when he picked me.
It went fast, as far as divorces can go fast. We both made good money, enough to be comfortable without each other, and neither of us wanted to keep the old house we'd bought in our late twenties. It was drafty, but not so drafty that the wind could push out the lasting memories there of us as a family. A fresh start for both of us, Tina and I agreed. We sold the house, split the profits down the middle, and she asked to have Isaac in the summers. That's okay. That's all right.
It's what I tell myself, anyways.
* * *
I don't really know why Agramonte made my short list of cities to look at for a move. It's exactly the sort of pleasantly dull suburbia you'd expect out of a TV show. How's that song go? "Little boxes," and all that? Cost of living was a little higher than most the others, but the quality of the schools made up for that, and since Isaac was my priority now, that became my number one deciding factor.
I was a certified electrician, but since the states didn't share reciprocal licensing, I'd be relying on my heavy equipment background to carry me for a bit. I lined up eight job interviews and made arrangements with a real estate agent whose picture I liked online to see a bunch of houses and condos in the area. With Isaac staying at my parents for a mini-vacation of his own, I flew down for what would be my first week alone since I was nineteen.
I frontloaded the job interviews, thinking that if I got a call back and needed to come in for a second, I'd still have the back half of the week. Those went fine, and seven out of the eight places wanted to hire me, with the last just not needing my type of operator but wanting to keep my name on file in case they ever did. I went with the second-biggest of the group, mostly because they were hungry to be number one and were most willing to work with me on flexible hours so I could keep supporting Isaac. My boy was always going to come first as long as I could manage it. The two grand signing bonus was also a nice touch.
My schedule cleared up, leaving me time to finally scope out some houses. The real estate agent, Yvonne, had a few simple orders from me on budget and location, namely that I wanted to be close to a school in a good neighborhood. Other than that, I told her she had free rein.
Her picture didn't do her justice. She was supermodel pretty -- and in fact, she'd done some modeling work when she was younger. Tight oval face. Golden tan. Short cute bob, her blonde hair highlighted nicely with darker strands. Dressed to kill, too, in a black leather skirt putting every bit of her tight ass on full display and a white V-neck blouse plunging nearly to her belly button. No bra, just skin.
I wanted her immediately. That was the entire point of her outfit.
She gave me a dimpled smile that left me nearly brainless, waving as I pulled up into the first house's driveway. Before I even got out of the rental car, she strode forward on high stiletto heels that made her walk like she had something stuck up her ass. A fascinating idea.
Oh. I guess the house was nice too. I don't remember a goddamn thing about it, because in about ten minutes, I had Yvonne up against a wall, her long legs crisscrossed around my ass as I split her teeny tiny pussy wide with my cock.
She was very accommodating like that.
Yvonne was the first woman I fucked post-divorce. I held nothing back and she loved it. One of us had tugged her blouse over her proud handful of tits, and they drew my eye nearly as much as the part of her lips as she gasped with every hard thrust of my condom-covered cock. I pounded into that pussy like I'd never fucked anyone before, driving her up and down against the wall as unintelligible words and grunts fell from her lips.
My hands squeezed her tight ass under the bunched-up skirt. Her eyes fluttered and her head kept rocking back like she was half a step away from becoming a bobblehead doll. The thought made me grin.
"F-fuck," she gasped. "You're, nnngh, you're splitting me in two..."
"Tell me to stop and I will."
Her eyes focused for a moment and she glared at me. "Never, ungh, never stop fucking me..."
I crushed my lips to hers. A sharp gasp shot out of her as I really began to fuck up into that tight pussy. Less than a few minutes later and Yvonne was already right there. Might be a new record for me. If she wasn't so wet, this might have been painful for her. Goddamn, she was tight. Or was I just so used to Tina by that point I thought she was? Fuck it, I didn't care.
I was back.
This was me like I hadn't been in a long time. Tina liked it slow and gentle, and that was fine. I liked that too, don't get me wrong. But with a few exceptions, I'd gone ten years without feeling that power of my early twenties, the dominant me, the one that led the football team to a 47-3 victory at state my senior year of high school, the me that had once piled three women on top of each other and fucked each of them senseless. The animalistic me. I was not cruel to Yvonne. If I thought for a second she was pained by any of this or didn't want it, I'd have stopped in a heartbeat. I'm not a monster. But I was set free, and damned if I wasn't going to take for the first time in so very fucking long.
Oh holy shit, how I took.
Her pussy grabbed at me, hugged me tight. Her walls were so goddamn slick she left traces on my hips as they slapped against hers. Nails dug into my neck so hard they'd leave marks. "I'm going to... I'm go-going to..." she hiccupped, her eyes rolling back. "Ngggggh, FUCK!"
She came with a shudder and a gasp, her breath catching in her lungs as I kept hammering up into her. Before Yvonne came down, her legs unwrapped from around my ass involuntarily. I guided them back down and spun her so her ass was to me. She thrust it out, expecting me to fuck her again. Instead, I dropped to my knees and pried her cheeks apart to bury my mouth against her sloppy wet cunt.
Yvonne howled, "God, fuck, yes, yes, eat me!"
That ass was just as tight and bubbly as it felt, and I loved squeezing it while I devoured her. My long tongue slid through her depths, and I had her rocking back against me in seconds, her thighs still damp from her first orgasm. I loved that tiny pussy of hers, so delicate and almost virginally tight. Her lips barely peeked up around her pink depths. I drove my tongue in, loving the taste of the first woman I'd eaten out apart from my wife in over a decade.
"Good, so good," she whimpered, thrusting that ass back at me as she balanced herself against the wall.
I had her number but I wanted to turn up the heat. I let go of her ass and slid two fingers up inside her folds. She jumped like she'd been shocked and slammed down onto them.
"Yes! Nnnngh, nnnnn!" She went wordless, a high, whimpering cry the only noise she could make as I pumped my fingers in and out. When I added a third and sucked at the base of her pussy, Yonne came for me again, gushing all over my fingers and down her thighs. I kept pumping her as I kissed one cheek, then the other and rose to my feet again.
I leaned in and whispered in her ear, "You're going to get on your knees and suck my cock."
"Nn huh!" she cried out, still riding her high, still pushing back at my hand.
"You're going to swallow every drop."
"Yes! Nnngh, suck your cock, suck your big fat fucking dick..."
"Good," I said, and jerked my fingers out of her. She turned around on shaky legs, her lips parted as she smiled wide. It was her turn to drop to her knees, and she ripped the condom off me. Her cherry-colored lips spread wide around me and her cheeks hollowed as she started to suck my first few inches. I wasn't sure she could take any more of me than that. Her pussy had been tight but goddamn, so was her mouth.
I grabbed a fistful of Yvonne's short blonde bob and drove her face down. Never had I been this forceful with a blowjob, but I needed to use someone. Needed this sort of vengeful face fucking. I was going to take her in every hole, I decided. Maybe not that day, but soon. This would not be the last I'd fuck Yvonne.
"Suck that prick, baby," I growled. "Fuck, you look like you were made for this. Blowing me."
"Urk!" she gasped around my cock as I shoved her head down further on me. My hips did most of the work for both of us and I started to really fuck her face, almost matching the hard strokes I'd used on her delicate pussy earlier. I hit her tonsils, backed up, hit them again. Tears streamed down her face and at first I hesitated, thinking I was hurting her, but then she drove her lips down of her own accord and backed off, chuckling around my tip.
"Oos me," she gasped, spittle flying out of her mouth around me.
Use me. Fucking hell, I liked her.
Her tiny hands wrapped around my base and she started to jerk me off as she bobbed her head up and down my cock. No more hesitation on my part. I started doing the work for her again, only letting her stop to take short, fast breaths before ramming my cock to the top of her throat, stuffing her full.
"Almost there," I grunted. "Suck it down now, you slutty bitch."
"Urk!" she agreed. I pulled back far enough to be merciful, fucking only the first inch or so of me into her mouth. My ass tensed and she let go of me to grip it, not letting me escape from her mouth as she drove down another inch. My first shot rocketed out of me, hitting the back of her tongue, then the roof of her mouth. She pulled off me, maybe not as I'd ordered, but doing something even hotter and closing her eyes as she jerked me all over her face. Fuck, but I painted her. I don't think I'd ever come that hard, or for that long. By the end, she was beaming up at me beatifically, my come dripping off her chin, her cheeks. She opened her mouth to show me a few pearls worth inside, then swallowed. As I stepped backwards, Yvonne ran a finger through the come nearest her eyes and scooped it up. As she ate it, her eyes opened and she winked at me.
"So... like the house?" she asked.
I started chuckling and that set her off. "I needed that. Thanks."
"I could tell."
"Your clients must love you."
"The guys sure do," Yvonne said, taking my proffered hand and standing up. I removed my outer shirt and tugged off my white cotton tee.
"Hold still," I murmured, and cleaned her up as best I could. "Think I wrecked your makeup."
"I keep a kit in the car just for, mm, emergencies like this," she said. "Lionel, I don't want to give you any wrong impressions here."
"Thank God. I was going to give you the same speech. My divorce was just finalized. I'm not looking to settle into anything this soon."
She nodded. "I'd love to have some more fun with you sometime. But I'm a pretty free spirit, and I work in the sort of business that attracts a lot of yummy prospects."
I grinned. "Absolutely no problem here. And yeah, I'd love to see you again sometime for, hm, another showing."
"Speaking of which..." She got a thoughtful expression in her eyes. "I'll take you all the places I was thinking of, but I'm sure I know the right one for you."
"Yeah?"
She cleaned up in the house's master bathroom. I stepped into the shower for a quick minute, just long enough to rinse off, and we headed for the next house when we were both ready.
It was a two-story on the north end of my budget, but it also wasn't some cookie-cutter tract house either. Every place on the block was unique, if tightly packed together. With four bedrooms, it was far more house than I'd need, but I liked the idea of having a room dedicated to an office and maybe a playroom for Isaac -- or a reading room, if he had his way. I chuckled at the thought.
The roof had recently been replaced and the interior redone in the last ten years or so. The carpet would probably need to be replaced in the living room, and while there was a basement, it was far from complete. Those were pretty minor things. If Isaac was younger I would have been worried about the wide-spaced rails of the stairwell going up to the second floor, but he wasn't the accident-prone kid anymore.
What struck me the most about that place -- at least until Yvonne dropped her bombshells in a few minutes when we made it up to the second floor -- was how much it felt like home the minute I walked in the door. I could immediately see a reading nook in the living room for Isaac and where I'd want to mount the TV. I saw the master bedroom and envisioned myself coming out of the attached bathroom in my robe to drink coffee out on the small balcony. I could see putting up a basketball hoop out front, and maybe a hot tub out back with a small concrete patio for barbequing.
I saw all that, and even before Yvonne told the deal-maker, I was sold. This was home.
She watched me wander the house with a smile, and said finally, "Come with me."
She took me by the hand and guided me into one of the spare bedrooms on the second floor overlooking the street. She slid up the big window and dug out her phone before dropping to her knees again. "Keep watching out the window," she said as I unzipped for her.
Yvonne fished my cock out of my pants and boxers as someone on the other end picked up. A woman spoke, and Yvonne said, "Jenna, hey. Could you do me a favor?" She gripped my hardening cock and sucked the tip before speaking again. "Just step outside. Bring your garbage out. Something." She giggled and sucked on my tip again. "I know. Just... trust me. Okay. Thanks."
A minute later, one of the most stunningly gorgeous women I'd ever seen walked out the front door of the big place across the street. Long black curls. Big luscious lips. Dark, smoky eyes that made me want to see her face when she came. A shimmery green dress hugged all her curves in the best possible ways. My eyes bulged. This would be my neighbor?
Jenna saw Yvonne's car in the driveway across the street along with mine, and her eyes rose naturally up. I gave her a wave, not knowing what the hell else to do, and she hurried across the street.
"Uh, Yvonne? Your friend is on her way."
The real estate agent popped off me with a delightful slurp. "I know. I wasn't exactly going to bait her in by saying, hey hon, come look at the big donkey dick I'm sucking down right now."
I snickered. "Fair point. Does she come with the house too?"
"Ohhh, you're going to have to work for her. And everyone else on this block." Yvonne sucked my tip as downstairs the door opened again and a throaty voice called out for Yvonne. "There are so many gorgeous women here. You're going to love this neighborhood. And I just gave you the ammo you're going to need to fuck every one of these sluts." She winked up at me. "Give her a show."
I twisted with her so we were in profile to the door when Jenna walked in. The gorgeous curvy women came upstairs, calling again, less certain this time. Yvonne started to suck me in earnest, and I gripped her hair again as she worked my tip.
"Yvonne, what are you-?" Jenna turned the corner into the barren bedroom and stopped immediately, her hand rising to one of her big breasts. "Holy cock! I mean... holy... sh..."
She gaped at the sight in front of her. Yvonne had only an inch or so of my cock buried in her mouth, leaving most of the rest of my lengthy cock on full display. She popped off me and gave Jenna a coquettish wave. "Oh hi. Just showing the house to Lionel. Hopefully he's going to be your new neighbor. Want to, mm, greet him with me?"
"Uh. Uh." Jenna's eyes widened even further, and she stared at my prick for a long moment before shaking her head. "Good God, Yvonne."
She turned on her heels and walked out of there. I cracked up, and Yvonne popped off me, laughing softly too. The door slammed downstairs, and she winked. "I'm surprised she didn't join in. Jenna's just divorced too."
"Really?" I asked. "And you know all this...?"
She rolled her eyes and tugged on my base. "Because I live down the street, dumbass. You think I'm going to let a cock this fine go further than a handful of houses? You're going to be the new neighborhood orgasm machine. I'm going to get everybody on this dick. Jenna. Sarah." She sucked me down again and popped off me with the devil's own grin. "The twins."
"The tw...?" But then she was sucking me down again, and I lost my train of thought until I'd blown another load deep down that come-hungry throat.
Later, as we lounged against her car, she nudged me and gestured at the neighborhood. "Tell me it's not perfect."
"It's pretty great," I admitted.
"I know the budget's on the high end, but I promise you, right now, Jenna is on the phone calling everybody. And I mean everybody." Yvonne's grin nearly roused me for a third time. "When word gets out..." She shivered pleasantly. "Mm. I can't wait to see it."
"Let me ask you a question."
"Of course."
"Why do you seem so invested in this?"
"Besides my commission?" She shrugged. "Single dad, on his own. A drama-free breakup with a wife that says to me he's a good man. And a lot of these women, myself included, we could use a good man. I'm not really talking relationships. I'm talking someone around here who we can rely on. Someone who knows how to, mm, fix a sink or find our clits."
I snickered. "That escalated."
She gave me a funny look. "And someone who just... cares, you know? We need a man. Not some boy posing as one. The world's short of those right now."



I turned and brought her chin up with two of my calloused fingers. Yvonne's eyes closed, and she gave me a soft "mm" when I kissed her. Against her lips, I murmured, "You don't even know me."
Her eyes opened. "Tell me I'm wrong."
I stared at her for a long while, and her smile only widened. Finally I pulled back, and sighed. "Fifteen thousand less than the asking price. I'm going to have to do enough work in there that shouldn't scare the owners off. Call me when it's done."
She nodded. "Did you want to see any of the other houses the rest of the week?"
"Any of them furnished?"
"Why would you...?" Her confusion broke, and her grin reappeared. "I think I can find a couple."
* * *
The owners at first didn't want to sell below asking, of course. No one ever really does. But I held firm, both because I knew what the work I'd have to do would cost me, and that there were two houses available just blocks away that would suit my needs just fine, and one of them even had a pool.
I ran my own electrician business, so I felt no guilt about closing up shop. But I told my new employers I'd be two weeks, largely because of Isaac. My little man deserved that time to say goodbye to his friends and both sides of the family in the area.
My half and a handful of his friends met up over the weekend at a water park. It was as fun a sendoff as we could have hoped for, but there were a lot of tears. My parents insisted on taking us out to a fun dinner afterwards. Isaac's cousins were great about keeping his spirits high, but more than a few times my boy sat as close to me as he had since he was a little kid. He was scared, and nervous, and all the things a kid making the biggest changes of his whole life was going to feel. My heart broke for him, but I knew what we were doing was the best thing for both of us. A fresh start. Healing from the clean break from Tina and his mom.
Afterwards, when I thought he was asleep in the car, his eyes opened and he asked, "Dad?"
"Hm?"
"Can we see Auntie Morgan before we go?"
I swallowed hard, fighting back a ball of emotion. Isaac had always held a special bond with Tina's lone sister, and I couldn't blame him. Morgan was always there for him. His ear, his best friend when he needed one. He spent more weekends at her and her husband's house than he did the grandparents or his friends.
Instead of an answer, I pulled over and dug out my phone. "Dad?" Isaac asked, on the verge of tears. "Is everything okay?"
"Yeah bud." I dug through my text messages and brought up the last exchange I had with Morgan. I began to read out loud in a bad impersonation of Morgan's musical voice. "Lionel. We'd really love to see Isaac before you fly out. I know it's not easy. But please. We love our I."
My voice went deep as I read my response out loud. "Of course-" Isaac started to crack up even as he was sniffling, and I made my voice go even deeper for him. "-we'd love to see you. Wednesday good? We could surprise him with Chinese?"
Isaac's laughter faded off until there was nothing but the tears, and when I looked into the back, he was shaking with them. I pulled the keys and hurried out of the car to come around the other side and dive into the back with him. Isaac dropped his face against my shoulder, sobbing, and I held him, thinking about a wedding day so very long ago, and a gleeful woman smacking me with kisses as she held the pregnancy test high above our heads.
Maybe I cried too.
* * *
When I first started dating Tina, Morgan was all of fifteen and nothing more than a beanpole with braces. She was fun and a pain in the ass when it came to her insatiable desire to play video and board games. But I never thought much more about her than that, until a day five years later, when Tina and I had been married a while and Isaac was young.
Morgan was holding Isaac in her arms while he splashed around in her parents' pool. Tina and I were lounging on the side, our legs in the water as we talked about something inane. I couldn't help watching Morgan and the way Isaac was so happy with her, and the damnedest thought crossed my mind. It shamed me instantly, but it stuck its hooks in me.
It should be her I'm with.
At twenty she had filled out. Not porn star proportions, nothing like that, but every time I was around her, my chest tightened and my back straightened. Tina gave me shit about it all the time until it stopped being funny and I managed to control my reaction better. Slim, but with curves to her boobs and butt that defied her narrow hips and delicate frame. A strong-featured face, with an angular jaw, hollow cheeks, and doe eyes.
God, I wanted her. But it was too late and we both had other serious partners. I stuffed away the lust, and learned to enjoy her simply for the company.
But she had to go and marry Douglas.
Fucking Douglas.
For one thing, that was what he went by. Douglas. Not Doug. Never Doug. He was a middle manager at a bank. He made good money but as far as I could tell that was his one endearing trait. He was a sarcastic know-it-all, the kind of unique asshole who would jump on a chance to correct someone else and then bluster his way through never looking wrong when someone called him out for getting something wrong. He would never apologize, he was always the loudest at a party, and he always thought he was the funniest guy around, even if no one else was laughing.
Douglas was that guy.
He was never mean to Isaac though. If he had been, it would have been easy to hate the guy unconditionally. But his wife's fondness for her nephew was one of the few things he tolerated about her family, though I had an impression he was always doing it to humor her, not out of any real love for Isaac. I didn't give much of a shit so long as he didn't get between Morgan and my son.
He greeted us at the door in sweatpants and an Animal House shirt on. I fought down the urge to punch him, as sweet a going-away gift as that might be to myself.
"Hey hey, big Sac!" he said, and my open hands curled into fists. Just one pop. Just one.
"Hey Uncle Douglas," Isaac said cheerfully. He hugged Douglas, and to his credit, the guy gave him a pretty good hug back. Okay, he could live for the minute.
"Come on in. Morgan's just doing her hair." He glanced down at himself and grinned. "Figured if we're gonna go get Chinese, why dress up, right?"
"Sure," I said tightly, trying to smile. I wondered why, and let it drop.
He closed the door after us and Isaac ran to look at the game Douglas had been playing. Isaac gestured at the controller, and Isaac grabbed it up to throw some digital touchdowns. Douglas turned to me and asked quietly, "So, finally cutting bait, huh?"
"Yeah."
"I think I'm supposed to be mad at you for Morgan and Tina's sake, but who could blame you, right? This fuckin' family."
I gritted my teeth and he must have noticed. Douglass wandered back through the ranch-style house to the master bedroom. Morgan emerged first, putting in a pair of dangly earrings. Like she was twenty again, I sucked in my gut. She looked... well, stunning. Shorts, a tank under a nice shimmery emerald green blouse. She had her long reddish-brunette hair up, a travesty. I wanted to set it free.
We hadn't really seen much of each other throughout the last couple months. She came by a couple times a week to pick up Isaac and take him to get an ice cream or see a movie or go to a bookstore, but she always waited outside. She never got mad at me, not really, but I could sense the hurt and betrayal in her. I had a feeling this was as close to an olive branch as we could afford between the two of us. I would take it.
"It's good to see you, Morgan," I said, meaning it.
"You too," she said. Isaac paused the game again and jumped to his feet. She grabbed him in a tight hug when he ran to her, kissing the top of his head, crying already. My throat tightened when I saw my boy was crying too. So many tears this last year or so.
They held each other for a long time, the only noises quiet sniffing and murmured words into Isaac's ear I could barely make out. Love you so much. I'm going to miss you. We will talk all the time. Things I pretended not to hear.
Douglas came out of the bedroom dressed in the same shirt, but this time in a pair of fancy dress slacks. Morgan gave him a look, one I'd seen mirrored in her sister's eyes a hundred times. Exasperated. It didn't take a genius to figure out she'd told him to change, and this must have been his quiet fuck you of rebellion. Ah, married men. We're all idiots.
Isaac rode with them while I dutifully followed behind. My son's favorite place to eat in the whole city is this chintzy Chinese place where the big draw is hot pots at the tables. Only here's the kicker -- Isaac didn't actually like hot pot. It amused me to no end and always baffled Tina. But hey, there was plenty of other stuff on the menu he did like, and me, I freakin' love hot pot. So all in all, definitely not the worst choice.
I stayed silent most of the meal, content to watch Morgan and Isaac. Douglas tried to engage me with a few racist Chinese jokes he'd heard, but soon enough, he got the hint and stopped trying. I blatantly stared at his wife, sporting an erection half the damn meal under the table, and wished with a final, open honesty to myself it had been her all along who raised my son with me.
I intended on driving home with Isaac after the meal, but he wanted to go back to Morgan and Douglas's just to say goodbye, he told me. I knew the gentle truth, and when we came into their place, he crashed out almost immediately on Morgan's couch. Douglas disappeared too, not bothering to offer up a goodbye or any other words. He was pissed, and I couldn't blame him. I'd been practically licking my lips watching his wife all night.
Morgan settled into an armchair, and after a moment's hesitation, gestured at the loveseat. "Get you something to drink?" she asked.
"No. Thank you." I nodded at Isaac. "I... sorry. I hope we're not..." I ran a hand across my face. "No. Truth is, if you'll have him for the night, it's... it would be nice for him."
She nodded. "Of course. I can make him breakfast in the morning and drop him off before work."
"Thank you."
"It's nothing you need to thank me for, Lionel."
"No," I said, and a weariness passed over me I'd been expecting for months and hadn't yet felt. I leaned back in the loveseat and rubbed my eyes. "I mean... thank you. For all of it. For not cutting him off. For being there for him. For..." I shook my head, unsure how to put into words the width and depth of my thanks. "...tolerating me."
Down the hall, Douglas called out -- or shouted, if you want honesty, "I'm going to bed!"
I met Morgan's look, and despite the coolness in the air between us, she cracked up. I started chuckling too, and she called back, "Oh-kay. I'll be in when I'm in."
Douglas grunted something and the bedroom door shut about as hard as a man could make it without slamming the thing. I shook my head and finally let slip words I'd been wanting to say for years. "That fuckin' guy."
"Hey," Morgan said. "That's my husband."
There was no real heat to her words. Just exhaustion. I chalked it up to the weird night we'd been having. We said nothing for a while, then I asked, "Do you hear from her?"
"Just about every other day."
"Is she...?"
"Doing okay," Morgan said, settling into much friendlier territory. "They're bunking up in these... these huts, and it looks so weird to me and uncomfortable, but she's excited."
"Good," I said, meaning it.
"And you? Ready to move on?"
I laced my hands behind my head, thinking about the last time I fucked Yvonne on a big comfy bed from some condo she was showing. She made so much noise the neighbors pounded on the walls. I smiled to myself. "Yeah. I guess I am."
"You could pretend, you know, for just a minute that all this hurts," Morgan said, and the pain and anger in her snapped me back to the moment.
"It does," I said. "Mostly..." I nodded at Isaac, whose breath had evened out, but who might still be awake. He was great at faking sleep. Morgan rose up, and gestured at the kitchen. I nodded and followed her. She grabbed a beer out of the fridge and we leaned against the counter as she cracked it open. "Saying goodbye to my family was rough enough," I continued. "Seeing him with you tonight... that hurts much more than any of it."
"Even the divorce?" Morgan asked. Bitter, but not so much as she had been. She knew the score.
"I love Tina. But I think we said goodbye to each other years ago." I shook my head. "I don't want that to sound crass. I really do care about her and I always will."
She nodded and sniffed. "I miss her. I miss her so much. But... yeah. I get the feeling she felt trapped here. And not just with what you guys had going on. The family, the stress, the city... Tina needed out of here."
"And you?" I asked, turning to face her. "What do you need, Morgan?"
A pause hung in the air between us, pregnant. She knew what I was asking. What I was really telling her. That if she wanted me, now was the time. She sniffed again, and her fingers rose up to tug at her hair. I reached over, and her breath came shorter and faster when I found the clasp holding her hair up. She stared me in the eyes as it fell down her back.
But the moment, charged as it was, passed. Neither one of us made the first move. She was still married, and I was still the bastard ex of her sister, even if the divorce had been amicable. She collected her beer bottle and drank deeply from it. I nodded, and headed back out of there, into the living room to kiss Isaac on the head, and to the front door. When my hand rested on the knob, Morgan said behind me very quietly, "Kids."
I turned, glancing at her.
"I want kids," she said. And this time, it was her looking at me. Telling me she wanted. Putting the ball in my court. I almost did it. Almost went back to her, to kiss her, to damn the future and gamble everything on an insane relationship both of us knew could never happen.
But I didn't. I opened the door, and I left.
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I never really thought I'd use my CDL experience to haul the remains of my life across five states. The empty house wasn't as strange to me as everything loaded into the trailer. I didn't keep much for myself -- a desk my ex-wife bought me for our fifth anniversary present, my clothes, some of my bedding. Almost everything of Tina's was long gone, sold or donated. The bed, I just wanted gone, and paid a couple of friends to do whatever with it. The rest of the furniture I'd kept after the divorce went to family and friends. It was time for upgrades anyways, so I wasn't too broken up about it.
But it was jarring seeing Isaac's and my life condensed like that. My son's things took up the bulk of the trailer. The last wall of boxes contained his toys, his bedding, his clothes. We each had an overnight bag loaded with essentials in the truck along with a cooler full of drinks. That was it. Our life here, done.
My brother and a couple friends had helped us get everything loaded. I paid them each a couple twenties, and Isaac hugged his uncle tight. When everybody but us had gone, I told Isaac quietly, "I should go through it one more time."
"Should I go too?"
"Do you want to?"
He looked back at the house that had been his home longer than he could remember, and shivered. His head went low, but he stood up. Like he was young again, Isaac took my hand and I squeezed it.
It's funny how alien homes seem when they're empty. We have a tendency to say stuff doesn't matter, but the truth is, it does. It holds memories. Emotions. Hopes and regrets and stories come from things. Not nearly as much as they do people, true, but you look at an empty house and there's nothing left but the ghosts there.
I left one box in the entire house, a small one, and pretended like I needed to check the bedroom closet one more time in case there was anything I missed up there. I made a big show of flailing my arm around, making Isaac smile, but it was a pained thing and I dropped the act to produce the gift-wrapped box for him.
J rubbed his shoulder and said, "Isaac. This isn't going to make things right. Maybe we can't ever do that. But I think it's important you know this gift, it's not just from me. It's from your mom too. She's paying for it. She insisted."
"What is it?" Isaac asked.
I grinned. "Open it up."
He tore into the wrapping and gaped at the slim box underneath. The phone was something he wanted for years, and his face lit up as he hurried open the box to pull it out. "Holy crap!" he shouted. "Thank you, Dad!"
"Don't just thank me. When we get going, you need to call your mom. She'll be expecting you."
He nodded and threw his arms around me. I chuckled. I'd been the one roadblocking the phone for the last six months or so of the marriage, mostly because I didn't want to believe our son was old enough to want -- or need -- one. But the truth was, if we were going to be apart, me working, him at school, he really did need one. I wanted to always be a phone call away.
We locked up the house, and while Isaac piled into the truck, I gave the place one last lingering look. Most of the worst things that had ever happened to me happened right there in that place, but there were so many good memories too. Holidays and birthdays and making love to Tina for hours and hours the first few years we lived there. All of that was good. All of that deserved to be remembered fondly.
Time to go.
* * *
"Hey sweetie."
Her voice on speaker was a cold knife. Like I said before, I don't hate Tina. But we hadn't talked much since the divorce, and hearing her now ripped open wounds I hadn't realized were still so fresh. I stayed silent, and headed for the Interstate.
"Hey Mom! Thank you for the phone!"
"Is it cool?" Tina asked. Her voice was, as always, low and smoky. It had been years since it roused me the way it used to, but I was amused and a little irritated to find it did it to me now.
"Oh yeah. I haven't played with it much. Dad said I needed to call you first."
"Are you guys on your way?"
"We just left."
Isaac filled her in on the packing, and where we'd be staying until we found a more permanent house. Yvonne, the wildly sexy real estate agent who showed me the houses when I went up to Agramonte solo, gave me a lead on a great apartment building with two bedrooms and a pool that would allow me to lease as short as three months. Normally there was a stringent background check and waiting period, but she pulled some strings and shot me to the front of the list. Knowing what kinds of things she did for me to help sell me on her as a real estate agent, I could only fantasize about what she did to help with the apartment building.
If we did wind up getting the house, I didn't want to move in right away. The carpeting needed to be replaced, and if I could get it at my asking price, I could finish the basement in one fell swoop before Isaac and I made it our home. That made more sense to me than getting everything in there twice.
Isaac and Tina's conversation shifted slowly to the work she was doing up in Alaska. She was an ecologist, and was in the process of studying the effects of the climate on the soil in a remote location. This was her dream job, and I wanted to be happy for her, even if a part of me was pissed that Isaac and I weren't part of that dream.
Finally, they brought the conversation to a close nearly an hour later. Isaac cried some, and I think Tina did too. I said a quick and heartfelt goodbye to her, and she to me, and that was it. She was gone. That was the most I'd heard from her in months, and it would very probably be the last for at least that long.
Isaac was silent for a while, and then he asked me, "Dad?"
"Hm?"
"Do you hate Mom?"
"No, buddy. Never." Quiet again, and slowly, it dawned on me why he might ask me that question. Maybe it wasn't about me. Maybe it was about him. "Isaac, do you... are you angry with her?"
He chewed on a fingernail, a nasty habit I thought he'd broken. When he saw me glance at him, his hand dropped and he stared out the window. "Sometimes," he said listlessly. "Sometimes I... guess I wonder if it's... you know, maybe my fault."
"It's not. It never was," I told him.
"Why did she want to leave us, then?"
"Your mom has always had big dreams about doing something to really help the world out. I think she felt trapped with a family."
"Do you?"
"Do I what? Feel trapped?" He nodded. "No. If anything, I think I want a bigger one someday." I realized something and grinned. "Guess I never asked you about that. How'd you like a brother or a sister somewhere down the line?"
"They'd be really young," he said, "but I think it'd be cool."
"Heck yeah it would."
The rest of the drive went pretty well. As was to be expected, Isaac wanted to play on his phone, and I smiled to myself when I found out the first thing he did was download a book app and half the books in his digital library. Then, of course, it was games, games, and more games. I straightened up in my seat when he called Morgan to tell her about his new phone, hoping he didn't notice. Thinking about my ex-wife's sister always did that to me.
Truth was, after our last encounter, I was kind of glad to be putting some miles between us. It was the first time either of us let our walls down with each other, and though we hadn't kissed or anything of the sort, I thought maybe we came close. Or was that wishful thinking?
It didn't matter. That was in the past. She was married and I was moving on.
Moving on to a neighborhood full of gorgeous, available women.
* * *
Here was something unexpected. I actually really liked road-tripping with Isaac.
This was the first time we'd gone on a really long trip, just the two of us, and I was thrilled to see him bop on his knees to the early 2000s rock I listened to. It turned out he was a pretty good navigator too, particularly when it came time to pick lunch and dinner. His mom would have hemmed and hawed over the choices, but Isaac breezed through lists of restaurants and zeroed in on what sounded good in minutes.
We might have made it by midnight if we started earlier and pushed hard, but Isaac also, curiously, made me realize something about myself. I never stopped. He wanted to look at vistas, at turnoff points, at mountain ranges in the distance. Stuff I noticed at the periphery but didn't really pay attention to. He didn't have to twist my arm hard to get me to stop along the way for walks both long and short, and you know what? I'm grateful to him for it. My mood, kind of gray and dim, solidified into something brighter and cheery when we hiked a mile up a popular trail. His unbridled enthusiasm for all the new greenery around him, the wildlife we saw, the people we met along the way, they made me realize how much we needed these little moments.
We stopped that night at a hotel, and after a big meal and a languid swim, Isaac was out in minutes. I grabbed my phone, smiled, and texted Tina a simple thank you.
She sent me back a smiley face.
* * *
That first week was a blur. I enrolled Isaac at a good local school that would be close to the apartment and the houses I'd looked at. Small class size, safe environment, and the buses ran close to home. Isaac wouldn't be walking far, a big concern for me. I knew he was getting older, but still, you worry about that crap especially in this day and age.
The apartment was pretty killer. Three buildings bookended a pool, and a weight room and workout area helped me work off some of the tension of the last few weeks. Our place was small, but we didn't need a lot of space, not yet. Still, I looked forward to sprawling out, to being somewhere that felt homier and less clinical. That was also the week we closed on the old house, so that consumed a lot of my free time in a good way.
I started work the day before I got the call from Yvonne. Construction tends to attract a lot of alpha type guys, and this place was no exception. I was going to be grinding my teeth until I could work by myself again. Oh well. I expected it. There were a lot of reasons I stopped working for big companies and here I was right back with one. Still, the paycheck was going to be fantastic. In at eight, off at five. Not too bad at all.
Yvonne reached out in the middle of one of my shifts. I waited until I had a break, then found a quiet corner of the site where we were breaking ground on a new gas station and called her back.
The owners changed their mind. The dream house was mine.
* * *
Isaac walked through the living room, turning around to take everything in. "Whoa," he breathed. "it's huge."
"Yeah it is," I said, chuckling. "I figured you could have a game room or a library down here and I'd have an office, and we could sleep upstairs."
"There are that many rooms?" he squawked.
I nodded, grinning, and he whooped. He hurried down the hall to look in the two bedrooms, then down the stairwell into the basement. I told him before we moved in I wanted to finish the room and redo the carpeting.
"And you, lucky dog, get to help me out with it," I said.
He grinned. "Okay."
"Whoa, I was expecting a fight on that one."
"Nah. I'm too excited right now to say no."
I laughed, and we headed out first into the backyard. He peered up at the balcony off the master bedroom and thought that was pretty cool. We headed up there, and I showed him the room I as thinking for him because it had the most light for reading.
"This is so cool," he breathed. "I really can have my own library and bedroom?"
"Heck yeah you can! I think you're an alien for not wanting a game room, but whatever you want, buddy."
He stuck his tongue out at me and hurried back through the house to look at it all one more time. "I can't wait to move in."
Remembering Jenna, the neighbor across the street walking in to find Yvonne on her knees sucking my cock, I grinned. "Neither can I."
* * *
Work on the house went by faster than I expected. Two guys from work looking to make some extra bucks helped me rip out the carpeting on the first floor. One of them was a drywall expert, and after we insulated the walls downstairs, we had the bones pretty well defined. Isaac learned a lot that week, and was stellar at spotting staples we'd missed. It was a small thing, but it made him feel good.
I didn't want to spend all my time cleaning the damn carpets every time someone walked through there, so I wound up going with a plush swirled carpet that would hide stains and wear and tear pretty well. It was as thick as a blanket, and cost me a fortune, but it was worth every penny. When we laid out the first section, Isaac and I laid down on it and both faked snores. It was perfect.
Before we did the basement's flooring, I wanted to paint down there. Isaac had made a few friends at school, and one of them invited him over for a sleepover. It was the perfect opportunity to bang out the painting and get it done.
I hustled my ass to the hardware store, and settled on a dark green gray with white for a trim, a combination that would really pop with the cool lighting ideas I had in mind. It was a big basement, and I figured I'd divided it into two sections. Throw a big TV on the wall in one along with a pool table and a couple armchairs, and I'd have a pretty neat hangout spot for Isaac and his friends. The other half would be mine, a small gym with weights and a treadmill or a rowing machine. Perfect for my needs. That would be long-term. I wouldn't be able to afford most of that for a while, but I wanted to be prepared for it and have the room ready.
As I was hauling in paint cans, a sleek coupe slowed and pulled into the driveway across the street. Jenna. My cock surged thinking about her, the long black hair, the curvy hourglass frame, the supermodel like features and big luscious lips.
She stepped out in tight sweatpants stretched tight across her legs with a matching top open over a tank. I raised one of the cans in my hand and gave her as best a wave as I could, grinning.
Jenna glanced at her place, then at me, and my mind whispered, "Gotcha," when she headed towards me.
"You got the house," she called. Out of makeup with her hair in a ponytail, she was still a stunner and I straightened as she approached.
"I did," I said. I settled the other can down and stepped forward to meet her. "I never actually, ah, got a chance to introduce myself."
"Oh, but what a hell of an introduction," she said, grinning as she shook.
"For what it's worth, I had no idea what she was planning," I said, holding out my hand. "Lionel."
"Jenna." She shook. "And oh trust me, I'm well aware Yvonne's the devil."
"That she is," I said, chuckling.
"Are you two...?"
"Dating?" I shook my head. "No. Keeping it... friendly."
"Mm hm," Jenna said, smiling impishly. "Friendly." She peered beyond me at the house. "I heard you were renovating, but I've been away for work."
"Somewhere fun, I hope?"
"Oh yes. Eleuthera."
I raised my eyebrows. "Wow. Always wanted to go, never have been. What kind of work takes you there?"
Her impish grin reappeared. "Modeling."
Fuck. Me. Sideways.
"Oh hey," I said, "I do some modeling too. Mostly bikini, but hey, sometimes lingerie."
Oh, that smile. I was going to dream a lot about that smile. Jenna's unnaturally white teeth were also unnaturally straight and perfect, and I had zero doubts a lot of money went into that smile. I fucking loved it.
"Now, a little blonde birdie told me you were an electrician and in construction," Jenna said, giving me a light push on the shoulder.
"I need to be relicensed in the state, but yeah, that's the general shape of it."
"Mm, a handy man." She said it just like that too, with the deliberate pause in between the words. Handy man.
"I'm pretty okay with them," I said. "Among... other things."
"Mm hm." She gave me another light push. "Well, Mr. Handy Man, I need to get a shower. But if you're interested in a, mm, bite, why not pop on over?"
"I might just do that," I said.
Jenna turned and started down the driveway. I stared at that ass swishing in her sweatpants. Every thought in my mind drained and all the blood shot somewhere much further south. Before she made it too far, she glanced over her shoulder and added, "Don't be too long now."
Fuck the painting.
I took just long enough to drop the cans inside the door, locked the place up, and tried not to run across the street.
* * *
Jenna left the door unlatched but closed, and when I pushed it open, I heard the faintest sound of a shower running somewhere in her massive house.
I thought my place was big, but her great room took up more space than my living room and kitchen combined. Much of it was empty though, and I remembered Yvonne's words that Jenna had just gone through a divorce too.
I stepped further in and cocked my head, listening. Upstairs. I slid off my shoes, no longer in such a hurry, and dropped my clothes along the way until I was fully nude and sidling into her bedroom.
The thing was absurd. Soft pink, with an enormous bed draped in more pink. The bed was turned down and a mountain of pillows rested on the floor.
On a wall were a few photographs. Like me, there were no traces of her ex on the wall, or at least I assumed the people she was hanging out with weren't him. They looked too familiar and comfortable for that, not playful but close. Plus, she was a young teenager in some of them, which would have made for a hell of a weird marriage.
I grinned as I tested her closed bathroom door. Also unlocked. She must have heard something, because she started singing softly. I could just barely make out her frame through the beveled glass of her walk-in shower, and stepped closer.
"You have a beautiful voice," I said, opening up the shower door.
She turned and smiled. Oh holy balls, that body. Like her smile, work had definitely been done, but whoever did the sculpting was fucking Michelangelo reincarnated. Her tits gleamed with the water cascading down across her body, and the perfect hourglass of her figure led to hips just begging to be gripped as I split Jenna wide.
A bottle of shampoo was in her hands and she held it out to me. "Wash me," she said, giving me a cute pout.
Well, you don't have to ask me twice.
I stepped in and took the shampoo from her. She blinked up at me in the mist of the shower spray, and I leaned down to kiss those full lips. My hands looped around her and pulled her tight to me, my hardening cock against her hip. I uncapped the shampoo and drizzled some into one of my hands even as I kissed her still. She pulled back, smiling softly, but I thought I saw something in her eyes then. Hesitation, or sadness, or something. Odd, but she didn't tell me to stop and so I kept going, bringing my hands up to her long black hair.
I'd never really washed anybody's hair. It was unique, and not as sexy as you might think, thanks largely to the suds. They kept cascading down as I'd try to chase Jenna's lips. She got the giggles, and that set me off. Eventually I gave up trying to do it face to face and spun her around, my cock poking at her back as I worked my fingers through her long tresses.
"You're a beautiful woman," I murmured. "This hair on your pillow's going to be one of the sexiest things I'll have ever seen."
She shivered at that and reached for a loofah. I added more shampoo to my hands and worked it slowly and easily into her hair this time, not going for sexy, but caring and warm. I couldn't have known it at the time, but it was exactly what Jenna needed, and she melted back into me, her head back, eyes closed. As much fun as we were about to have, it's that image of her that's stuck with me the longest. It was her, vulnerable for just a moment.



When her hair was washed, she was done scrubbing herself, and the shampoo bottle back in the corner, I kept her ass to me and kissed her neck. Jenna sighed with pleasure as my hand slipped low, down across her tummy to her mound. She melted back against me, head back against my shoulder as I trailed a pair of fingers to her hooded clit. She jumped ever so slightly as I teased her prominent clit, and moaned my name.
"Lionel..."
I kissed her shoulder and her earlobe as my fingers ran slow circles around her clit. Her hand joined mine and she rocked back against me, her pleasure obvious in the breathy sighs, the quiet moans. My other arm wrapped around her waist. I would pay her breasts plenty of attention later, I promised myself, but for now I wanted this to be about Jenna's pleasure.
Slowly that hand on her waist swept downwards too. I cupped her sex, still strumming her clit, and this time she practically humped back at me, a gasp leaving her lungs. I slipped two fingers inside her, then a third, and drove them up and down in slow assured strokes. She went wild. Her head arced back even harder and she stuttered out, "Oh, Li-Lionel, like that, yessss..."
Her free hand reached up and raked at my face, nails driving up and down across my chin and cheek as she drove down on my fingers. I worked her fast and hard -- if I didn't make her come quick, I had the distinct feeling one of us was going to fall. The hand on my face curled to a fist and she grabbed at my hair, jerking it hard as my fingers pistoned in and out of her wet pussy.
"Right there, like that, just like that," she gasped. "Finger Uhhh, uhhh, uh huh, like that... fuck."
I nibbled at her neck and kept up the pace like she liked it. She was as tight as Yvonne had been, pulling at my fingers, needing them even deeper. When I slid a third into Jenna's pussy, that was it for her. Her head jerked back again, and I whispered into her ear, "Come for me, baby, come all over my hand."
"Fuck, Lionel!"
Her hips spread wide, her toes actually curling. She went stock still for a split second and her pussy gripped me even tighter, muscles tightening, then letting loose. She came without a word, without so much as a whimper, shuddering like that, hand back at my face, twisting to kiss me, to hold onto me while the pleasure washed through her.
When Jenna came down she turned and wrapped her arms around my neck. One of her legs slipped around mine, sliding up and down as she gave me a long, languid kiss broken up by her short, hard breaths. I reached behind her and shut off the nozzles to the shower. While she toweled off, I hurried back through the house to find my pants and grab a condom out of my wallet. She guided me back into the bedroom and shifted aside the gauzy covering around the bed. Leaned over like that, I stared blatantly at her ass, and slid my thumb down her cleft, teasing her puckered hole. She turned and grinned at me.
"You can have that when I buy some more lube." Catching my raised eyebrows, her smile widened. "I like anal. By the way, so does Yvonne."
I slid my fingers lower to her sex again. "And how would you know that?"
"She's a good friend. And there maybe was a crazy night in my pool with one of her exes and mine."
"You two...?" I asked, my eyebrows rising.
She crawled up on the bed and wiggled her ass at me. "No. But we put on a little show for each other."
"Damn, that must have been something." I said, sliding up onto the bed behind her, my condom in hand.
She watched over her shoulder as I rolled the thing on. "You know... a thought. Get tested. Get copies of your paperwork."
"Yeah?" I asked.
She winked. "Just... trust me."
I shrugged. I always liked skin on skin better anyways, so I wasn't going to argue. But for now, a condom. She spread herself wide with one hand between her thighs. I added to the fun with my tongue, giving her some long, languid licks while I kept myself hard.
"Don't tease," Jenna murmured. I kissed her cunt, and rose up on my knees behind her. She gave a throaty, "Mmm," when my cockhead pressed against her folds, and with one hard thrust, I sheathed myself in her. "Holy...!" she cried out, and dropped her head low.
I gripped her waist and pulled out nearly to her entrance. I'd been too hard for too long to contain myself, and thrust right back in, wasting no time in building up a hard rhythm. But Jenna could take it, and give it right back. Within a few thrusts that bubble butt was banging back against my hips, taking me deeper than any woman ever had. Jenna was fucking made for my cock, and I growled my approval when my balls slapped against her thighs.
"Fu... fuck me, fuck me harder," she gasped.
"Goddamn," I said, and rammed my cock into that pussy. She bounced forward with it, and came right back for more on the next thrust. Slaps of skin against skin filled the air. I added to it by licking my palm and spanking one curvy cheek hard.
"Yeah! Yeah! Spank my ass!"
"You're a dirty girl," I said and smacked her other cheek. "You like that, slut?"
"Yes! Fuck! Nnnn huh!"
My lust roared within me and I spanked her harder and harder until her ass was covered in red. I don't know if she came or just lost her balance but she collapsed forward, face buried in the sheets, her ass high. I moved with her, rising up on one leg, keeping the other bent, and started driving down into that pussy, staring at her ass, wanting it so fucking bad I could taste it. I thought about her and Yvonne teasing their boyfriend and husband together, and I smacked her ass again.
"You and Yvonne," I grunted. "Do you want to fuck her?"
"Y-yes!" she gasped. "I've never... nnnngh... never been... oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck..."
"You've never what?" I asked, her pussy squelching around my cock as I pulled nearly to the brink again. "Tell me."
"Never... slept with..."
"No. What haven't you done?"
"Never... licked... a... a woman..."
"A woman's what?" I asked.
"PUSSY!" she screamed. Her own shivered around mine as I fucked her hard. Coming again. Coming so goddamn hard. "I've n-never eat... ahhhh, fuck, Lion... Lionel!"
I jerked out of her and pushed down on her lower back. Jenna dropped to her stomach, legs kicking wide as I dropped too, driving my cock into her as she rested like she was planking. At that angle I had to do all the work but I fucking loved it, rocking hard up into her still quivering cunt as she buried her face against the mattress.
"You want to eat her pussy?'
She moaned, "Yes, yes, God, yes."
"You want to ride that blonde slut's face?"
"Fuck, yessssss..."
"What if I fucked the both of you? Hm? Came in her pretty unprotected pussy so you could eat it right out of her?"
"UHhhh huh! Eat your come! Fuck, Lionel, com-coming again!"
As Jenna's newest orgasm ripped through her, making her ball up her fists, I kept going, my own finish so goddamn close. I held on as long as I could and grabbed her arms to pull her back until she was bouncing back against my cock again on her knees, unable to form words anymore, just a series of rhythmic grunts as I fucked her deep over and over and over again.
I drove my cock into her one last time. "Jenna," I gasped, and stiffened. My warmth filled the condom to the point where I thought the damn thing might break, and the thought left me jerking out of her. She collapsed forward, head resting on one arm as she gasped for air, I couldn't do anything but rest on my knees for a long moment, panting, staring down at the red handprints on her cheeks, the gaping pussy I'd just fucked ragged. I leaned down and gripped her cheeks, spreading her wide before I took a long lick of her asshole. I had to. It was a promise that I'd come back for it someday and fuck her right into that mattress again.
After we'd both recovered, I headed back into her bathroom to get a damp hand towel. When I came back, Jenna was on her side, facing away from me, shaking. She sniffed, and I realized with dull horror she was crying.
"Oh Jesus, Jenna, I'm sorry, I got carried away and..."
"No," she said, sniffing again. "It's not you, I swear. I loved this... but... this woman, this... this isn't who I am... I don't invite guys in after, what, two minutes? I'm not that woman, I'm not, I'm not." She shook her head and rolled so she was on her stomach again, looking up at me. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to let this ruin the night."
"You didn't ruin anything, I swear."
"Yvonne told me about you. And I thought that's what I needed, a good sexual palate cleansing. And now... I just... there are things..."
I came to the bed and trailed a hand along her hip. "Talk to me," I murmured, and brought the rag to her bruised bottom, trailing my glaring red handprints.
"Everything I told you is true. About me and Yvonne and liking..." She smiled faintly and pointed at her butt. "But I'm also just... I just... I wanted to be wild for you. Because that's what I thought you wanted."
I began to slowly tend to her sore pussy with gentle strokes around her lips and thighs. "So tell me what you want."
"I want my freedom," she murmured. "To come and go like I like to do. That's what broke my husband and I up. He got jealous, thought I was sleeping around. And the truth is, I'd never have cheated on him. But he saw some raw videos of my shoots and thought there was no way I wasn't sleeping with another guy." Jenna sighed. "I loved him. I really loved him."
"I love my wife still too," I said.
"Yeah?"
I nodded, and out came an abbreviated version of what had happened with Tina. She cried some, and I sat next to her on the bed, just rubbing her lower back and letting her ride it out. I was going to fall hard for this one, I knew.
"So you want your freedom," I said, sliding the blankets up around us both. She was resting on her side again, idly tracing my hardening cock. "What else do you want?"
"This," she murmured, kissing my chin.
"I'm being serious."
"Would you do something for me?"
"Sure."
"Would you make love to me? Before I ruin this?"
I had a thousand questions burning in me, but I nodded and rose to collect my wallet again. My last condom. Had to make it count. I returned to bed, and she lifted the covers for me to slide in on top of her. She held my cheeks. Her soft kisses made my heart tumble down a mountain, and I wondered d, dizzy with building lust, what could be so wrong that she'd think it could ruin this thing between us.
I nuzzled her neck with my lips, then dropped lower, finally tasting the breasts I'd been appreciating so much the entire night. She ran her fingers through my hair as I sucked a nipple into my mouth, licking, teasing before I did the same to the other. She was so responsive, so natural in my hands, and I loved it.
Down further still, the blankets leaving me blind, but I knew where I was going. Her back rose slowly when I kissed her mound. I licked and kissed my way down to one thigh, deliberately ignoring her pussy until I'd made another vee up and over her mound again, kissing and licking the other thigh. I gripped her under the legs and lifted them over my shoulders. She drew her knees up to her chest and moaned, "Lick me, please."
Her pink walls welcomed my tongue. She rocked gently, and my tongue moved with her, lapping. I made love to her that way, long, slow licks up and down her length, taking my time, making it as sweet as Jenna deserved. It was good for me too. All the times I'd been with Yvonne and now Jenna, I had taken. Oh, they certainly had their fun too, but I had fucked them. This was something different, something my soul sorely missed. This was worship of the purest sort, and I made sure Jenna knew how much I adored her.
Her fingers found my hair again when I finally moved to her clit. Much like I had with her pussy, I kept things slow, gentle. I wasn't playful or a tease. I was an artist taking his time and making sure I got the minutia just right.
"Lionel," she whimpered, her thighs pressed against my ears.
"I love this pussy," I said, my words quiet under the blanket but carrying to her. She shivered and crushed my hair between her fingers. "I love every inch of you, Jenna."
"Make me come."
My tongue traced her clit faster. I traced the length of her folds with my fingertips, not quite penetrating her but teasing the slickness of her, promising her body what was to come soon. Her rocking grew faster and faster, and her breaths deeper. She whimpered my name again, and I loved to hear it -- but I loved when she came even more.
I buried my mouth against her sex when she cried out, tasting her wetness, drinking it in. Then I rushed up her body, kissing her, kissing the tear tracks away and finding her lips again as she gripped the condom and rolled it onto me. I entered her firmly, but not fast this time, and her hips came up again, as I filled her pussy for the second time that night.
We were two ships rocking together from a breeze, our bodies doing a dance, our hearts interchanging with soft words and even softer kisses. My hands roamed her hips, her ass, her lower back. I felt her tense when I ground into her pussy and smiled against her. Again. And again. Her fingernails dug into my back and she clung to me, her teeth on my neck, nipping me gently, kissing my chin, my cheek, my lips again.
She came, and I never really let her come down. I slowly increased our pace, still not going fast but giving her body every inch of attention it deserved. She arched her back a second time, fast, mouth open, no words spilling out. I tried to hold onto that image as long as I could, one of the most impossibly beautiful women I'd ever been with, coming yet again.
I finished with a few jerks of my hand, spilling across her belly. She ran a lazy finger along the warmth and licked it down, catching her breath. I fell beside her and she twisted on her side to face me. Her leg came over mine as though to pin me on place, and as though we hadn't just shared sex so good it was damn near miraculous, she continued speaking as though we'd never stopped.
"There's something else I need to tell you. And it's going to hurt, because I'm falling really hard for you."
"Okay."
"When I was younger, and I knew I wanted to be a model as long as I could, I decided to get my tubes tied."
"Okay," I said, confused. "That's not a dealbreaker for me."
"But this is. I know you have a son. Yvonne told me about him. And don't get me wrong, I'm looking forward to meeting him."
"But?"
"But... long term, I don't want to be someone's stepmom."
And bam. There it was. The dealbreaker. My heart quit its freefall, and I pushed myself up on an elbow. "He's a great kid."
"I don't doubt."
"You don't even know him."
"I want to. I swear to you, I really do."
"It's not like you'd... you wouldn't be changing diapers or anything. Christ, he's ten. He handles himself better than I do, half the time."
She started crying again. "Don't be mad, please, Lionel, this is just... this is who I am and what I want."
"I didn't... it's not like I asked you to be his new mom. We just met. I..." I ran a hand over my face and twisted so I was sitting on the edge of the bed. Jenna brushed my back and I stood abruptly. "You judged him before you even met him."
"That's not fair to me. I don't live the sort of life that makes getting close to a kid comfortable."
"Well, I'm not going to ship him off to his mom just so we can keep sleeping together." Before she could speak again, I shot up. "I'm going home. Going to see what kind of work I can get done."
"Lionel, please-"
But I was already grabbing my pants and my shirt. Fucking hell, this street was going to be the death of me.
* * *
You don't work angry.
That was one of the first lessons I was ever taught, and thankfully, it wasn't me that demonstrated why. In the middle of a tiff with the foreman, a guy I worked with fucked up his thumb for the rest of his life when he drove a nail through it.
The rule isn't just applicable to construction, either, but any type of hands-on work. It went for painting just the same as it did driving a bulldozer or an excavator. Five strokes in, and I realized I was too angry to do it right.
I had no furniture in the house yet, so I went into one of the bedrooms and sat down against the wall, my but a quarter of an inch deep in plush carpet. I dug out my phone. It was earlier than I thought. I went through my contact list, fighting the urge to call Isaac and bother him. I texted Tina, and told her we were settling in well. I didn't get a response back, but I wasn't expecting one. She was up in the mountains somewhere. I saw on her Facebook she was pretty close with some new guy now, a gaunt-looking dude with horse teeth. But if he was good to her... I don't know. I just didn't have the energy that night to care.
I scrolled back up the list to call my mom and check in with them, but paused when I reached Morgan's name. I hadn't heard from her since the awkward moment in her kitchen, when we almost kissed -- didn't we? -- and we both kinda sorta danced around something between us. I thought about it, muttered, "Fuck it," and called her.
She didn't pick up, not right away. When her musical voice said to leave a message, I stared at my phone, dumbstruck. I had no idea what I was going to talk to her about, or why I should leave a message, or any of it. I went to hang up, but she dialed me back.
"Hey, Morgan," I said when I answered.
"Hey."
She paused, and I realized I was probably the one who was supposed to say something. I leaned my head back against the wall, thinking about Jenna coming as I made love to her. About one of the times I fucked Yvonne, her feet up by her head, her eyes and grin vapid with the pleasure I was giving her. I swallowed.
"Why don't you and Douglas have kids?" I asked.
Another pause, then a long sigh. "Lionel..."
"Just that one question."
"Are you okay?"
Was I? No. Okay and I were not friends at the moment. "I... just slept with a woman. The second since Tina and I..."
Another pause, and a very quiet, "Oh."
"She doesn't want kids."
"So you called your backup crush."
"Goddamn it, Morgan," I breathed. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have-"
"It was my choice," Morgan said, cutting me off. She sniffed. "Douglas... he wasn't a fatherly type. I thought he'd change."
"And now...?"
"Goodbye." But she didn't hang up. Instead, she let out a soft breath, and whispered, "Fuck."
Then she hung up.



        New Man Pt. 03

        A welcoming party, and Lionel makes it up to Jenna.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/new-man-pt-03

Title: New Man Pt. 03

Author: Ian_Snow

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: A welcoming party, and Lionel makes it up to Jenna.

Tags: bondage, gagged, twins, tied up

Series: New Man


Isaac and I both first saw Sarah and the twins days before we actually met them. The house was ready, and the guys who had helped us with the flooring and the basement pitched in to help us haul all the big furniture over. Now, all that really remained was the small stuff, and that was easy enough for Isaac and me to handle.
I procured for Isaac a few cinder blocks and boards from work for a temporary big bookshelf downstairs, and we put his smaller ones upstairs in his bedroom for the books he loved most. I was idly putting books away up there the way he liked them -- genre first, then arranged alphabetically by author, and God help me if I confused sci-fi for fantasy -- while he worked on displaying his action figures and diecast cars in his window. It was a lazy night, perfect for just this sort of work, a little hot, a little stormy on the horizon.
"Oh wow," Isaac said. "Dad. Look. She has some big old boobs."
I don't think to that point I'd ever heard Isaac say "boobs' in such an adoring way and it cracked me up. I probably should have chastised him or something. Who knows? What I did do was hurry to the window. Hey, I'm a guy. Someone, even my son, says "big old boobs," and it's catnip.
"Ahhhh... yup. She does that," I said, peering out.
At a distance, she might have looked fat. She was short, and all her weight was centered around her massive breasts and obscenely wide ass. But as she drew closer it became obvious she'd just been blessed -- very blessed -- and worked hard to maintain that sort of uniquely modern curvy body. Those tight, high shorts and the sports bra had to have been the happiest pieces of clothing in the entire universe, and I nearly choked watching her bounce as she jogged.
She was good. She gave away nothing as she ran down our sidewalk and further down the street, not peeking at my house. Except for two details -- first, that way was a dead end. The road went another half a block and ended in a cul-de-sac. Now, that in and of itself doesn't mean a whole lot, but in the opposite direction, less than three or four blocks away was a nice big city park, complete with a running path. Another block on and you reached a high school track. So what reason would a jogger have to run down a cul-de-sac?
Maybe she liked the houses. Maybe she had a friend in the area. But nope, there a minute later she jogged in the opposite direction, and ever so slyly, she gave my house a quick look out of the corner of her eye.
"Whoooooo," Isaac breathed. "She's..."
"Yeah," I agreed. "Wait'll you meet Jenna across the street."
Except he probably wouldn't. Jenna and I had hooked up when we first met, a night of intense passion and lovemaking that would stick with me forever. Truth was, by the end of it, I was falling pretty hard for her, but then she admitted she didn't see kids in her future, and that included my son. Now, everybody's entitled to their opinion and their life. I'm not trying to deny Jenna hers. But that hurt, and we hadn't spoken since.
Isaac and I got back to work, and about ten minutes later, I headed to my bedroom, ostensibly to use the bathroom, but really to plop down the lid of the can and sit to call Yvonne, my real estate agent and a much friendlier former hookup. She also lived on the street and mentioned wanting to set me up with a few available women around the block.
She picked up, cheery as always. "Hello, Lionel."
"Hey. Got a question for you. My son and I were just looking out the window and I saw a brunette eyeball the place. Whole lot of curves, but short. Could that be Sarah?"
"Round beautiful face, probably in pigtails?"
I grinned. "Yep."
"Ooh, yes, that's her. Going to make her the next trophy on your wall?"
"Jenna told you?"
"About five minutes after you left her place. By the way, kind of a dick move."
"It's complicated," I said. "I'll tell you about it sometime."
"Well, let's uncomplicate it. I'm thinking a welcome to the neighborhood party for you and Isaac. I'll get her to come. Sarah too. Then you can work towards making them come."
I groaned. "You're awful. But yeah, it'd be good to meet everyone."
"Cool, I'll set it up."
From the direction of Isaac's bedroom, I heard him shout, "Dad! There are two more! You gotta see them!"
"I should go." I said to Yvonne.
"Mind if I swing by sometime?"
"Not at all."
I hung up and hurried out of there to Isaac's room. He was peering out the window towards the cul-de-sac and glanced ack at me only long enough to point. I didn't know what he meant, not exactly, but I was about to get my first glimpse of the twins.
"Holy-" I muttered, leaning down to look closer.
Most the women I'd met or seen on the block were some form of busty or curvy. The twins weren't quite so pornographically shaped, leaning more towards lithe and beautiful. But oh holy fucking hell, they were that -- absolutely, jaw-droppingly beautiful. Tall and slim, in booty shorts that showed off their incredibly long legs. One wore a cropped top, her hair just a shade darker than her golden-haired sister. The other had a tank with a sports bra underneath. Unlike Sarah, who'd been discreet in her glance at my house, they watched the house with two sets of deep blue eyes.
They waved, and both Isaac and I raised hands in return. My son looked up at me, then back down at the street, and said, "I think I like this place."
"Me too, buddy."
* * *
Yvonne made good on her promise to come by the very next day. I was sipping coffee at the kitchen table, listening to Isaac talk about an upcoming field trip to a museum. He was excited because they had a big stegosaurus right in the lobby. I agreed that sounded pretty cool, and just then, the doorbell rang. It was the first time either one of us heard the chimes, and we both glanced up sharply, as though we were being attacked.
I jerked my head at the door and Isaac ran to see who it was. Yvonne's cheerful chirp made me immediately sit up straighter.
"Hello there! You've gotta be Isaac, right?"
Isaac said something to the effect of, "Harrrumac? Hi. Hi. Hi, I'm... yes, I'm Isaac."
Poor kid was going to get crushed by the girls in his school someday. Adorable. I stood up and settled my coffee cup down on the table as Yvonne gave a soft laugh.
"I'm Yvonne. I helped your dad find this place."
"Oh," Isaac said. Then brighter, "Oh right! He said you were really nice."
I came into the room. Yvonne was tastefully dressed this time, unlike just about every other time when we'd met up. The skirt she wore actually came down to her knees. And here I thought maybe there was a fabric shortage when it came to her outfits.
"Aw, that's sweet. How are you liking it here?" She glanced up at me and grinned. I thought about those lips wrapped around my cock during our week together looking at houses. Yvonne was the queen of blowjobs in my opinion. There was something about her stunning face and short blonde hair that made me shiver just thinking about it.
"It's really big!" he said. "I've even got my own library."
I added, "Just need to find him the right chair and lights."
"Well, maybe I can help with that," Yvonne said. "I know all the estate sales going down."
"Is that like a garage sale?" Isaac asked. When she nodded, he grinned. "Cool. My grandma Molly loves garage sales."
I winced, and Yvonne giggled. She patted his shoulder, and held up a bag I hadn't paid much attention to. "I brought some donuts and turnovers. Well... a donut might have escaped into the wild on the way over, so it's more like one donut and a couple turnovers."
"Come on in," I said, gesturing at the kitchen table. "Want some coffee?"
She did, and we sat and sipped while she told us about the bakery she bought the pastries from. They were fantastic, and I wrote down the place's name on my phone.
"Maybe this weekend we'll make a point of going around and I'll show you the hotspots," Yvonne said, mostly to Isaac.
He grinned. "Okay!"
"Buddy, you'd better get ready for school."
"I know," he said, his grin slipping into something more petulant. He listened, but didn't give the hug that had been customary since he was a little kid. I caught his pointed glance at Yvonne and understood. Couldn't show off any soft edges.
I walked him out the door and watched him race down the street to catch up with another kid from the block. When I turned and headed back inside, Yvonne was already shimmying out of her skirt. As I began to unbutton my shirt, I murmured, "Good thing he didn't forget his homework or something."
"Good thing. Now show me what you did with the bedroom."
* * *
I'm glad it was playful Yvonne who broke in that bed with me. When I had her down to her satin panties and bra, she jumped on it and gave it a good bounce test. I hurried down my pants and skivvies, and she flopped over onto her back.
"Mm, how can your real estate agent help you today, sir?" she asked, putting a hard emphasis on sir.
"I have to be to work in twenty minutes, so scoot on over, let me lay down, and ride my face until you've come," I said.
"I do love it when you get bossy," she said, sitting up to do just that and tug her panties off.
But my favorite blonde on the block (at least so far) had another idea, and instead of me just worshipping at her temple, she spun so she was facing my rising cock. Ladies and gentlemen, I propose that we make the morning sixty-nine as regular a think as mimosas, because it is the tastiest, most pleasurable way to start any day.
I loved eating Yvonne out. She wasn't shy about what she liked, and she got really into it, wiggling her hips down onto my lips as she cupped her breasts still in her bra, teasing her nipples through the fabric.
"Fuck, I missed your tongue," she sighed as I began to lick her.
"Missed my pussy," I mumbled against her.
She leaned down and gripped my cock with both hands. "Your pussy?" she teased.
I slapped her ass. "Mine."
"Guess you'll have to convince me."
And with that, there was no more talking for a while. She gripped my base and sucked my first few inches. It wasn't just about the precise strokes of her tongue or the way she sucked me, but the sounds of her slurps and smacks. My tension over my argument with Jenna faded to background noise then disappeared altogether as Yvonne effortlessly drew me in with her pure, fun sexuality.
The clock was ticking down though, and I intended on making her come. I gripped her ass with one hand and slid my fingers through her cleft with the other. She moaned around my cock when I teased her bud, and shivered hard when I slipped the tip of a finger in. With my tongue buried in her pussy, she started rocking back and forth on my face, her need growing and growing. Good.
But Yvonne had her own secret weapons. She slid one hand down to one of my balls and cupped it before coming up off my cock completely. Her hand fell away and was replaced with her tongue. The sensation drove me wild, and she capped it off by sucking the whole ball into her mouth, tonguing it fast and hard before swooping back up the sensitive tip of my cock. She only sucked the first half inch or so, rocking up and down with it between her lips. It was her hands that did the work for her, jacking me hard, teasing my underside.
We were both racing towards our climaxes. There would be no stopping, not even if I was going to be late. Yvonne whimpered around my cock and I grinned to myself. I won.
She lifted off me with a gasp and cried out, "Oh fuck, lick me, lick me, I'm right there..."
Her hips squeezed my head tight as she drove her pussy down onto my lips. My finger continued teasing her bud as I licked and sucked at her sweet, ready pussy. Her grinding stopped and she jumped, once, twice, and gasped, "Oh fuck, coming!"
She gushed all over my face, and though I was desperately on the clock now, I licked it all up, as much as I could take. Her mouth returned to me, fervently sucking me down, greedy for my come. She twisted off me, her body still rocking as she sucked and worked my cock. She watched me, those sexy eyes holding me captive as she swept aside her blonde bob so I could see her lips rise and fall, her tongue glisten against my cock. When her hands returned to me, I was ready, and I propped myself up on my elbows.
"Yvonne," I warned.
"On my tits," she said around me.
I nodded and she hurried off me, still working my cock with both hands. She aimed my cock at her breasts and I came with a grunt, streaking her chest and her stomach. She grinned up at me.
"So... little welcoming party Saturday?"
"Perfect," I said, and fell backwards, chuckling to myself.
"What?" she asked as she stood up.
"I know who has a crush on you."
"Who?" she asked me, mystified.
"Mm mm. Not going to spoil it."
"Wait. Is it Jenna?" When I propped myself up and swung my legs over the side of the bed, she swatted my chest. "Nuh uh."
"Yup. She mentioned you two got up to some hot stuff in her pool, both of you fucking your ex's. And she wants to make it more of a, hmmm, one-on-one thing. Or a threesome. But she's definitely into you."
"I had hoped, but..." She shook her head, amazed. "You are really going to fit in well around here."
I headed for my bathroom to wash off fast, and said over my shoulder, "Shower?"
"No, that's why I wanted you to come on my tits. No time to even touch up my makeup. Got a showing soon."
She went silent, and as I started up the shower, I thought she left. But after a minute, she called again, "You're serious? About Jenna?"
"Yeah. We ended things badly but she told me flat out in the middle of it she was very bi-curious about you."
"I'll be damned," she said. I don't think she meant for me to hear it, and I grinned.
* * *
I dreamed about the party, that it was going to take place in the city park a few blocks away in the middle of a scorching hot day. Twenty, thirty strangers waited for me, faceless mostly, though Yvonne and Jenna swirled through them on occasion. I dreamed that I was sitting down, and I wasn't alone. Morgan held my hand to her swelling stomach. It was not some future child of mine she was going to give birth to, but Isaac. Tina was nothing but a flicker of a memory. An odd footnote I forced myself not to remember.
I wanted that moment. I wanted it to be real badly enough that when I woke, I blinked up at the ceiling and moaned, "No. No no no, let me go back, let her be it."
But Morgan wasn't Isaac's mother, and she certainly wasn't my lover. Still, in the dark, I fumbled for my phone, wanting to call her, wanting her so badly I shook with it, my cock hard enough to hurt. Two thirty in the morning there, far too early to call her. I fell back against the pillow, knowing sleep wasn't coming for a long time. I scrolled through the images on my phone, and found one from last year. Morgan, resting on our couch, knees tucked up underneath her, smiling faintly at the camera, a lock of her reddish-brown hair twined in her fingers. There was nothing sexual about the image, nothing at all, but I focused on that smile as I jacked my cock, and within a minute, I came so hard a shot hit my chest.
The phone dropped beside me and I closed my eyes again, so confused, so goddamned alone.
* * *
Yvonne and I may not have been a couple, but damned if she wasn't fun to be around. We started that Saturday with her popping over early again, a stack of newspapers and a notepad in hand. While I made a big country breakfast, she and Isaac pored over online garage and estate sale listings. She knew all the roads of not just Agramonte but the various suburbs and safer areas of the city. By the time we were pushing away our plates, she had the perfect route made out.
Isaac had to run upstairs to grab his shoes, and asked if I could come with him. I thought that was bizarre, but agreed and told Yvonne I'd be just a minute. Up in his room, while Isaac tugged on his shoes, he studied his laces very carefully and asked, "Dad. Are you and Yvonne, um, dating?"
"Hm." I wasn't entirely sure how to answer that, so I sat on his bed and rubbed his back. "No. Not exactly. But she's a very fun lady and I'm hoping to be close to her."
"Oh. I like her."
"Me too."
He turned and grinned. "But I like that bouncy woman too."
I roared with laughter, and hugged him tight. When I'd finally come down from it, I kissed the top of his head and rubbed his shoulder. "Isaac, you should know I am trying to get out there and date. There may be some women coming around. It's important to me you try and be nice to them, but if any of them ever make you uncomfortable, you can always come to me. Okay?"
"Okay," he said. "Do you think Mom is dating someone too?"
Thinking about that guy with Tina on her social media pages, I summoned up the most natural smile I could muster. "I do. And if she is, I hope he's someone who really makes her happy."
"Me too," he said, but his eyes seemed troubled, mirroring the conflict in my own soul. Nothing for it but time, I thought.
We came downstairs, and Yvonne was inspecting some of Isaac's trophies up on a shelf. She turned and grinned. "A two hundred game?"
Isaac nodded enthusiastically. "It's the best I ever bowled, and it was, like, our league division game."
"You know, there's a kids' bowling league at a place, oh gosh, seven or eight blocks from here. I don't know when they start, but hey, in the meantime, if you ever want to bowl with someone who thinks a one hundred game is pretty good..."
"Okay!" Isaac said. "That'd be fun. Right, Dad?" He gave me a meaningful look, and I grinned. My boy was going to be one hell of a wingman someday.
"It would," I said. Yvonne winked at me over his head.
We brought home a haul by noon. Two like-new wide bookshelves for Isaac's reading room, a drafting table for my office, and a recliner we intended on going into the reading room but which looked right at home with the rest of our furniture in the living room. Despite being made for a big man, that was going to become Isaac's favorite chair, and the minute we had it in just the right spot, he flopped on it and kicked the legs out.
"You look like an old man after a long day at work," I said, pulling my phone out to take a picture. Yvonne giggled.
"So old, got ter get up at seven and pour that concrete," Isaac said, sticking his thumbs into his waistband like I had a tendency to do.
"I sound nothing like that."
"The resemblance is uncanny," Yvonne said.
Isaac eventually hopped up and ran upstairs to change into a pair of swimming trunks. The house hosting our welcoming party had a pool, and he loved to swim, thanks mostly to Morgan. The thought of her brought back my powerful dream from the night before, and I nearly fell back into a gray fugue. But soon we were rolling back out into the blisteringly hot day again and walking towards the Ayer home, soon to be one of my favorite places on the block.
Only a block and a half away, the house was a big old Colonial, one I'd admired on my way to and from work for the gorgeous windows and simple aesthetic. A short wood fence stretched around the sides and back, bolstered by well-trimmed hedges that gave the backyard a good deal of privacy. Only a few cars were parked out front, and I figured that meant not a lot of people came, but like us, most people walked. When Yvonne led us through the side gate, probably twenty or so men, women, and kids stood around, splashed in a pool, or sat at a big patio set under a wide awning.
"Hey, they're here!" someone called, and a general round of cheers and hellos rang out.
Isaac took everybody in and grinned, but stepped closer to me, a little nervous. I rested a hand on his shoulder and waved with the other. "Hey, hi, thanks for the warm welcome."



"Heck with that, we're here for the barbeque," a guy said, and I laughed along with a bunch of others.
In the midst were the twins we'd seen the other day, staring in our direction, a faint smile on one's face. Sarah, the curvy woman my son was already googly-eyed over, gave us a quicker, much less impressed glance. Maybe it was my ego, but when she looked at me, I thought I saw her eyes flick down and then back up. Yvonne had promised to get the word around, and she'd done that with Jenna, so maybe...
Speaking of. The gorgeous neighborly model peeked around someone. I gave her a slight nod and a little wave. She hesitated before waving back.
Yvonne put a hand on my arm. "This tall handsome piece of man candy is Lionel. And the good-looking young man is Isaac." She winked. "Careful with him around your daughters."
There were some chuckles at that and Isaac blushed. One of the local kids, Greg, ran forward. They knew each other, and though Greg was a year younger in school, they were growing to be pretty good friends. I didn't know it at the time but he was also the Ayers' middle son. "Want to see the pool?" he asked. Isaac looked up at me and I nodded, smiling. The boys ran off together towards the clear blue of the pool, Isaac already working off his shirt.
Yvonne took my arm and guided me towards a handsome man with a five o'clock shadow and sandy blonde hair. "Garth Ayer, our host along with his wife."
"Christy's inside," he said cheerfully. "Littlest one was causing a fuss."
I held out a hand and he shook it. "Pleasure to meet you. Thanks for hosting this."
"Ah, you're very welcome. Like the man said, any chance to bust out my barbeque." He gestured at a metal monstrosity built into a brick bar at the side of the house. "Do you grill?"
"Religiously."
"One question. How do you grill your burgers? Keeping in mind the right answer means we're friends, the wrong one means mortal enemies."
"Salt and pepper, a little bit of oil basted over them, then high heat."
Another man groaned, "Goddamned heathens."
"Not low and slow?" Garth asked me.
"Nah." I shrugged. "I mean, look, a burger's a burger and I'll eat them how I can take it, but you want to do it right and keep it juicy, that's it."
He laughed and clapped my shoulder. "Make the rounds, grab a beer, and come bullshit if you want. I could use someone who actually knows what they're doing."
I grinned and turned back for the party. Garth pointed me in the direction of a couple big coolers loaded with beer. There was a smaller one with pop and iced tea for the kids. I thought about calling over to Isaac to see if he wanted anything, but he was already cutting through the water, showing off his skills. Little bit of a peacock like his dad, I thought, grinning.
But someone made my grin disappear. Jenna was on the verge of the party, looking at the gate we came in through. I ambled over to her before she made her break for it, and placed a hand at the small of her back to lean in and murmur, "Can we talk?"
Eyes drew to us and she blushed, but she nodded. Jenna was wearing a sea green minidress with long sleeves but bared shoulders. It looked good on her, sexy but not garish. We stepped aside, and she looked up at me, her eyes stormy.
"Let me start," I said. "I'm sorry."
She blinked. "You are?"
"Yeah. I have absolutely no right to tell you what you should want with your life. If that doesn't involve kids, that's your decision to make. I was having kind of a mind-blowing time, and I was falling pretty hard and fast for you. I think I wanted to jump ahead in the game twenty moves and that's my fault."
She nodded. "Thank you for understanding. And I do want to meet your son, and I hope he and I can be great friends. I just..."
"Don't want to be his replacement mom."
The look of relief on her face made me feel better, but also broke my heart a little harder. I didn't know Jenna all that well, but I liked her a lot. "Yes. He's definitely got some moves in the pool, that's for sure."
"My ex-wife's sister Morgan taught him," I said, smiling faintly. "She was the high school captain of her swim team. Even tried out for world championships, but wasn't quite there. Still amazing in a pool though."
"Mm. She did great with him."
In a lot of ways, I thought, but didn't say. "In any case, let me make up the other night to you. A real date. The two of us. I'll find a babysitter for Isaac. I want to know you, the real you. The one you talked about."
"I'd like that," she said. "And Lionel..."
"Hm?"
"I hope you know I am really looking forward to hearing about your other exploits around the block."
I grinned slowly. "Then you need to hear about what Yvonne and I got up to."
"Can't wait." She leaned up and kissed my cheek, drawing some hooded venomous stares from several of the guys around the party. "Are they staring?" she whispered.
"Yes," I said, and turned to cup her cheek and kiss her even more firmly. I couldn't help wrapping an arm around her slim waist and deepening the kiss, feeling her shiver in my arms. Finally we broke away from each other and a couple whoops broke out. She glanced in their direction and stuck out her tongue, then back up at me.
"I'm going to go mingle. Have fun." Lower, she whispered, "The twins and Sarah have been dying to meet you."
* * *
The twins. Oh sweet Jesus, the twins.
Because identifying twins as "the blonde one" and "the one with darker hair" gets a bit cumbersome and confusing, we're going to play storyteller magic so you know their names. Cool? Cool.
London and Dakota moved with an elegance unlike anyone else there, not even Jenna. Shorts seemed to be their favorite outfits, and were complimented well by skimpy tank tops that had a few of the women glaring in their direction. There were definite cliques to the neighborhood, the vaguest shapes of which I was just coming to see. London, Dakota, Jenna, and Sarah definitely kept each other within orbit. Yvonne was all over the place, friends with everyone, as were our hosts Garth and Christy.
I was deep in a conversation with a retired contractor and his wife over by the beer cooler when the twins finally had enough of circling their prey and went in for the first tentative bite. I'd been eyeballing them off and on, and they were definitely returning the looks. If drool had rolled out of the corner of their pretty, delicate mouths, I wouldn't have been surprised.
"Mr. Williamson," the lighter blonde -- Dakota -- said. "Are you going to steal one of the guests of honor away all afternoon?"
The contractor's wife let out a snort when London- the darker blonde -- brushed her husband's shoulder with long, dainty fingers capped in brightly colored nails. Her husband chuckled abashedly.
"Ah, no, I suppose I'd better not keep you, then. But you and your boy come over for dinner sometime."
I stuck out my hand and shook his. "We'll do that." To Mrs. Williamson, I leaned in and surprised her with a kiss on the cheek. "And there's only one woman beautiful enough around here to hold my attention for long."
Now it was her turn to chuckle and blush, and her husband rolled his eyes towards the heavens with a grin. "Oh Lord, she's going to talk about that kiss for months."
They grabbed another drink and walked away. I tried not to react when London leaned down right in front of me and fished a cold longneck out of the quickly melting ice. I could see the faintest hint of a pink thong disappearing into her shorts.
Fucking. Hell.
Why was every wildly attractive woman so into me on that street? Was I in a coma and this was my long, pleasant dream? Did I help out some wise old witch in disguise and she rewarded me with a magic cock? I didn't know, but I was sure a fan.
Dakota caught the flick of my eyes and grinned. "Care for a drink?"
I raised my beer bottle. "Already got one, but thanks."
She leaned over too, taking her sweet time and making sure I got a good glimpse of her own panties peeking out. They held their bottles out to me, and dutifully, I twisted the caps off for them while they introduced themselves.
"And you're Lionel," London said. "London and Lionel. Hm. That has a pretty ring to it."
"It does," I said.
"We've heard a lot about you," Dakota said. "We love the drama. Will he and Jenna make for the sexiest couple on the block? Will Yvonne finally settle down with one guy and his adorable kid?"
"Will Sarah quit hovering around the edges of conversations and finally come say hello to the guy she obviously wants up in her fun business?" London asked.
I was very glad I wasn't taking a drink at that point. I still nearly choked.
"You two are awful," a breathy voice said. I turned and there she was in some... you know, I have no damned clue what she was dressed in. A cycling outfit, maybe? Pink shorts trimmed in white stripes matched a short-sleeved top that was tight, but not quite so revealing as what the twins wore. Still, she managed to garner even more glares than the twins did.
"You know, there are a whole lot of people here who really, really make a point of giving you three some sour faces," I said.
"Bitches," Sarah said dismissively, waving a hand in the rest of the party's direction.
"Totally," Dakota said. "Have you two met?"
"Not yet," I said, holding out my hand. Sarah took it and shook. Her smile was challenging, and not a little hard-edged. I liked it. Her dark eyes really sold the alpha female thing. I was going to have some fun with her. "Lionel."
"Sarah."
"And what do you do, Sarah?"
"We've lost him," London said, sighing.
I snickered. "I can hang with three women at once."
"Can you, now?" Dakota said with an impish grin.
"Don't peek, but even Jenna's giving us the look," London said.
Sarah fetched a beer for herself, and I openly stared at the wide expanse of her insanely curvy bottom. That was the biggest ass on a slight woman I'd ever seen. We're talking Kardashian levels of ass. She gave Jenna's direction a languid look like she was taking in the party and smiled to herself. "That girl needs to learn to share."
"I'm not sure I want to," Dakota said, running a hand down my arm.
"Now, Lionel, if you were going to pick one of us, would you want the twin who likes it plain old boring missionary, or the one who might want to let you do... well, whatever you want?" London asked me, giving me a pout.
"I'm not a one-woman man. Not until I've found the right one this time," I said.
"Good answer," Dakota said, and like that, she came to her sister and nudged her. "Come on, we should get a bite and find Christy."
London gave me a dazzling smile. "It was really nice to meet you, Lionel."
"You too," I said. "And you, Dakota."
They laughed to each other and headed away. Both of them gave me a look over their shoulders as one, and London gave me a coquettish wave. I shivered and turned my attention on Sarah.
"Well, they're... forward," I said.
Her smile melted to something more natural, and if I'd liked it before, I loved it now. It gave her a thoughtful look, the sort of thing you'd imagine on a poet. "I love them. They're like my naughty sisters."
We started to amble around the edge of the party, listless moving while we pretended not to take hungry looks at each other. "What do you do for work, Sarah?"
"I'm a marketing manager for a clothing line," she said. "I hear you're a carpenter?"
"Electrician. Well, construction for right now, but I'll be taking the state's exam to get my license... and you don't want to hear about that."
She laughed softly. "On the contrary. I like knowing a man has a plan."
"That I do. I ran my own business before the move. I'd like to do it again. Be my own boss and keep my own hours." I gestured towards the pool where Isaac was watching a teenage girl cannonball into the pool. "Not just for me."
"Mm," she said. "A good dad. That's sexy."
I chuckled. "Thanks."
"Well, Mr. Sexy Dad, I've been looking for someone to help me clean out my rain gutters. Think I could pay you for the job?"
I glanced at her, surprised. The challenging smile was firmly back in place, her dark eyes drinking me in. Did she want to play or was she serious? Either way, was I really going to say no?"
"Total replacement, or just cleaning?"
That caught her by surprise. "I'm... not sure, actually. Could you come by and take a look?"
"Sure."
She held the look until someone called her name. "Well."
"Yeah, I promised Garth I'd help him with the burgers."
"Yvonne or Jenna have my number. Or the twins, for that matter." She walked away, and despite the fact I'd only had two bottles of beer, I felt more than a little drunk staring at that ass.
* * *
A couple hours later, with most everyone gone, I watched Isaac swim a few more laps in the pool with his friend Greg. Garth and his very pregnant wife Christy sat beside me, grazing on some leftover cantaloupe and honeydew. It was hard not to give her an occasional look too. The blonde was a natural stunner, but she was married and I wasn't about to truck with that. Besides, she'd been giving me no vibes, so it's not like I had a shot anyways. She and Garth seemed perfectly happy.
"By the way," she said, "and I hope I'm not overstepping here, but I got Isaac away and helped him with some sunscreen."
I groaned. "Oh jeez, I forgot."
She chuckled. "Don't worry. It takes a village, right?"
"That it does," I said. "Thanks."
"You bet," she said.
"Hey Dad?" Isaac called from the pool. "Can Greg spend the night?"
"Assuming it's okay with his parents, sure." I raised an eyebrow and they nodded enthusiastically. I noticed Christy's hand move to Garth's and smiled inwardly. I remembered those kinds of stolen hours with Tina.
The boys hopped out. Isaac dried off and sat poolside while Greg ran in to take a quick bath, get changed, and load up a backpack with toys and clothes. In a few minutes, with me balancing a stack of leftovers and a half-eaten cake, we trotted home.
I liked Greg but I didn't really get to know him that well that night. The boys, as excited as they might be, were utterly drained, and within half an hour of sitting down to play video games together, they were asleep in front of the TV. It was only the early evening, but if Greg was anything like Isaac, he'd sleep the whole night through after a day like that.
I grabbed a couple sheets and light blankets from a cupboard. Isaac mumbled something unintelligible in his sleep as I hefted him up and onto the couch, and Greg had me damn near afraid he wasn't breathing when I put his smaller frame onto the loveseat. He was, but he was the heaviest damn sleeper I'd ever seen. I left a light on in the bathroom for Greg, since I was pretty sure this was his first time at our house and I wanted him to be able to find it.
After a few minutes forking a small piece of cake and filling out some paperwork for the electrician's exam, my phone went off, and I answered it quickly.
"Hey," Jenna said cheerfully.
"Hey yourself," I said, sitting back in the kitchen chair.
"Enjoy your party?"
"I did. Happy you and I got a chance to talk."
"Me too." Her voice went husky. "Did you get tested?"
"I did. Clean bill. I have a copy here."
"Me too. Mm, you know, I never did get a chance to give you your welcoming gift."
I grinned. "What would that be?"
"Can you get a sitter tonight and come find out?"
"Sorry. Isaac's got a friend over."
"Aw, just for a few. Well, okay, yeah, knowing you, it'd be more like just for a few hours."
I chuckled softly. "Wish I could." I glanced into the living room, and quieter, I murmured, "But why don't you come on over here?"
"You're serious?"
"Yeah. The boys are out and the bedrooms are damn near soundproof. Just be quiet when you come in."
She hung up immediately and I silenced my phone before darting to the door. I peeked out, and saw Jenna hurry out her own door, looking around like she was in a spy movie before rushing across the street barefoot and in a robe. Just then, the streetlamps kicked on and she let out a quiet "eep!" and sprinted faster. I fought back the urge to laugh at her bare legs sliding through the flaps of the robe, and opened the door wide for her, pressing my finger to my lips. She nodded and sidled past me, stopping only for a quick kiss before I shut the door behind her.
We hurried upstairs, me leading the way until we got to the bedroom. She took a few steps beyond as I closed the door. Over her shoulder, Jenna asked, "Ready for your gift?"
"Thought we could play a game of..."
I trailed off when she dropped the robe. Underneath, she wore the skimpiest excuse for red lingerie I've ever seen. Her ass was on full display, the panties' straps circling around her sex and cleft in straps but not actually covering a thing. The bra was little better, and when I walked around her in a half circle, I realized it was a shelf bra leaving her completely exposed while cupping the base of her tits.
"Leave all that on," I said faintly. "I'm going to ruin it in about ten minutes."
Jenna giggled softly and clapped a hand over her mouth. I moved it aside and kissed her, taking her ass into my hands and pulling her to the bed with me. She tried to get me out of my button down, but I wasn't having it, not yet. I sat her down on the edge of the bed and she watched with adoration in her eyes as I knelt between her legs.
Her cunt was an addiction. I buried my mouth against her folds, not caring about her pleasure or mine, but needing to taste her, lick her. I reached a hand up and she brought it to one of her full breasts. Her nipples were hard already from the cool house and I tweaked one, drawing a sharp breath from her as I ate her out.
Jenna, bless her heart, tried to be quiet, but when I sucked on her clit, she gasped, "Oooooh, shit!" and immediately her eyes bulged. We both listened, then I rose to my feet, my cock aimed right at her face.
"If you can't be quiet..." I whispered, and gripped the back of her head to pull her lips to my cock. She gave me a glare but opened wide for me. I drilled the first few inches of her mouth, keeping hold of her head and bobbing her back and forth. This was not a time for subtlety. We had to take our pleasure from each other quickly before my son or his friend woke up.
So I took. I used Jenna's face like her pussy, fucking it hard and fast. Her tongue whipped along my base as she sucked, trying hard not to slurp on my tip when it popped free now and then. Her small hands jacked my base, aiming me at the back of her throat and keeping me there as she took me deeper and deeper. My ass began to tense in record time and Jenna grinned around me, knowing she had me.
She popped off my cock and I groaned, so close. I gripped my dick to jerk off on her tits, but she grabbed my hand and stopped me. "You're making me come first," she whispered.
I pushed her down onto her back, legs still off the side of the bed. The fabric of her crotchless panties brushed against my skin as I hilted myself in her. She cried out, the sharpest noise yet, and I jerked out of her fast, listening for signs anyone in the house was moving. Without a word, I stormed to my closet, grabbed a tie, and had a thought. I grabbed a second, and headed for the bed. Jenna stared up at me, grinning, and I swept up a fistful of her hair to bring her head up off the bed.
"Stay like that," I murmured, and she nodded. I looped the tie around her mouth and her head and... well, tied it. As a gag, it wasn't going to be all that efficient. But it would be a firmer reminder to her to be quiet, for fuck's sake. With that done, I let her head go and gripped her hands to bring them up above her head. She shivered when I tied her wrists together.



"Too tight?"
She shook her head no, and let out a soft, breathy sigh when I gripped her hips again and plunged back into her. I had one of the sexiest women I'd ever met tied up and gagged in my bed. If Isaac did wake up and walk in, shit, I was going to have some explaining to do.
I'm not really into the hardcore BDSM, but there is something intensely erotic about the sight of a woman in cuffs or tied up. And Jenna tied up, even in loose knots she could break out of with the force of a breeze, was a fucking vision of sexiness. With her hands stretched above her head, it emphasized her big breasts and made them bounce with every hard thrust of mine. Her eyes widened with her pleasure, her lips working around the tie in her mouth, pleading with me silently to keep fucking her.
I was incensed. I fucked her with fast, hard strokes. My hands shot to her tits and I tweaked her nipples hard enough to hurt a little. She loved it, her legs spreading wide, her body rocking back against me as I plunged into her depths over and over and over again. I gripped her breasts and squeezed them, my hips slapping against hers. I was the one making noises now, soft grunts of satisfaction. I almost let this fuck goddess get away from me before, and I wasn't about to make the same mistake twice. If she wanted to be friends with benefits, great, because I loved the goddamn benefits.
I was getting close but I didn't want to come, not yet, not until I'd given Jenna the orgasm she was so close to. I jerked out of her and she moaned her disappointment. Through the cloth she barely made a sound. I rolled her over and she bent over the bed, ass thrust out at me. I fucked into her again, driving deep enough that my balls slapped off her skin. Her hands were still knotted together and the way she looked over her shoulder at me, eyes needy, her mouth still gagged, her wrists out in front of her... I went frenetic. I fucked Jenna so hard and so fast it sounded like we were giving each other high fives.
She thrust that bubbly ass right back at me, moaning rhythmically, something that vaguely sounded like, "Fuck me fuck me fuck me." She came without warning, her whole body tensing. I kept fucking her and when she began to shudder I drove deep and quickly reached forward. Just as she started to keen, my hand clamped over her mouth and she wailed against it as her pussy drenched my cock.
When her pleasure passed I jerked out of her one more time and whispered into her ear, "Taste yourself on me."
I slapped her ass and she spun around, sitting on the edge of the bed again. She undid the tie and cast it aside, licking her lips in a show for me. I crammed her mouth full of my slick cock, and she sucked it adoringly, working my first few inches as she stared up at me, hands still tied and between her legs. Only a few minutes in, I tapped her head and she came off me, whispering, "Come in my mouth, baby."
I drove back into her, going deep for a few thrusts and pulling back to her lips when I was ready. Come geysered out of me, filling her mouth until she could take no more and pulled off. My last couple shots hit her mouth and chin, and she swallowed twice. She glanced down at her body and back up at me, pouting. By the way, Jenna's pout is one of the top ten sexiest things of all time. It's right up there with loaded potato skins. Yeah. It's that fucking sexy.
"Aw," she said quietly. "You didn't really ruin my lingerie like you promised."
I couldn't help a short, quick laugh. I leaned down and kissed her cheek. "Guess we'll have to try again another night."
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I may have given you the impression life with my ten-year-old son came without complications. Up until this point in the story, I've painted a pretty glossy picture of Isaac. Don't get me wrong, he's an amazing kid. But he went through a lot of changes between the divorce and the move, and the dam had to break sometime.
That sometime came on one of my rare weekdays off, when I was vigorously fucking the everloving hell out of someone new.
* * *
I had a rare Friday off, so I called Sarah to see if she was around and wanted me to take a look at her rain gutters like we'd talked about at the neighborhood party. She was home too, and told me to come on by. I loaded up my ladder into the back of my truck, feeling pretty good about life in general. That week was intensely busy for a lot of reasons -- overtime, mostly, but also I'd taken a couple hours off to take my electrician's exam and passed with damn near a perfect score. I had planned on working the construction job for six months, but given that my employer was a royally incompetent douchebag who was going to get someone killed, I was thinking sooner rather than later.
But I was in a pretty good spot to go solo. One of my former employers knew my work ethic and success as an electrician in my last city, and let me know he'd be willing to front me whatever I needed to get up and running. I'd probably need it to get myself set back up as far as tools and advertising, but he was a good guy and wasn't going to dick me over on interest. I was thinking about giving him a call when Jenna, my sexy model friend-with-benefits popped out her front door. I grinned as she jogged over. Even in sweats and a tee shirt, she still made me half-hard.
"Hey you," she said.
"Hey," I said. "Just heading on over to Sarah's to check up on her rain gutters for her."
"Is that the excuse she came up with?"
I laughed. "I mean, hey, it's better than her saying she needed me to give her plumbing a good look, right?"
She smiled and I pulled her to me for a good long kiss that left one of her feet kicking backwards. "Mm, wish I could have you to myself, but I'm off too. Photoshoot." She tugged at her shirt. "Not in this, obviously. But it's for a pizza place and they have their own clothes they want me to model for an ad."
"Even if you modeled in that, you'd break hearts," I said, and squeezed her ass.
"Aw, thanks. You two kids have fun now. Sarah likes to put on an uppity front, but she's a sweetheart once you get to know her. And she has claaaaws." Jenna shook her head, smiling. "I broke up with a guy and three hours later he was at her door. She kicked him in the nuts."
"Good for her," I said.
"Mm hm."
A thought struck me, and I said, "Hey. I was going to stop and get condoms, but when you suggested you, me, and Yvonne get tested for STDs so we didn't have to worry about them, did that include Sarah?" I tried to seem natural about the next part. "And the twins?"
Yes, oh wicked reader of mine, if you missed the previous installment of this batshit crazy story, there were honest-to-God twins on the block who seemed to be into me. Twins. TWINS.
Jenna gave me a sly smile. "Why? Thinking about putting that nice big dick in Sarah's slutty pussy? Maybe taking that big juicy ass?" Lower, she asked, "What about London and Dakota? Maybe both of them licking your cock? Did you know Yvonne and I have a bet we're hoping you can settle about them? We want to know if they've ever, mm, been together. She says yes. I say no."
The thought of the gorgeous lithe blonde twins eating each other out made me shiver and harden completely. "Fuck," I grunted. "Well, now I have to know too."
Jenna giggled. "To answer your question. I do know who's been tested on the block in case you come around and who hasn't. If they have, I'll tell them to give you a code phrase before you get really into it. Maybe... hm... 'Give me a taste of that cocksicle.'"
I groaned. "What about... 'itchy crotch?'"
She pondered that. "Good, good. But I think it'd kill the mood. 'Plunder my booty?'"
"Speaking of..." I squeezed her ass again. I'd been dreaming of taking it. Yvonne's too.
"Ooh," Jenna said. "Naughty boy. How about... 'wet pussies need creaming cocks?'" I stared at her for a long minute, my mind totally gone to some divine place. She reached down and squeezed my prick. "I think we have a winner."
"Yeah," I said. "That'll do."
* * *
Sarah's home was almost reminiscent of some Grecian seaside village in its washed creamy stone exterior and the small balconies. I wasn't sure I liked it, but it had character. I pulled into her driveway next to a crossover. I grabbed my ladder from the truck. Not knowing yet what the damage was to the rain gutters, I left my tools in the truck bed toolbox for the moment. Sarah told me over the phone to just let myself into the backyard. The metal gate was propped open with a brick, so I came in, kicked the obstruction away, and let the gate swing shut and latch before I headed in past two rows of gorgeous flowerbeds.
She rested on a lounger in profile to me, and the air froze inside my lungs. The tie-dyed bikini she wore covered nothing of the sides of her enormous chest, and clung for all it was worth to her nipples. Her auburn hair was done in messy ponytail pigtails. She turned her head just so to look at me through a pair of sleek blue sunglasses. Her bent knee came down, and the other up, putting her thigh and one of her asscheeks on a nice display for me.
"Oh hey," she said, and flicked a finger up towards the roof of the building. "Just going to do some sunbathing while you're working."
"Sure," I said, playing it casual mostly because I was completely dumbstruck as to what to say. About fifteen fantasies rushed through my mind all at once. Those big tits all oiled up, my cock pumping through them. Her being eaten out by Jenna on her hands and knees. My cock jettisoning all over her round face. Most powerful of all was an image of her riding me, those tits bouncing up and down as she fucked me stupid.
She set aside the sunglasses as I unfolded the ladder and climbed up. The rain gutters were dirty, but mostly fine. I'd have to run some water down them to check for leaks and clean them out, but all in all, I probably wasn't looking at more than a couple hours' worth of work.
I glanced down. Sarah was looking sideways, studiously not at me, and sat up to tug her far-too-small top tighter against her tits, making them pillow out even further.
I was done pretending to give a damn about her rain gutters. I knew what she was doing and I wasn't going to be the beta in our relationship. I did not need her. I had two gorgeous women already willing to suck and fuck me at the drop of a hat. That knowledge gave me all the cards, even if Sarah didn't know it yet.
I don't remember coming off the ladder, but I do remember her lounging back, smiling like she'd just won some game. Only we hadn't really begun to play, and every inch of my body and soul howled to make this slut drop that smirk and become my number one come doll. I didn't want to get to know Sarah. I didn't give a shit about her right then. I wanted to use her. And use her. And use her. She would become devoted to my cock, I decided. I was going to break her in ways she'd never been broken until all that was left was my fuck fantasy made real.
I jerked off my shirt and kicked off my shoes as I walked to her. Her smirk widened as she watched me work the button on my jeans and drop them. But when my cock was revealed to her, that smirk faltered, and she glanced up at me, licking her lips.
"Wet pussies need creaming cocks," she murmured. "Now get on your knees and lick me."
I stroked my cock and stepped up next to her face. "No," I said calmly. "You're going to suck my cock. Then I'll either come down your throat or on your tits."
"What?" she asked flatly.
"Your choice, Sarah. You can either get that slutty mouth around my fucking prick right now, or I walk. I don't really care which. I'm not going to force you, but you've talked to Jenna and Yvonne, so you know what it is I'm going to do to you. I will fuck you and make you howl for more. But I am taking everything I want from you. Your mouth to start, and then your pussy, and when I'm good and fucking ready, I am going to bend you over and I am going to fuck your ass. I'm not yours. You are mine. This is either happening or it isn't."
She stared up at me, furious, then glanced back down at my hard prick. Then back up at me, and she snarled, "You... you asshole."
"Yes or no?"
For a moment, I thought I'd gone too far. That she would say no. Then I remembered my earlier thought. A no didn't matter. I had zero doubt that if this wasn't happening today, it would happen somewhere down the line. I knew Sarah was mine at the party. This was just negotiating the price she was willing to pay.
And as it turned out, she was willing to pay plenty.
Sarah's hand rose up and faltered in the air just inches from my dick. Her small ruby lips parted as she inched it closer. When she took it, I fought angels might sing. Sarah was mine.
She pulled me closer to her lips and opened for me. Those dark, beautiful eyes held mine as she brought her lips around my tip, still laying back in her chair. At that angle she could only take a couple inches of my dick, but that was all she needed. I slid into her, taking all the time in the world, now staring blatantly at her tits in the bikini top. I reached down and massaged one. She moaned around my cock when I tweaked her nipple, and began to suckle on me.
Neither one of us was in a rush. I explored Sarah's big beautiful breast and she savored my dick, barely bathing it with her tongue. Even just the merest touch of her bikini top was enough to slip it free of her nipple, and it popped up over her breast at an angle, leaving her tits half naked for my feasting eyes.
"You are fucking stunning," I said.
She popped off me and held my dick against her cheek. "I know." She grinned at my chuckle and swallowed me back down.
I traced a finger from her nipple along her collar, then all the way up her neck to her chin. She closed her eyes and moaned at my touch, and I didn't think it was for show. Sarah was turned on by this. The dominance? Was she into oral? I thought the former, and began to test my theory by taking control of the blowjob by rocking my nips back and forth. Not much more than a sway, but feeding her more of my dick than she'd been taking.
The hand that had guided me to her lips closed around my shaft and gripped me tight. It was her thighs that drew my attention as she rubbed them together as her head bobbed back and forth. Yep. Something here was turning her on, and fast. Her other hand slipped down and began to play with her pussy through the bikini bottom. I reached down and put my hand on hers, moving it away. She glared up at me until I gripped the thin string of her bottoms and snapped it, freeing the fabric from her pussy and her ass.
She moaned as my hand slid further still, cupping her sex and feeling her prominent folds for the first time. As I continued slow-fucking her face, I slipped my middle finger into Sarah's cunt and found her absolutely drenched in her need for me.
"You're loving this," I said. "You like being used, Sarah?"
She glared up at me but sucked me harder, her hips squeezing against my hand.
"Like being my dirty fuck toy?"
She moaned around my dick and her tongue lashed me hard, making my balls tighten. Not yet, I told myself. She's coming first.
"I think you do," I said. "I think you're going to be my come slut." Her hips bucked at that and her eyes closed, as her mouth bobbed harder and faster along my first few inches. "I think when I call, you're going to show. And whatever hole I want, you're going to give me. Isn't that right?"
"-astard," she gasped around me.
I slowed my face fucking, and said innocently, "Oh we can stop anytime you want if you don't like it." I started to withdraw my middle finger from her pussy but she snatched at my wrist and held me in place. "Whose mouth is this, Sarah?" She opened her eyes and glared up at me as I pumped my finger in and out of her again.
Then I stopped.
"Ut are oo oing?" she gasped. "Uck ee!" What are you doing? Fuck me!
"No," I said calmly. "Whose mouth is this?"
She tried to hump at me but this time I was the one in control. Her glare turned downright venomous. I pulled out of her mouth but before I could escape her grasp she snatched at my cock.
"It's yours," she spat.
I drove my cock back into her mouth. "Sorry, I didn't hear that?"
"...ors," she muttered around me, and I began to pump her pussy again.
"One more time, with feeling?"
"Ors! Outh's ors!"
Yours. Mouth is yours. I grinned.
"Good girl," I said, and brushed her clit with my thumb.
She gasped and sucked me harder. Her fingers left my cock and traveled her body, touching nothing for long. Her chin, her stomach, her mound. The sight of her squeezing her breast and jerking the material of the other bikini cup down made me want to roar with lust and bury my cock in her throat, but I had the genuine feeling Sarah was taking me about as far as she could. But what she could suck and lick loved what she was doing. I was ready to come at any minute. I had to focus on her pleasure. She would break first every time today, I told myself with a savage internal grin.
And she did. Her hand at her breast dropped to her clit. We rubbed it together and I slipped another finger deep into her pussy. She thrashed, trying to hold my cock in her mouth, but Sarah just couldn't help coming off me with an explosive, "Oh shit, I'm coming!"
I dropped and sucked her nipple into my mouth. I had to taste one of those breasts. She grabbed my head with her free hand and her thighs spread wide before slapping against my hand at her pussy.
"Ungh, unnnn, mmmm, right there, right fucking there!" she screamed, so loud neighbors must have heard it. Her pussy tightened, throbbed, and liquid warmth coated my fingers. I stopped rubbing her clit and drove four fingers into her pussy, nearly fisting the busy brunette. "Fuck! Nn, fu-fu.. uuuuuuunnnngh!"
I don't know if it was still her first orgasm or a series of smaller ones but she jerked four or five times as my fingers pounded her. Her hand fell away from her clit and she rolled onto her back, boneless, her cries gone silent as she opened her mouth and arched her back, her whole body short circuiting. Sarah wasn't as good at blowjobs as Yvonne or Jenna, but holy fuck, watching her come was nearly as arousing. I waited until her pussy convulsed one more time and then I was stepping over the lounge chair, my balls and my cock thwapping against her forehead. Sarah grabbed me and I shifted down so my cock was at her precious, small lips. I drove into her face this time, and I was right, she really only could take a few inches of me, but that was enough. I fucked her face hard and fast, my ass rising and falling as my cock pistoned in and out. Sarah's hands fell to her pussy and she fingered herself as fast and frantically as I was drilling her face.
"I'm going to come. Drink it down now, slut."
Sarah moaned and rocked up and down on her own fingers as I did the work for her this time. My cock thrust in and out five, maybe six more times and my warmth rocketed out, filling her mouth until she was drooling my cream. When I jerked out of her mouth, she made a show of swallowing before running her delicate small tongue around her lips and lapping up what she could reach.
"Flip over," I growled.
She did, and I loved the way she looked like that, her obscenely big ass on full display, her ponytail pigtails hanging down one either side of her neck. This was how I wanted to fuck her first, I decided. But I wasn't going to be ready for a minute or two, so I finally got a chance to do something to one of my neighborhood girlfriends I'd been dying to do.
I dropped to my knees, and I pulled her back to me. Not to taste her pussy, but to eat out that magnificent testament to Kegels and lunges - Sarah's ass.
"Oh... my... fuck!" she gasped as my tongue speared inside her bleached bud. I palmed both her cheeks, allowing myself the visceral pleasure of her body for long minutes while I licked and slurped on her most delicate hole.
Sarah and I lost ourselves in the wildness of that dirty act. Like when Yvonne and I first hooked up, there was a moment of perfect centeredness when I thought, yes, this is me, this is exactly where I'm supposed to be, free and driving this woman crazy. It was humanity at its most simple and pure -- allowing ourselves our lusts, our every wicked desire. No guilt. No shame. We simply took from each other.
Sarah rocked back and forth, meeting my tongue with base grunts. Squicking filled my ears and I let go of one cheek to find her hand between her thighs, fingers buried in her cunt. I toyed with her clit again, my tongue still spearing her rim, her cleft. Sarah's panting reached a crescendo, rhythmic and loud enough to be heard. I thought I heard laughter in the distance but we didn't care. We were far too gone for that.
Her head shot back and she let out a guttural, "Eat my ass, y-you goddamn... ungh... stud..." Her breath hitched and she shivered once, twice, freezing up before her head shot up and back as hard as she could. I heard her back actually pop from the force of her orgasm as she gushed on my fingers again. Not so much as the first time, but enough.
I had Sarah on her feet in seconds. She stumbled and I caught her around the waist. She kissed my naked chest feverishly, my arm, my shoulder. I guided her towards the open back door to her house. My cock was hard again but I was desperate to kiss her and I couldn't do that until I'd washed up. I dragged her in through a breakfast nook into her kitchen and hefted her up onto the counter. She drew ragged breaths and pointed when I asked where the closest bathroom was. I ran in there and found a packaged toothbrush in a cup. As I brushed, I stroked my cock, keeping it hard for her, my newest... what? Girlfriend? Fuck buddy? I didn't care, but more than Jenna, more than Yvonne, I wanted Sarah to myself. Not in some relationship sort of way. The thought of another man fucking my big-assed, big-titted slut made me actually physically angry until I was spitting out toothpaste, gargling, and marching back to her, my cock as hard as a log.
Sarah licked her lips as I approached, and I snarled, "This cunt is mine."
She shook her head. "I'm not anyone's."
"You're talking like you're not going to beg for it again."
Sarah looked pissed but that didn't stop Sarah from spreading her hips wide for me on the counter. In seconds I had her howling my name as my cock slid past her entrance and into her depths. Unlike her tiny mouth, that pussy could take every considerable inch of me.
Her hands looped around my neck as I fucked into her, looking around the kitchen, taking stock. Olive oil. That would work to complete the trifecta, I thought to myself, grinning. Sarah twisted my chin until I was looking right into those beautiful dark eyes. Her smirk had returned. I was going to fuck that out of her.
"What's the matter? Looking for another snack?" she asked.
"I liked my first one enough I might have seconds later," I said. I flexed my cock inside her and she shivered. "But I think I'd rather take your ass with that instead."
Sarah surprised me with a genuine laugh and a playful kiss on the chin. Her eyes glittered with good humor. "I like you. I think I'll keep you."
"Mm, but what would Jenna, Yvonne, and the twins say?"
"Oh, I'll keep them too," she murmured, and shivered as I ground my cock into her.
I pulled her off the counter but never let her feet hit the floor. She lost her good humor as I stood there and held her as my cock rocked up into her.



"Oh, that's impressive," she murmured and buried her lips against my neck when I squeezed her ass.
I didn't say a word, but guided her against a wall, rocking into her harder and harder but taking my time now and then to grind up against her clit, too. She loved that, twining her legs behind me, twisting her head so she was looking away from my face and resting her cheek against my shoulder.
"If you're mine, you're mine," I murmured. "No other cock touches you but this one."
"Ohhhh," she moaned.
My strokes grew faster and faster. Her big breasts pressed against mine felt so fucking right. A favorite fantasy of mine crept into my head, one I'd only discovered about myself when Tina was pregnant. I thought about Sarah offering up one of those tits to me, letting me suck the sweet milk straight from her as I palmed her pussy. My cock rammed up inside Sarah hard now, each thrust going as deep as I could within her warm, wet center. I was trapped in my mind's eye. Her riding on me, the cream dripping down across her breasts onto my belly, her cupping them, offering them up, my lips rising to meet her nipple.
"Lio.. Lionel... almost... nnngh, keep... fucking..."
Shit, Sarah almost had me. This was not her game to win, though. I refocused, lost the fantasy, but kept up the pace. I was slamming into her now, her whole body bouncing with every thrust. She kicked against my hip and my ass, and her moans went to a soft whine.
"Need it... need you... nnngh, fuck me, fuck, fuck me...."
"Say it, Sarah," I growled into her ear. "Say you're mine. Say this pussy is mine forever."
"Nnngh... nnnngh!" She drew in a lungful of air and held it, her eyes squeezing shut as one of her legs kicked again. Her pussy convulsed around me but I still hadn't dragged out the words I wanted to hear. I glanced around and fuck-walked her to the table, her eyes still closed, her breath errant. I settled her onto its surface and laid her flat, stopping to suck one of her tits into my mouth before I hilted my cock in her again and again and again, fucking her so hard the table creaked.
"Tell me, Sarah!" I snarled. "Tell me this pussy is mine!"
"Y-yours!" she gasped. "Oh fuck, all I want is this cock forever! Fucking come, fucking come in your pussy! Come in your horny slut! I'm fucking yours, okay?"
"Mine," I growled, still hammering into her, still not letting myself crest.
"YOURS! She screamed. "I'll only fuck you! You can take my mouth! My pussy! It's yours, it's yours, it's yoooours!"
Holy shit, she was coming again already. How many times was that? I didn't know and I didn't care. I had what I wanted. I was going to come in her and own that slut forever and ever. I didn't care if she was on the pill or not. I was so close, I...
My phone rang somewhere outside.
I kept going, but the musical jangle tore at the veil of my lust. That one was special That one was Isaac's.
At first I didn't get it. He was probably just checking in, right? Just calling to say hey? Except it was still relatively early in the day. Why would he be calling now?
Sarah was barely coherent, but when I jerked out of her pussy, she scratched at my chest. "No, no, no, come in me, come in my pussy..." she whined.
"That's my son's ringtone," I said.
She blinked, and tried to sit up. I refocused on her, and helped her to a chair.
"I'll be right back," I promised her.
"You have to be close. You need to come or you're going to hurt for days."
She was right, but it was my son. I had to be the one to answer that. There was no one else. I leaned down and kissed her gently before heading for the backyard. By then, the phone had stopped ringing, but I called Isaac back in seconds, and he picked up. Crying.
When we finished talking and I headed back inside. Sarah had slipped on her robe and was sipping a glass of ice water. She caught my look, and asked, "Is everything okay?"
I blinked at her. "No. Isaac was in a fight."
"Oh my gosh. Is he okay? He's not being bullied, or...?"
The last question caught me off-guard. "No, no, he's okay.
"Do you need me to come with you? Just give me a few."
"And thank you, but no, I'd better go take care of this myself." I leaned in and kissed her again, slowly this time, putting a lot of feeling into it and not entirely sure why. Sarah and I had yet to really talk or develop any basis for an emotional connection, and yet that sex had bonded us somehow. I think she won, though I'd never admit it to her. I was as much hers as she was mine. "I desperately don't want this to seem like a pump and dump. Do you want to do dinner sometime?"
She gave me a dazzling smile. "I wouldn't have taken it that way anyways. I believe you still have one more part of me you wanted to make yours." My eyes widened and she stood up to stroke my chest and give me another soft kiss. "But yes. I'd love to. And I'd like to meet Isaac too."
"Great. I'll give you a call when things calm down."
The thing I didn't tell Sarah, and what I couldn't comprehend, what kept looping in my brain over and over and over again, was that my Isaac, my sweet son, had been the one to start the fight.
* * *
I tried not to let my discomfort show as I sat next to Isaac in the principal's office. Sarah had been right. My balls were going to ache for days.
Across from me was the squat, thickset, and surprisingly young principal. She had intensely gray eyes that would have terrified me as a kid, but a soft-spoken voice that also worked to soothe me, even if I wasn't the one in trouble.
Also across from me was Isaac's teacher, Veronica Vega, a Latina whose dowdy long skirt, blouse, and blazer couldn't mask the fact that she was quite an attractive woman. She couldn't have been that long out of college, maybe in her mid-twenties, if that. Slim, delicate facial features, long silky black hair, dark lashes that I bet led to some very heartbroken men. We'd met before when I brought Isaac in for his first day of class, but we were both so focused on Isaac that we didn't have much of a chance to interact beyond some basic pleasantries.
"Isaac, do you want to tell your dad your side of the story?"
Isaac looked up at me, both fearful and pained. He had a bruise on one cheek that left me wanting to find the kid responsible, even if it had been Isaac's fault, apparently. I still wasn't sold on that. Isaac couldn't tell me much on the phone. He was way too emotional.
"We were going to recess," he said. It was more of a loud whisper. Christ, he was terrified. "Mark Rigg, he s-sits next to me in class, and when he got up, he got out all these invitations for his birthday party. He handed me one and I was really excited and he said, 'Your mom and dad can... can come t-too.'" Isaac started to shake and I wrapped an arm around him. Ms. Vega reached out and plucked a tissue from the box. Sweet woman, she came right around the desk and gave it to Isaac herself, patting his shoulder before returning to her chair.
"And then what happened?" I asked Isaac when he had a chance to blow his nose.
"I told him Mom didn't live with us. He asked me, 'Why?' I... I... I don't know why but it made me so mad. I'm sorry, Dad, I'm really sorry."
I took a deep breath and tried not to stab an imaginary version of myself with a pen in my mind. Fuck. I glanced at his teacher. "That's what happened?"
"Yes. I was just a row away."
"Okay," I said. I hugged Isaac again, and told him, "Thank you for being honest."
He shivered, and the principal said pleasantly, "Isaac, would you please go sit in the waiting area for a minute? We need to have a discussion with your father."
Isaac nodded and brushed at his cheeks. "Am I going to get in trouble?"
"Well..." the principal said, sighing. "You already are. But if you're asking if we're going to suspend you or punish you further, no. We've looked at your records and this looks like the first time you got in a fight."
"There was a boy in second grade," Isaac said, staring at the floor.
The superintendent gave him a strained smile, and I said quietly, "Go ahead, bud. I'll be out in a minute."
When the door closed after him, I leaned forward and cupped my hands in front of my mouth, trying to put words to my thoughts. Ms. Vega spoke first. "I want to believe your son is not a violent child."
My hands dropped. "He's not," I said. "I can't remember the last time he fought with his cousins or anyone close to him. I mean, we have arguments, but..." I shook my head. "Jesus. I'm sorry."
The principal placed her hands just so upon her desk, and I realized for the first time how precisely clean everything in the room was. "If you recall from the new student packet, we have a three-strike rule about violence in the classroom. It's the sort of thing we take very seriously here."
"I understand. I'm a little shell-shocked. Has he been acting out any other way? Is he angry or... or... anything?"
Ms. Vega shook her head. "No. He's very kind and bright, and actually I've been meaning to call you in to push for him to join the accelerated learning program."
"Let's stay focused," the principal said.
Ms. Vega gave her a long-suffering look. "It may be part of why he's lashing out. Maybe being challenged could help him focus. I'm not saying it will be a cure-all, but it may be beneficial for him."
"Good, yeah," I said. "Let's get that going. Can I get the parents' names of the other kid? I'd like to apologize to them personally. Isaac will too to the boy."
"The father is coming in soon," Ms. Vega said.
The principal dug in her desk and pulled out a trio of pamphlets. "In the long run, we'd like to suggest that Isaac see a counselor. Divorces can be traumatic, and the emotions children feel aren't always obvious."
"A counselor? Like a psychologist?" I took the pamphlets and glanced at them. All three were advertisements for child counseling services. "I'll... have to think about it."
Outside the office, someone said, "This is him? This is the kid that punched you?"
I stood up, and Ms. Vega did too. The principal said to her, "Show them in, please. I think we're done here."
I nodded and held out a hand to shake. I was kind of pissed about the suggestion that Isaac might need counseling, but it was a targetless anger and I wasn't really sure why it was there in the first place. I headed out into the waiting room to see a heavyset black man with a hand on his chubby son's shoulder. Isaac was sitting in a chair, looking down at the ground.
"I'm really sorry, Mark," Isaac said. His voice was shaky and I thought he might start crying again. "I just... I thought you were making fun of me just having a dad now and..."
Mr. Rigg looked at me with more weariness than anger. "You're the father?"
"I am. Lionel." I held out a hand, and after a moment, he shook it with a grip strong enough to pulp steel. Mine wasn't so soft either, though. "Listen. This is Isaac's first fight. He will be punished for this. I hope there's no hard feelings."
"Your kid punched mine," Mr. Rigg said. "Of course there's hard feelings."
Isaac looked aside at me, miserable again. I went to him and squeezed his shoulder. Ms. Vega said firmly, "Okay, Mr. Rigg. We'll see you in the office now."
"Should we stick around?" I asked her as Mr. Rigg and his son slid past into the office.
"He can come back to class, but I think maybe an hour or two to cool off might be in order," she said.
I nodded. "Thank you. I'm truly sorry about this."
Ms. Vega knelt in front of Isaac. "You're a good student, Isaac, and a good kid. I've seen you help out your classmates and be really cool at lunch sharing your snacks. Can you promise me this won't happen again?"
"Yes, Ms. Vega," he said faintly.
"Okay." She turned to me and smiled. "He's all yours. Maybe bring him back after lunch?"
"Sounds like a plan," I said.
* * *
"Dad?" Isaac asked, his voice very small.
"Hm?" It was the first thing I spoke since we loaded up into the truck.
"Where are we going?"
"I don't really know."
We drove, nowhere in mind. Around us was a nice residential district, the homes small and same-ish, but well-kept. In a few miles, I thought, we'd hit the edge of the suburbs and hurtle out into the plains. My mind wasn't really on anything at all. Not Isaac's fight, not Sarah, not any of the others coming into my life. I just... drifted.
"Are you mad?"
"No," I said, and reached over to squeeze his knee. I thought of something my mom used to say and fought a smile. "I'm disappointed, but I'm not mad."
"I really am sorry."
"I know." I found a chain diner, one of the thousand or so that had wiped out all the small mom and pop chains there in the suburbs. Normally I wasn't a fan -- you knew their menus before you even walked in the door, and they were all mild variations on the same warmed-over frozen meals repackaged and dumped on a plate. But it was food, I was hungry, and Isaac needed something in him. I knew the nerves of being in a fight. Right now he'd be running on empty.
We pulled in, but when Isaac went to unbuckle, I stopped him with my hand on his. I squeezed it and said, "Let's talk a minute."
"Okay."
"A long time ago, I used to get into fights at school. I was maybe two or three years older than you are, so... ancient, but I was still in school."
"What were you angry about?"
"I don't know," I admitted. "Everything? I had it in my head my life was terrible, and everyone sucked, and Grandma and Grandpa were never going to let me do anything I wanted to do. I was also really small and I thought that meant I needed to be meaner. I had a temper, and I didn't know for a really long time how to handle it."
"How did you?"
"Well... I got into working out. That helped a lot. And one time I was waiting for my mom after something just like this, and I heard her crying in the bathroom. Just these quiet sobs, and it... it kinda broke me a little bit, you know? Grandma never cries much."
Isaac nodded, his eyes shining again.
"But Isaac, the one thing that helped me the most, and this sucks to hear, was just time. I realized things weren't so bad eventually. And I'm not trying to say you shouldn't be angry or upset or anything like that. I'm amazed at how well you've handled this divorce, your mom moving, and us coming here. There's been so much to deal with, and honestly, I thought something like this was going to come a long time ago. I'm not thrilled about it, but it happened." I reached out and rubbed the top of his head. He let out a nervous laugh, and I hugged him.
"I just... I just thought he was... you know, making fun of..." He sighed. "I don't know anymore what I thought."
"I hear you. It burns so bright in the moment and then you wonder what the hell you were thinking later." He nodded glumly. "Listen, your school wants me to maybe take you to see a counselor. Someone you could talk to. Somewhere safe and private where you can say anything that's bothering you or upsetting you. If that's something you think you need, we'll do it, bud. But if you want to know what I think, I think this was just you blowing off some steam. It happens. But I need to know if you're going to be angry again, you'll talk to your teacher or someone about it if you don't feel like you can talk to me, okay?"
Isaac nodded. "Thanks, Dad," he whispered. "I miss Mom a ton. But I get angry sometimes too."
I hugged him again, silent this time. There was nothing else really to do.
* * *
I don't know why that conversation was such a catalyst, but when I dropped Isaac off back at school, I drove to a nearby park and sat and filled out the necessities to begin to file for my own business in Agramonte. That included touching base with my friend and former employer giving me the loan. He agreed to everything but the interest I wanted to pay him. No interest, he told me. Maybe buy him a cigar and a six pack the next time I was back in town. I intended on buying him a case.
After that, I called Sarah and apologized again. We had a surprisingly long talk, one filled with our own anecdotes at school. It didn't surprise me in the slightest she was something of a fighter back in the day. In a weird way, I'm glad we had that interruption. I'm not sure how healthy our relationship would have been without it. Not that it was super healthy anyways, but still.
I drifted back home and wandered up to Isaac's room. His bed was unmade, the fitted sheet halfway undone, and clothes rested in heaps. I stripped the bed and tried to fix the fitted sheet, pinning the first half down with my knees while I brought one corner up. Only problem was, I'd do one corner and the other would come undone over and over and over again. My frustration boiled up inside me until I was shouting at the damn thing. My fist came up and I drove it down into the mattress. And again. And again. And again. I punched the mattress until I had nothing left in me but exhaustion. I flopped facedown, my chest rising and falling as I tried not to think for a while.
Finally I sat up, rubbed my eyes with two fingers, and dialed Tina. I had no doubt she would hear about it from someone else if I didn't.
She picked up with a laughing, "Hello?"
"Hey. Tina. I need to talk to you about something. Got a minute?"
"Um, can it wait? We're driving down to Anchorage and I'm with a carful of people."
"No," I said, feeling my anger wash all over me again. "It's about Isaac, so it really can't."
"What happened?" she asked.
I told her, my words clipped and short. She listened without saying a word, and when I finally got to the point where I dropped him back off at school, she said finally, "Okay? It sounds like you did a good job."
"What?" I asked.
"What do you mean, what?" Tina asked. "Look, Lionel, I'm sorry. I'm really sorry. I know this is all my fault or whatever you're calling me for, but you wanted custody. This is your responsibility. You need to deal with it. I'll talk to Isaac tonight, make sure he's okay, but I don't know what else it is you want from me."
"For Christ's sake, Tina, he needs us. Both of us."
"He doesn't get to have both of us!" she snapped.
Silence. I was shocked into utter silence. This was her finally admitting what I'd always suspected, that it wasn't just me she was running from, but motherhood. Responsibility. My anger evaporated, and in its place was exhaustion at the prospect of all the nights like this to come, when Isaac would need and I would be the only one to provide. And given that he was about to become a teenager in just a few short years, that thought scared me on such a fundamental level I felt ill.
"I need to go," I finally said.
"I'll call him tonight but-"
"Don't worry about it," I said. "Enjoy Anchorage."
I hung up. And almost immediately, in a strange sense of cosmic timing, Morgan dialed me just seconds later.
I stared at the phone. At my ex-sister-in-law's name. And when I swiped the answer button, it was with a thumb shaking so badly I nearly dropped the phone.
"That was fast. Did Tina text you while we were talking?" I asked.
"About the fight? No. Isaac just texted me during recess. I know things are... weird between you and me, but I wanted to see if there was anything I could do." A pause. "For him."
I laughed. I couldn't do anything but.
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The five-dinner tradition started with Jenna. It had been a while since we slept together -- she had her modeling gigs and I was preoccupied with getting the groundwork laid for starting up my electrician business again. I missed her, not just for the phenomenal sex or her drop-dead body, but the company of her.
I was feeling pretty mellow about things. My son Isaac thankfully hadn't lashed out again since his fight with the other boy at school. The principal recommended counseling, and it was good advice. I kept the brochures she gave me just in case Isaac needed it. But every other night or so, talks with his favorite aunt, my ex-wife's sister Morgan, seemed to help him really find his sweet Zen again. Although I desperately wanted more of Morgan in my life too, even if it was just long-distance talks, I stayed out of these phone conversations. They were sacred to my son, a necessity for him, and I respected that.
I was developing my own ways of blowing off steam. Twice now, I called on my extremely curvy sorta-kinda girlfriend Sarah to come to my work on my lunch break and blow me in my truck. During our first intense session together, I bent -- or maybe broke, I'm not sure -- her dominant side and now she comes when I call. That can be taken however you want, because it holds a kernel of truth -- when she gobbles down my cock, she's usually fingering herself or I'm doing it for her. She gets hers as often as I get mine, though I haven't had a chance yet to take her ass like I've promised her.
Yvonne's come over a few times too. She's a bit like that crazy neighbor from Seinfeld in that regard, blowing in, sometimes helping herself to coffee or cereal, sometimes joining me in that sweet half hour between the time when Isaac hops on the bus to school and I have to go to work. I got tired of answering the door for her every time she felt in the mood, so I gave her a spare key. I'll find her in the kitchen or the living room, just doing her own thing. She's flighty though, and I never can keep her for long. It's too bad. She and Isaac get along great, and Yvonne's a lot of fun. But I'm not about to clip her wings, not when I'm fucking two other women semi-regularly and eyeballing two more.
Oh yeah -- those two more? Twins. Tall, long-legged, lithe twins. I knew little about Dakota and London save that they went to college and they were thirsty as fuck for my dick. We were circling around each other and I knew it was a matter of time before I took one or the other -- or both, if one of my deepest fantasies could be fulfilled. A guy can hope. In any case, I got their number from Yvonne and we texted back and forth some. I invited them to lunch or coffee sometime, and they told me they'd love to once their schedules cleared up. They might have been sex-starved twenty-one-year-olds, but they were intelligent and trying to zip through college with a purpose. I sure couldn't blame them there.
Are we all caught up? Good.
The summer was giving way to true fall, with a nip in the air first thing in the morning. It made for some phenomenal runs. I hated jogging when it was so hot as it had been, and besides, I'm kind of a fall guy. The crisper weather, comfortable sweaters, Halloween, the changing colors, all of it. I even like pumpkin spice and candy corn. I know, I know.
I left before Isaac woke up, locking the door behind me before I set off down the street for a nearby city park. I was thinking about going another route to grab a cup of coffee at a tiny kiosk I liked and maybe flirt with a cute barista there, but footfalls behind me caught my attention, and a cheerful familiar voice made me grin.
"On your right, old man."
"Old man?" I asked as Jenna caught up to me. I liked her look -- just tights and a long-sleeved shirt with a headband holding back her long black hair, but it emphasized her legs, a totally underappreciated part of her I intended on licking and kissing post-haste.
She matched my pace and punched my arm. "You know it's true."
"This old man has made you practically speak Tongues in the bedroom."
Jenna blushed. "Well, you know, I had to stroke your ego."
"Uh huh," I chuckled. "I was thinking coffee. Buy you a cup?"
"Absolutely."
We kept up a good, quick pace, pounding the pavement until we had our coffee in hand, regular black for me, espresso for her. Our route back was more leisurely, and we detoured for a smaller city park I didn't know was so close to the bigger, more jogger friendly one. A small children's area took up one corner, while the rest was dedicated to a dog park. We sat on a bench together and sipped our coffee. I wanted to get going home soon to see Isaac off to school, but it was good to sit with Jenna for a while and just relax without the usual sexual tension.
I leaned in as she was in the middle of a story about her last dog, and kissed her cheek. She gave me a soft smile in return, and we kissed longer, more languidly. She tugged out her phone, and we got a selfie of us like that, lips locked, her free hand on my cheek.
"You okay?" she asked after she stowed the phone away.
"I missed you," I said. "Come by tonight. Have dinner with us."
"I'd like that," she murmured.
* * *
Circumstances and bad timing meant that Isaac and Jenna hadn't officially met. They would have seen each other at our welcoming party but I didn't think to introduce the two there, since Isaac was having fun with the neighborhood kids. I was nervous about that. Jenna carved out a niche in my heart and soul the first night we slept together, but it had come with a cost -- she told me she didn't want to be a stepmom. What we had then was ephemeral. It would slip away someday, so I wanted to make every minute count that I could.
"What do you think?" I asked Isaac. "Polo or button down?"
He didn't look up from the game he was playing. "I don't know, Dad," he said, exasperated. At ten, he was just starting to show the signs of parental exhaustion.
"You didn't even look."
He finally paused the game and looked up. In one hand was a Hawaiian shirt, black with blue and green flowers emblazoned all over it. In the other was a simple charcoal polo. He cracked up, and pointed at the Hawaiian shirt. "That. You have to wear that."
"Pretty awesome, right?"
He nodded enthusiastically, and I let him off the hook to disappear back upstairs. When I'd changed shirts and spritzed my wrist with cologne, the doorbell rang. I gave myself one last look in the mirror. The shirt was hideous and my hair looked great. Mission successful.
I started down the stairs just as Isaac opened the door. I heard Jenna's cheerful greeting, and Isaac said, "Oh wow. Ohhh. Uh. Hi!" Then he turned and stared at me with huge eyes. "Daaaad? Uh. Jenna's here."
"Well, invite her in, ding-dong."
"Come on in," Isaac said.
"Thank you," Jenna murmured. She did, and I realized why Isaac was so tongue-tied. The ribbed dress she wore didn't actually show off much, but it did paint her curves in some very eye-catching ways. She'd also blown out her hair, leaving it full and curling down her back, and her makeup was done to the nines.
"Hey, Jenna," I said. "Thanks for coming."
Isaac stepped back and watched me. I wasn't sure what the right play here was, so I just went with what came natural to me, what I'd do if he wasn't there. I stepped up to her, and as Jenna's eyes flicked towards Isaac, I reached around her waist, pulled her to me, and gave her a light kiss. She blushed, hard.
I said, "Isaac, you know Jenna and I have been sort of seeing each other. She's a very good friend."
"Okay," he said quietly.
"It's very nice to finally meet you," Jenna said. She reached out, and Isaac shook dutifully.
"You too," he said, still taken aback.
"Well," I said, "hope you like fajitas. Chicken or steak, or both, if you like."
"They're the best thing my dad makes," Isaac said, finding a little surer footing with food talk.
"I love them," Jenna said, giving me a grateful look.
"Good!" I said cheerfully. "I wanted to wait to get started until you got here. Best when they come right off the pan. Isaac, if you want to play your game or read, you go on ahead. Or if you want to come in and help, you come on in. Whatever makes you comfortable. Okay, bud?"
"Okay," he said.
He trotted away slowly for the living room and his video game, looking back over his shoulder at the two of us. I smiled at him, and he nodded like we'd had a conversation.
To Jenna, I said, "Come on into the kitchen, if you like, or if you're into Fortnite, Fortnite, and more Fortnite..."
"I don't know what that is," she said, giving me a tentative smile.
"Something he's very bad at!" Isaac called.
"He's not wrong," I admitted. Jenna laughed softly, and we headed for the kitchen.
Everything was chopped up and ready to be stir-fried. As I pulled containers out of the fridge, Jenna helped herself to a glass of wine and fetched the world-class cook a bottle of his favored beer. Look, fellas, especially you younger ones out there, learn to cook. It's not terribly difficult, especially in this day and age of how-to videos and easily accessible recipes. Every date is made much more special by you taking the time to cook a woman a meal. And for fuck's sake, just pay attention and ask what they can and can't have. Everyone's in love with a good meal. No one is immune to that shit. So right out of the gate, you're giving yourself an advantage. And if you stumble across a woman who genuinely loves being the one to cook, marry her right now.
As I started our meal, Jenna leaned in and murmured into my ear, "I heard from Sarah just what you did to her on her kitchen counter."
I grinned and leaned in to whisper in hers, "I'll give you a first-hand demonstration sometime when Isaac's not around." Her lips parted when I took her earlobe between my teeth and nipped just slightly. Then I trailed my lips down the side of her neck and she shivered. Her hand fell between us, stroking me through my slacks, and I groaned at my need for her. "Stay tonight, if you want," I murmured.
"Promise to gag me again?"
I reached out and pinched her ass. I wasn't sure if she'd liked the gagging or not, but now I had my answer. "I have another idea in mind."
She caught my hand before I could pull it away. Her gaze flicked towards the direction of the living room where Isaac was talking on his headset to a friend. She whispered, "I have something for you to think about."
Then Jenna turned, and brought my hand to the cleft of her ass. I didn't know what she meant at first, then my fingers brushed it. It was my turn to glance at the direction of the living room, and I pulled the back of her dress up.
"Jesus," I breathed.
Peeking out at me was a butt plug.
* * *
Dinner was good, the conversation a little stilted. It was clear Jenna didn't really know what to say or do around Isaac, but he more than made up for it when they discovered they both loved The Hobbit and Narnia. He could talk for hours about those books and nearly did, barely touching his food in his excitement to tell her why he thought Prince Caspian was the coolest.
We pushed back our plates finally, and Isaac rose up to collect everybody's plate, a chore held over from our life with Tina. While I took care of the leftovers, Isaac started to load up the dishwasher. Jenna came to help him, and I protested, "You're our guest."
"Hush. The cook deserves help," she said, and smiled at Isaac. "Right?"
"Uh huh," he said, bashful again.
After everything was cleaned up, Isaac pulled out a book from his library, and while Jenna and I found a movie to watch, he read in his big man's chair. When he got up to go to the bathroom, Jenna whispered in my ear, "It's adorable how tiny he is in that thing."
"Right? Yvonne helped us pick that out."
"Mm," Jenna said, idly stroking my neck with a nail. "She's going to be super jealous when she hears you cooked me dinner. And Sarah's going to go nuclear."
I chuckled. "Yvonne comes and goes."
Jenna smirked. "I've seen her when she's with other guys. She's never been so moony about anyone like you."
"Well," I said, turning to face her. "What about-?"
Just then, Isaac walked back in. He gave us a curious glance, then hurried back to his chair and dove back into his book. We returned our attention to the TV, Jenna's finger doing magical things to every part of me just by continuing that light stroking of my neck. The clock didn't seem to want to move in any direction, and I cursed it silently a thousand times waiting for Isaac's bedtime. But finally he needed to head upstairs, brush his teeth, and go to bed, and internally I did a little happy dance.
"I'll be back in a minute," I said. "Need to squad up and take care of my wingman. That's Fortnite lingo, right?"
Isaac gave me a look that told me in no uncertain terms I was the dumbest man on the planet, but he headed for the stairs, blessedly without a debate or pleading for more time. When he'd finished washing up and crawled into bed, I sat on the edge next to him.
"Was tonight okay, Isaac?" I asked.
"What do you mean?" he asked, reaching above his head to grab two of his favorite action figures.
I took a third, and made smashing motions towards his. He grinned and shook his head. "I guess I mean are you okay with me having Jenna around more often?"
"Yeah. She's pretty." But Isaac's tone was listless, and he didn't meet my look.
"Hey. You can talk to me, remember?"
He thrashed the figure in his right hand against mine, but it was clear he was getting sleepy. There wasn't much fight to his heroes that night. "I don't know if she likes me."
There wasn't much I could do to salve that wound, so while my action figure got his butt kicked, I stroked his forehead with my other hand and brushed his hair away from his face. Too long. He needed a cut. "If she doesn't," I said, meaning every word, "then it's off. I promise. You're number one. Always."
"Are you two going to, you know, kiss and all that stuff?"
I grinned. "If I'm very very lucky." I stood up and brought the blankets up over him before taking one more punch from his superhero. My character flipped end over end, winding back up on the shelf of his window above his head. "Love you bud."
"Love you. Good luck, Dad."
"Quick, shout, 'And remember not to give her your lip fungus!'"
Isaac giggled the sweetest, most childlike giggle I'd heard from him in a year or two, at least. He leaned back, and at the top of his lungs, he shouted, "Don't give her your lip fungus, Dad!" I held out my fist and he bumped it.
When I slipped out into the hallway, Jenna was there. Tear tracks stained her face, and I guided her into my bedroom before I shut the door. I wrapped my arms around her, and whispered into her ear, "You heard?"
"About the lip fungus?"
I laughed softly. "You know what I mean."
"I do." She shivered. "I do like him. But I hope you know... my mind, it's made up, Lionel."
"I know," I murmured, and kissed her cheek. "I told Sarah and Yvonne they were mine. Well... I think I told them certain body parts were mine. But I'm not ever going to try to cage you, Jenna. I'll take whatever time we have, but I won't ever ask for more than what you want to give."
"Thank you," she whispered. "How long until he falls asleep?"
"Long enough we should probably settle in for a while before we get to the fun stuff. Wanna crash on my bed, finish that movie, and make out?"
She kissed the corner of my lips. "Perfect."
We settled in, Jenna resting her head on my chest as we tried to pay attention to some ill-matched pair of bumbling cops. Pretty soon, she looked up at me, and without a word spoken between us, we started kissing. Long, languid brushes of our lips, lots and lots of playful tongue action. It was like we were teenagers again, and the silliness of it left her giggling. Even without what was to come, I liked that night. It was one of the best dates I'd ever been on.
But oh Lord, what was to come made me damn near forget all that.
Nature called and when I rose to use the bathroom, I used it as an excuse to check in on Isaac. My boy was sleeping on his stomach, head twisted to one side, one of his action figures just beside his fingers on his pillow. I stepped in and thought about how all this would change soon, how some of the toys would disappear and tucking him in like this would be seen as some act of war. I grinned to myself as I took the action figure and settled it on his shelf. When I tucked the blanket in tighter around him, I kissed the top of his head and headed back to my bedroom.
I closed the door, and for good measure, I decided to prop a bedside table against it just in case Isaac decided he needed to come in. I couldn't fathom why he would -- he hadn't slept in bed with me and Tina for years, and we'd taught him at an early age our bedroom was our sanctuary. That said, sometimes he did wander in, especially if I was up and going. I decided right then even if I didn't want locks in the house, I'd install a chain on the door. That was a good compromise. There was a short hall past the master suite's bathroom that would block any view of the bed, and that still gave him the freedom to open the door even slightly and call to me if he needed me.
The thoughts trickled away from me as I stared at Jenna on the bed, on her side, propped up on one elbow. Her dark hair fell down against the bed, and she circled the comforter with one finger, smiling up at me. It was a sight I wished I could see every night. She was making it very hard to keep this thing with her casual.
"Everything okay?" she murmured.
"Strip. Now."
She blinked at me and after a long moment, jumped to her feet. We raced to undress. I won, and came to her, already leaning down to suck one of her nipples into my mouth, hungry for her, so hungry. I gripped her ass as I sucked, finding the plug and pushing it back and forth, as though it were my fingers in her ass. Finally her dress hit the floor and Jenna pushed me away, backwards towards the bed. "I want your dick in my pussy first," she panted, climbing on top of me. "Do you have lube?"
"I bought three bottles after I was with Sarah."
She snickered and gripped my hardening prick, sliding it against her folds as she tried to ready herself. I was rock hard in just a moment and leaned up to suck at her breast again. She held me tight, rocking, one hand down between us, stroking her clit. That wouldn't do. I owned that shit. That was my pussy, my clit to play with and take care of. I drove my hand down to replace hers, and she gasped as I rubbed four fingers around in wide circles right on her clit, not fucking around. I wanted her ready now.
When her folds were slick enough, I tried to shift so she was underneath me, but Jenna planted a hand on my chest, grinning and tossing her hair to one side. She grabbed my cockhead and murmured down at me, "This time, I'm in charge."
I settled back on my elbows, and groaned as quietly as I could manage as she guided me to her entrance and dropped down slowly. Jenna took her sweet time feeding herself my cock, her hands resting on her ass, thrusting her chest out. She was putting on a show for me, one I fucking loved, and I was content for the moment to let her do the work.
With my cock deep inside her, Jenna began to circle her hips. The motion was so subtle at first I barely noticed it, but soon her grinding became obvious. She used my dick like her g-spot's scratching post, and I loved the sight of it, her above me, hands on her bubble butt, big breasts on full display, her look rapturous. Her pace reached a slow rock, and her eyes opened as she smiled down at me. It was the sort of look that would have made me give her anything she wanted, had she asked for it. Jenna had no idea the power she held over me in that moment. Marriage? We could have run to Vegas. A million dollars? I'd sell the house and rob a bank.



She let go of her ass for one of my hands. We brushed her mound together, taking our time, enjoying ourselves while we had this moment. Unlike our first time together with Isaac in the house, we had no trouble being quiet. I think we were too drunk on each other. Her hand slid with mine lower, and we brushed her clit, her lips wrapped wide around my achingly hard prick. She leaned down and kissed me, whispering two words I loved to hear.
"I'm close."
"I'll help you," I murmured back.
Jenna nodded and I began to grind my cock up into her as she rocked her hips. She stayed low, and I wrapped the arm that wasn't rubbing her clit around her, keeping her there as my cock and her pussy did their slow dance together. I did not fuck her. I don't think I pulled back out of her once during that whole exchange. We just sort of rocked, and it left both of us feverish with need.
Her lips found my cheek, and in between butterfly kisses, she moaned almost silently, "Lionel, my Lionel..."
I murmured back, "Let me see it. Fuck, you're beautiful when you come."
She sat back upright, hands all over, ending up at a breast and her neck as her pussy rocked on my cock. A soft his of pleasure escaped her and her mouth opened in an O. The orgasm rumbled through her like thunder on the horizon, low, slow. She shivered with it, her ass clenching, her pussy driving down on me harder. When she came down, she dropped again, and I held her tight to me as she caught her breath and clung to me.
Finally, she pushed herself up so she was staring me in the eyes. One of her hands went to mine and guided it to her bottom. I arched an eyebrow and she nodded, smiling. We pulled apart from each other, my cock still hard. From my underwear drawer I pulled out a bottle of lube. Jenna got on her knees on the bed, but that wasn't how or where I wanted our first anal session to take place. I curled a finger at her, and she hopped off, looking confused until I opened the doors to the balcony.
"Naughty, naughty," she whispered to me as she passed, gripping my cock and pulling me along behind her.
"The neighbor on the other side of the fence is gone for the week," I murmured into her ear as I wrapped my hands around her and rested my cock against her back. It was the only house with the right angle to see the balcony.
I turned and shut the balcony doors. Jenna leaned on the balustrade, shivering slightly. From the cold, from the anticipation, I didn't know. But she was beautiful in that moment, staring out over the yard, her bottom up, waiting for me.
I slicked up my fingers with the lube and stepped behind her. She whimpered as the digits touched her cleft, teased around her hole. I kissed her shoulder as I slid them in, easing the lube around and enjoying the preparation of her. Slowly she relaxed, and I went just a little deeper, getting her body used to me. After I added more lube to her cleft, I stroked my cock, keeping myself hard.
"Ready?" I asked her. Jenna nodded, and looked over her shoulder at me as I slipped my fingers free and guided my cock to her bud.
Slowly, carefully, I sheathed my tip into her. Even with the plug she used earlier, she was still tight around me, and I gave her a long moment to get used to the sensation, to give me the tiniest nod over her shoulder before I eased further in. It was slow like that at first, me inching in and resting, inching in and resting. She wasn't going to take much more than an inch or two of me but that was plenty.
I've always considered anal the most intimate a couple can be if they're doing it right. It forces you to be slow and feel your partner's responses. It's not about taking. It's about giving. Your partner is giving you access to one of the most delicate parts of the human body, and it's going to hurt, at least a little. So by giving them what they need, you're making a promise to them -- I will take care of you.
I took care of Jenna.
With crickets chirping in the yard and beyond, Jenna rested her elbows on the balustrade again, swaying back and forth as my cock slid back and forth through the first couple inches of her ass. I reached around her, circling her clit with two fingers on one hand while the other teased her folds. She moaned when I slid my middle finger into her pussy.
"So full," she whispered.
"I love your ass around me," I murmured. "This sexy ass."
"Mmm. T-taking me good..." She twisted her head, and I could see how flushed her cheeks were, what this was doing to her. "Come inside me, okay? I want to feel it."
I leaned down and kissed her shoulder. She turned her head back towards the view. My finger inside her turned to two, and I began to rock my cock in and out of her ass with a little more force. Not much, but enough to drive up my own pleasure. She liked that, rising up on her toes, her body tensing. I paid more attention to her clit too, finally quitting my teasing and stroking it with every thrust. Her need made her so wet her thighs were slick with it, and I longed to taste that pussy again before the night was through.
"Faster," she whispered, "but not deeper."
I obliged, and her breaths turned jagged and sharp. She rose up, reaching back behind her head for mine as I fucked into her ass, my big cock spreading her so wide around me. She gripped my neck and hiccupped once, twice, three times before she moaned, "Lionel..."
Her legs rocked. It was the only real sign she came, but a moment later her hand dropped from my neck to my fingers against her clit.
"Too, too sensitive..." she moaned.
"Need me to pull out?" I asked her.
"No, God no."
I chuckled and kissed her neck. I wrapped my arms around her waist, my cock going faster now, nearing my own edge. I wish I could take a picture of this moment, us on the ledge, rocking together. Then again, I doubted I'd ever forget it. I sucked at her neck as I neared, my breath hot against her skin. I think she might have come again, I'm not sure, but she shook in my arms, whimpering my name over and over again.
"Lionel, my Lionel, nnn, come in me, come in my ass, baby..."
I delved in one last time, my cock straining to go deeper, to fight my self-control, but then I was erupting, spilling into her so hard and so much that when I finally pulled away, gasping, she leaked me all over her thighs and down onto the ground. I stumbled backwards against the wall, panting, trying to stop the world from shaking, and she came to me, laughing breathlessly, kissing me, squeezing my ass.
"Holy fuck," I finally managed. "That was... mind-blowing."
"It was," she agreed. "Shower?"
"Just... just give me a minute," I said weakly.
I don't know why I was so drained, but sometimes, holding back like that takes it from me. Jenna headed in and started the shower, and in a minute, joined me with a glass of water from my bathroom. I drank it gratefully before kissing her again, and then it was my turn to take care of her, guiding her into the shower and cleaning her with gentle strokes from a washrag. We fooled around a little bit more in there, mostly just playful kisses and quick gropes, but she was sore and I was drained. Soon enough we were drying off, and I kissed her again before saying, "You could stay."
It wasn't the wrong thing to say. But it wasn't who Jenna was or who she wanted to be. Her smile was sad, almost pained, and I knew her answer before she said it. "I think... that would be pushing the casual part of this too far, Lionel."
I nodded. "Then let me walk you to your door at least."
The pain in her smile slipped away, replaced by something more genuine. "I'd like that."
We dressed, and barefoot, I walked her across the street to her door. We kissed again, a sparkle in her eyes now. "Sarah is going to be furious," she said, and squeezed me in my slacks again. "Mm. Okay. Good night."
"Good night, Jenna."
* * *
Jenna wasn't wrong. Sarah called me sometime just after dawn, the world still highlighted in pinks. I was belly-down in bed, my head twisted against an enormous down pillow. The thick comforter around me felt like heaven and I was toasty warm. I was so comfortable and pleasantly drained I almost let it go to voicemail.
But eventually my fingers spider-walked across the bed to my nightstand, and I pulled the phone to my ear. "Yullo," I muttered.
"Why did that slut get to take it in the ass before I did?" Sarah squawked. "You promised you were going to-"
"Ungh," I said, and hung up on her.
She called again in seconds. "You ass-"
"Try again."
I hung up a second time. It was a full ten seconds before Sarah tried again.
Through what had to be gritted teeth, Sarah said, "If you hang up-"
"Sarah."
"What?"
"I own you. Pussy, mouth, and soon your ass. You don't own me. If you're going to call, you be quiet and respectful. Otherwise next time I see you I'm going to buy a ping pong paddle and leave that ass as red as the Abernathy's Porsche. Got it?"
A pause, then, "How is that a punishment for me?"
That took me by surprise, and I laughed. "All right, fair point. And now I'm definitely buying a paddle. Look, you're not my only girl. You know that. What happened with Jenna isn't some statement on who I like the most. You, Yvonne, Jenna, I'm crazy about each of you. So why don't you come over tonight, meet Isaac, and I'll make you dinner too?"
"Well... I... yes. Actually, that sounds nice." A pause, then, "But... why don't you two come here? I trained to be a professional chef before my life took a different route. I like cooking for people and I don't get to do it often enough."
"Wow. Yeah. That sounds great as long as you let me return the favor sometime."
"Perfect."
We talked menu for a bit, and I promised I'd bring a bottle of wine.
"Hey, Sarah?" I asked before we hung up. "The whole dominance thing, if it's too much..."
"No," she murmured. "No. Okay?"
"Got it. See you tonight then."
"God yes."
I yawned my way through a shower and dressed for work. When I was finishing up, I heard the shower run from Isaac's bathroom upstairs. That was new. Not that he didn't know how to run the shower, but my boy was definitely a bath guy. Sometimes it took every bit of my patience not to drag him out of there if he got to reading in the tub.
While I made waffles and cut up some fruit, he meandered downstairs. His hair was slicked back with gel. Also new, and I thought I finally figured it out.
"Morning," I said.
"Morning."
I finished up making breakfast, and when I settled at the table, I could see the beads of gel still in his hair. I sipped my coffee and said mildly, "I like the new look."
"Thanks."
"Can I make a suggestion?"
As Isaac took a waffle, he blinked up at me. "What?"
"When you use the gel, you only need a dab. Just a little bit, like maybe twice as much as you'd use to brush your teeth. Then dab your comb in it, and run the comb through your hair."
"Did I do it wrong?" he asked.
"There's a lot of gel in there," I admitted. "Come here. Leave breakfast for a minute."
I guided him up to my bathroom and waited for him to wash out the extra gel. When he emerged from the shower and dressed again, I showed him how I did it. I also gave him a part that added about three years to his boyish face and broke my goddamn heart to look at, even as I fought down a surge of pride he wanted to become more of a man.
"Can you teach me to shave too?" he asked.
"You don't need it yet, but sure, I can show you the basics. Tomorrow, though, okay? We gotta go eat breakfast quick." I pretended to think something over. "Unless you want to take your time. I could drop you off at school."
Hastily, Isaac said, "No, no, really, I, um, I like taking the bus."
I deserved an Oscar for fighting down my grin and nodding solemnly. "Okay. Then we'd better go eat."
* * *
A light rain fell that night, but I decided we should walk anyways so I held an umbrella for us both. Isaac was dressed pretty darned stylishly in a black button down we bought after school and a good pair of gray jeans. He spent ten minutes trying to restyle his hair just right that evening until finally I growled at him that we were going to be late.
He had no clue whose house it was we were going to. He knew who Sarah was, and had been enamored with her since the first day we saw her jogging down the street, so it was going to be fun watching his eyes bulge when she opened the door.
Along the way, at the Ayer house, Isaac's young friend George looked out the window and soon rocketed across the street. "Hey, Isaac, you want to come over and stay the night?"
Oh, I was tempted to say yes. But Sarah wanted to meet Isaac, and truth was, I wanted to de-mystify her for Isaac too, to get an honest gauge of how the two interacted. I tried not to think about it much, but in the back of my mind, I always wondered if one of the women I was dating might not make for a more suitable motherly figure in his life. Jenna was out, but both Yvonne and Sarah were definite possibilities. Then again, I wasn't in a hurry to rush into anything long-term. It was a strange dichotomy, but not an unpleasant one.
"Can I?" Isaac asked me.
"I'm sorry, bud, but we said yes to dinner elsewhere. But afterwards, if it's okay with Garth and Christy, yes."
"Cool!" George said. To Isaac, "I'll call you in a minute."
"Okay!"
We continued on, Isaac's steps lighter. Well, that worked out, but I'd really need to look into a good babysitter for date nights. Garth and Christy would definitely be the ones to ask about that. Wait. How would date nights even work with three -- and potentially five, if the twins were really as interested as they seemed -- girlfriends?
What a problem to have, right?
I mulled on it with the biggest, dumbest grin of my life as we approached Sarah's house. As I turned up the sidewalk, Isaac kept going. I grinned and said, "This way."
He turned and stopped. "Wait. George told me..." He made big round motions with his hands in front of his chest. "...she lives here."
"You're all class, Isaac. And yes. Her name is Sarah, and she's a very good friend."
"A very good friend like Jenna and Yvonne?"
"Yup."
"You're my hero," he breathed.
I laughed, and we headed up the sidewalk. Isaac rang the doorbell, and we waited until Sarah opened the door. I had mildly worried she might dress inappropriately around Isaac, given a certain tendency to flaunt herself around me, but tonight she was dressed in a cashmere turtleneck and white slacks. Sexy? Yes, but also terrifically beautiful and classy.
Sarah came equipped with two smiles -- a cocky, arrogant one that made me want to drive her into a mattress until she screamed unintelligible obscenities, and a sweeter, more open one that could melt my heart just as easily. Right now, she gave us both barrels of her sweet smile, her hand on one hip as she stood back away from the door.
"Hello," Isaac said very quietly, his eyes as wide as I'd expected, and then some.
"Well, hello, Isaac!" Sarah caught sight of the umbrella. "Oh my gosh, you two walked? Get in here, get dry, get warm." Isaac slid past her, gaping at the living room. I didn't have much time to take it in the last time I was in this house, considering I was a little busy fucking the brains out of Sarah. It was a nice place, cozy. Her furniture was all overstuffed and plush, and she had a trio of game systems in front of her TV that wouldn't hurt my boy's opinion of her in the slightest. "It's great to finally meet you. Officially. I saw you at your party. You're a heck of a swimmer."
I nudged him. "What do you say?"
He blushed. "Um. Thank you. Dad brought you wine."
"That I did," I said, hefting the bottle. She took that from me along with the umbrella, leaving the latter in a corner before we padded together as a herd towards the kitchen.
"Your dad tells me your favorite food is fish, is that right?" Sarah asked. When we talked the menu through for the night, I mentioned it was the one food Isaac hated the most. I didn't need to bother hiding my grin. Isaac was keeping pace with Sarah, looking up at her with eyes approaching worshipful.
"Um... ummm..." he said, flailing. "I'd... I..." He glanced back at me helplessly, and Sarah giggled.
"It's okay, I know it's not your favorite. How does, hm, broccoli cheese soup and meatloaf sound?"
"So good," Isaac said. "Fish. Blaaaagh."
"Now, you say that, but if I do a fish fry someday, you have to try a bite. I promise, I won't make you eat more if you don't like it, but you can't live in this city without trying the fish."
"Okay," he said dutifully.
That was a good night. I don't know what I expected -- Sarah to be full of piss and vinegar, Sarah to overcompensate to play up her subservient role with me, Isaac to be too loopy to keep up a relationship with Sarah. But they actually got on pretty well, and Sarah lacked any of Jenna's reserves about Isaac. I caught myself thinking more than once that yes, this could work, this could be a real long-term thing. I didn't know if Sarah felt the same way, and obviously there were the first-date good behavior walls, but as a starting point, it was probably the best first date I'd ever had. The food was excellent, the talk light and fun. Sarah and Isaac talked games, though she admitted pretty early on she was more into roleplaying and story-driven games than his action-focused ones. That killed some Isaac's buzz over her, and after a dish of cobbler and vanilla ice cream, he asked if he could go to George's and stay the night. I made the necessary call, pleading with the universe for Garth and Christy to say yes, and thankfully they did. It wasn't always going to be that convenient, Lord knew, but that night, I'd take it.
I watched him run down the street just long enough to make sure he was safe -- don't laugh, I know he's old enough to handle being on his own that far but I'm nutty -- and then Sarah and I were on each other, our lips smacking together with a hunger that we couldn't deny a minute longer.
"Your kid..." she gasped before I kissed her again. "...is adorable."
"Has a little bit of a crush on you," I said. "Well... your boobs, anyways." She burst out laughing and I drove her back towards her couch, my hands all over her back as I kissed her neck, her cheek, her ear. Against it, I murmured, "I never did get to finish inside you. Your pussy or your ass."
Sarah shivered and pushed me back. "We'll have to make up for both," she said.
I studied her from head to toe and unzipped my pants. "Strip for me," I told her.
"Your slut is yours to command," she said with a bow. My laugh got a giggle out of her, and I couldn't help but kiss her again.
I settled down onto the couch, my pants and boxers lowered to my knees. I kicked them off while she started up a beat-heavy playlist, something animalistic and hot. Sarah... well, she wasn't a great dancer, but oh, how she tried. She turned her back to me and gave me a look over her shoulder that lit my world on fire. I spat into my hand and lazily stroked my hardening cock as she swayed side to side, raising her hands and bringing them down along her sides. Her fingers slipped under the hem of her sweater, and she started to raise it, showing off just an inch of her tiny tummy before dropping it back down and turning, staring me in the eyes.
Sarah's fingers rose up to her lips, tracing them, giving me a pleading look. One of her fingers slipped in, just to the first knuckle, and she sucked on it for a moment. When she pulled it free, a moan escaped her, and I wasn't entirely sure if it was faked or real. She twirled so her back was to me again, and bent over to put that big ass on full display as she ran her hands up her legs, across her thighs, her hem again. This time when she lifted the sweater, she didn't stop, revealing to me some kind of black bodysuit that looked like a one-piece swimsuit of sorts. The sweater came up and up, past her bared shoulders, up over her head -- and tangled in her twin ponytail pigtails. She grunted something irritable and I snickered, rising up to help her out. She bucked her butt back against my nude cock as I slipped her pigtails under the collar, and I retreated, enjoying the silly, sexy show.



She freed her hair, rolling her head as it spilled down to her shoulder blades. I had to admit, I kinda liked the pigtails, which usually aren't my thing, but this was sexy too, this unabashed naked showing. She undid her pants and bent over again, shimmying her butt as the rest of the bodysuit was revealed to me. My earlier thought that it looked like a swimsuit wasn't all that far off. The sight of her sex pressing against the lacy fabric made me stroke my cock harder and faster. I wanted her. God, did I ever always want my Sarah.
The pants came down to her ankles, and she went to kick them off -- except her footing was terrible, and with a yelp, she crashed sideways. I was up and on my feet again, grateful to hear her cracking up. I dropped to the floor next to her as she pushed herself up onto her elbows, grinning up at me.
"Way to kill the mood, right?" she asked.
"On the contrary," I said, and leaned down to kiss her. I slipped her pants off the rest of the way, and joined her there on the floor, tossing off my shirt as we cuddled and kissed on her thick rug. The bodysuit had a big cut down the front, extending almost to her sex, and I tugged it sideways off one of her big breasts before leaning down and sucking her nipple into my mouth. She cooed at me, and settled back, one arm underneath her head.
This was so different than our first time. Gone was my frenetic need to own her, and in its place was this soft, warm glow. I wanted to make love to her right there, so that's what I did. I helped her out of the rest of the bodysuit, and I took her in my arms, kissing her, sliding my cock against her hip as we made out for a long, languid while, just enjoying the press of each other's lips. Sometime, minutes, hours later, I didn't know and didn't care, she gripped me and guided me to her entrance.
"Make love to me, okay? We can play another time."
I kissed her again, and murmured to her, "Sarah, we could make love any time you want it."
She smiled fondly at me, and closed her eyes as I eased into her. "So good," she whispered. "How do you feel so good?"
I slid a hand under one of her thighs as we joined. Guiding her leg up until her knee was bent near her breast, I kissed her waving ankle before doing the same to her other leg. Like that, I could fill every corner of her so much, and she loved it, immediately arching her back. I kept kissing her ankles and her calves as I began to pull back and slowly drive in, building up an easy rhythm.
When we weren't fighting each other for control, I found out Sarah and I were still fire together. Her porn star body wasn't my focus for once. It was that face, that gorgeous round face, her lips, her dark smoldering eyes, her tiny dot of a nose. I could stare at that face for hours. I wondered what Jenna would look like beside her. Or Yvonne. Or the twins. God, to have them together... the fantasy nearly made me lose control, my cock quickening inside Sarah.
"I love this, baby," she whispered. "I love being your slut, your lover, whatever you need me to be. Take me however you want to."
"You're mine," I said to her, but this time, the words weren't forceful. They were a simple command, and she thrust back against me, agreeing not just with her words, but with her body.
"Yours," she said happily. "Me and Jenna and Yvonne, all yours, all yours."
"Ride me."
We twisted until she was on top. She leaned back, one hand behind her head, one on her ass, and she drove up and down, short, hard bounces that ground her clit and her spot against me. Her big breasts bounced with our lovemaking, one of the most hypnotic sights I've ever witnessed. Our slow pace was beginning to ramp up, the beats providing a tempo we matched with faster and faster thrusts and bounces.
Sarah's eyes squeezed shut and she gasped, "I'm right... I'm right..."
She dropped forward, and I wrapped my arms around her, taking back over again, thrusting up into her as she lost herself to the pleasure. Her hips jolted once, twice, three times and the air exploded out of her as she caught back up to me, laughing some from the intensity of her orgasm. I had her around the waist, fucking up into her, doing the work and fast now. My thighs slapped against hers, and she crushed herself to me, kissing me over and over again as I grunted my need against her mouth.
"Come in me, baby, come in me this time, let me feel it, fill me up..."
"Sarah," I grunted, and came so hard I nearly blacked out, just pouring gallons into her, my cock throbbing and throbbing and throbbing. She slid off me and crawled down my body, taking my aching, still-hard length into her mouth and sucking me clean of both her and myself. She caught me staring and winked up at me, pulling off just long enough to murmur, "Wet pussies need creaming cocks, but so do slutty fucktoy mouths."
"Goddamn," I muttered, and collapsed backwards.
* * *
While I recovered, we made it to her bedroom for the first time. Nice, but small and cramped, especially with her big bed. She retrieved a bottle of lube and a few towels, and we prepared the bed for what was to come. The thought of taking Sarah's ass had a powerful pull over my mind, and I couldn't help touching her, squeezing her, toying with her while I mentally urged my flaccid cock to stir faster.
But we also talked too, and that was nearly as pleasant.
"I was a model. Jenna and I came up in the same online circles," she explained when I asked about her job as a marketing manager for a trendy clothing line. "I was good at it, had a good following. Jenna does a lot of the big brands, but I was more niche, because of my curves. I built up a really solid rapport with the brand I work with now, and as it turned out, I was good at hooking them up with other models in the industry. They tried me on as a social media manager and when that ended up helping their sales a ton, they moved up fast to middle management." She grinned at me. "I figure by the time I'm thirty, CEO sounds pretty good, right?"
"I believe it," I said. "So you and Jenna, you were friends?"
"Yes. Well, back then, acquaintances. But when she found out I was moving to the city to take up a day job, she invited me to check out the neighborhood with her and Yvonne. And that's how we all met. The twins are our new addition to the family."
"I never did get their story."
"Trust fund girls, in college. They'll tell you more. London's got a play this week and Dakota is probably finishing up with volleyball. They didn't have much of a team this year." She shrugged. "I think you're next on their to-be-done list."
"And you're okay with sharing me?"
"God yes. We all are. We've all been looking for... something. I don't quite know how to put my finger on it. Jenna's ex-husband was an obsessive dickhead, and she had a boyfriend after him that just... ugh."
"I heard you kicked one of hers in the nuts. That him?"
Sarah chuckled. "Yeaaaah." She poked me in the stomach. "So you'd better not get any ideas about sleeping around with women who don't give you the code words."
I thought about Morgan. "There's one woman."
Sarah's smile vanished. "Who?"
"My ex-sister-in-law, Morgan. She's married, and we've never done anything with each other, but there's definitely something around the edges. She was... is... more of a mother to Isaac than my ex-wife is." I explained the oddities of my not-quite-relationship with Morgan since the divorce. The awkward moment after Isaac's going away-dinner with Morgan and her husband Douglas. The occasional odd call since then, and most recently her conversations with my son.
"It sounds like you care a lot about her," Sarah said.
"Yes," I said simply. "I do."
Sarah took a deep breath and nodded. "Well... none of us are in a committed, you know, thing with each other-"
"Stop. I care about you too, Sarah. You and Jenna especially. Yvonne too, though she made it pretty clear she's interested in playing the field."
"That's... maybe not quite true anymore," Sarah said. "I've never known her to go a week without a date with a couple different guys, but ever since you moved here, she's not really been out there."
"Wait, what?" I asked.
Sarah nodded. "I think you have that effect on women."
"Why?" I asked. "What the hell did I ever do right to deserve all of you?"
She poked my chest. "Hot dad. Rocking body. You're your own man. You're not some... some child in big people's clothing like so many other guys." Her hand slid further down and squeezed my hardening prick. "You're dangerous when you want to be. You're fucking amazing in bed. And above all else..." She pushed me onto my back and leaned over me to suck down my first few inches before letting me go with a pop. "...you're a good man, Lionel."
"Sarah, the way I treated you-"
"Now it's my turn to tell you to stop. That was all in fun. I mean, I genuinely love being kinda your sub, but the moment you stopped fucking me to go take care of your son? Without a hint of hesitation? That was..." She shivered. "Well, let's just say I really wish I wasn't on the pill right at that moment."
"Come here."
Sarah did, and we kissed some as she took the bottle of lube from me and worked some into her palms. She twisted and sat over my stomach, ass to my face as she gripped my hardening cock. I returned the favor by prying apart her cheeks and drizzling lube down along her bud.
"Seems like just yesterday I was doing this," I said.
"That was Jenna. Wait till you see my ass take your cock."
"I want a picture. Is that all right?"
She turned and grinned at me. "I don't make the rules, remember? I'm yours to do whatever you want."
For that, I squeezed her cheeks and slid a finger down her cleft. "Good. Then I'm taking a photo of my splitting this ass wide open. Of my coming out of your little hole, Sarah."
She shivered and moaned, "God yes."
"Get yourself ready for me, baby," I said. "Put on a show for me."
I reached over and grabbed my camera off the nightstand. We'd taken a few shots together in bed, nothing more revealing than our heads showing, but now I focused on Sarah's ass, first as she placed her palms on her cheeks, then as she leaned forward a bit and spread them wide for me. I zeroed in on her bleached bud and her fingers sliding into her hole. By that point, I was raging hard and ready for things to begin, but she took her time, sliding her slick fingers in and out for long minutes until she was rocking back and forth on my stomach, grinding on me.
"Get on my dick," I told her. "Take me in your ass now, slut."
Sarah moaned, and scooted down my body. She gripped my cock and guided it to her entrance. I took another picture like that, my tip looking like it could never fit inside her butt. However, when she guided me in, her ass was more accepting than Jenna's.
"Fuck," I moaned as she leaned back, my cock spreading her wide. I took one more photograph and squeezed her ass. Whereas Jenna could only take an inch or so of me, Sarah took plenty, two, three inches at least. And that was right off the bat. Already she was relaxing and rocking, stuffed full but not so full that she was showing any signs of discomfort.
As Sarah rocked back against my cock, I noticed her hands weren't in view. "Are you playing with yourself, slut?"
"Uh huh. Full... Jesus, so full..."
She leaned back, one hand resting on the bed, the other staying at her pussy. Her hair draped across my chest, one more sensation I fucking loved. She rose and fell and rocked, never quite doing the same thing twice, experiencing everything.
"You've got me deep," I groaned, starting to thrust back up at her. I dropped the phone beside me and gripped her waist for purchase.
"So... deep!" she agreed frantically. "In my ass! Fucking me in my ass!"
What a show it was. Her big ass rippled with ever hard drop. This was no gentle fucking like with Jenna. This was hardcore, nasty shit, both of us panting and grunting obscenities seemingly with every thrust. I had to look into her eyes, had to see her, and so I told her to spin around and pull off me for a second. Sarah hurried to obey and I got up on my knees, patting my thighs for us to get into the lotus position. She practically dropped back down on my dick, and on our second attempt, I guided myself up into her.
This, she loved. Face to face with me, me on my knees, her riding my lap with my cock buried deep in that tight ass. I loved it too, sucking at her tits, grabbing her ass, squeezing, taking.
"Camera," she moaned, "I'm gonna come so fucking hard and I want a pi-picture of it..."
I snatched it up and gave it to her. She took shot after shot of us together, my head buried against her tits, her with hers thrown back, us kissing, us whipping our tongues together in a lewd show for the pictures. I felt like a goddamn porn star and I loved it. I wondered if I could talk one of the others into filming us together, and I knew the answer to that immediately. Of course they would.
Fuck... what about all three of us together?
And the twins... all five?
The fantasy sent me into a frenzy and I bounced Sarah on my cock. "Imagine them with us, Sarah," I grunted. She moaned wordlessly, riding me, her mouth wide open and eyes fluttering. She was gone, her crest right there and she wasn't going to come down for a long, long time. "Imagine it's the five of you with me. Imagine me fucking your ass from behind while Jenna's licking your pussy." She thrashed on me, breasts bouncing up and down. I gripped one and sucked the nipple for a long moment, letting it go with an audible pop. "Imagine riding Yvonne's face, licking her pussy while I've got this dick in your ass."
"Fuck!" Sarah yelped. "Oh fuck, oh fuck oh fuck!"
"Imagine it's the twins sucking your tits while I'm pounding you."
"Com-ING!" she screamed.
She'd come too hard earlier to do much more than thrash on me, but I could feel her body contract and release, contract and release. It never really let up. I kept fucking her and she stayed locked in like that, her feet kicking, her ass bouncing, her fingers driving so hard into my back and sides she left scratches. She plunged her mouth down onto mine, and I shoved her backwards until she was on her back again, lifting her ass up and fucking her harder than I'd ever fucked any woman in the ass.
"My slut," I growled into her ear.
"Yes!" she howled. "Your slut, your slut, your dirty ass slut, I want them, I want them, I want them to fuck ME!"
I grabbed her legs and held them up. Way up. I was driving down into her ass now, my cock a blur inside her. Jenna could have never taken me like this. Her body just wasn't made for it. Sarah could. Sarah was my fuck toy. My fantasies made flesh.
In one last desperate act before my animal instincts took over, I grabbed the camera one last time and aimed it at the connection of our bodies just moments before I plunged deep one last time. I came in her, and came, and came. I held onto one of her legs as I slowly eased out of her, my cock making wet squelches until I popped free and she gushed my come all over the towels.
Snap. Snap. Snap.
I guided her back down to the bed. She mewled something, her hand going under her ass, and I got the idea without her able to make words. I guided her onto her side and soothed her with slow, gentle strokes on her lower back and her cheeks. Sarah couldn't relax for a long time, but when she did, I disappeared into the bathroom and came back to clean her with gentle, easy strokes. She held me afterwards and cried, both from a little bit of the pain of the rough ass fucking but also from the sheer pleasure of it.
"God," she croaked. "If that Morgan knew you fucked like this, she'd be on the next flight. You're never going to be rid of me."
And I never wanted to be.
* * *
We woke early. Sarah was far too sore to even fool around, and I helped her into the bathroom for a second shower of the last seven or so hours. She clung to me in there, and we kissed and rocked together under the showerhead.
"I'm sorry I got so intense," I told her.
"Never. Ever. Apologize for that," she told me. "Best sex of my life. I swear to God."
"Good," I said, chuckling. "Want to go with me and Isaac to breakfast? My treat."
"Mm, don't take this the wrong way, but all I want to do is crawl back into bed, rest on my side, and watch movies all day."
I gave the slope of one of her breasts a kiss. "Seems like a good plan to me. One of these days we'll have to do it together."
"Lionel?"
"Hm?"
She looked up at me. "I'm glad you're here on the block. And not just for the sex."
"Me too."
I left her house ten minutes later, feeling like I could run a marathon. Sex with both Jenna and Sarah had been utterly fantastic. I knew things with Jenna were temporary, but with Sarah, I began to hope I had found a potential long-term partner. It was way too early to be thinking like that yet -- we barely knew each other's histories, and God knew in this day and age even the slightest political difference might end in pistols at dawn. But the groundwork was definitely there.
And what was that errant comment about Yvonne? That she was maybe settling in for me too? The pair of them, potentially together with me? They'd drain me dry in a week and I'd go to my grave with a shit-eating smile.
My phone rang. I shifted my umbrella to the other arm -- it was a warmer morning but the rain was coming harder and harder -- and grinned when I saw the name.
"Hey Morgan."
"What are you doing, you asshole?"
That stopped me cold. "What?"
"I was just talking to Isaac on my way to work. He told me you had dinner with one woman a couple nights ago, and then you turn around and cheat on her a freaking day later with another?"
"Chea-?"
"You know, you are a real goddamn inspiration. I mean it. Showing Isaac real early how to give the middle finger to women all over."
"Morgan-"
"Don't. Don't you say a word. You know, I thought..." She chuckled with a raw, jagged edge to it. "I thought maybe between you and Tina, you were the one being screwed over. And she's my sister. My best friend. What did you do? Did you cheat on her too?"
"Never."
"Well... well..."
"Are you done?" I asked her calmly, grinning.
Morgan huffed, and snarled, "Yeah, I'm fucking done. Asshole."
"I-"
"Dickhead."
"I wasn't-"
"Shitstain."
I counted to three, and started again, "They both knew."
"Bastard. Wait. What do you mean, they knew?"
"Jenna and Sarah are both very much aware of the fact that I am fucking each of them into multiple screaming orgasms. Yvonne too."
"Yv... who's Yvonne?" A pause, then, "Wait. Wait! You're sleeping with three women?"
"Yeah."
"And they... like, at once? An... an orgy?"
"Not yet, but I'm sure hoping it's headed that way. They're all very interested in each other. It's like a goddamn porno wet dream in this neighborhood."
Another lengthy pause. "You're putting me on. You told Isaac something, and this is some kind of joke."
"I have proof of last night. I don't have proof with Jenna or Yvonne, but I'd sure be happy to provide what I have and get."
Boy, these pauses were sure adding up to a lot of time spent on this sidewalk. I nodded and smiled at an acquaintance I knew as they slow-rolled by.
"You... got proof... like a picture? Never mind. I don't... I... I don't..." Morgan sucked in a great big breath. "You... do you... is this healthy? For Isaac?"
"I don't know what's healthy for him. But I'm trying to figure that out. Sarah was great with him. Jenna too. Jenna's complicated and things there probably aren't going to last long-term, but in the meantime, she's polite and sweet to Isaac and that's all I care about. And by the way? I'm the one raising Isaac. I'm trying to do my best here and be happy at the same time. Does he seem abused? Does he seem like he's miserable?"



"No, but-"
"Then I'm hanging up, Morgan. Because I appreciate you calling and helping him with his temper and checking up on him, but you do not get to dictate what happens with my love life. Not when we're not a couple."
One final pause. "What... does that mean?"
"You know what it means."
"I..." A sharp intake of breath. "I... you can't... Douglas..."
"Talk to you later, Morgan. Tonight I think I'll sleep with Yvonne. Oh, and by the way? Might be sleeping with twins, too. Twins."
"You-"
I hung up. And then I nearly ran into the bushes of the nearest house, my guts rising up. I'd nearly said the words I wanted to.
I almost told Morgan I loved her.
* * *
Oh, you thought that was the end of this chapter? I said this was the start of the tradition of the five dinners, motherfucker. We aren't even halfway there yet, and we're not ending this one on a downer. Far, far from it.
The Ayers offered up breakfast, and the smell of the peppery gravy Christy was cooking was too rich to ignore. I kept myself to one plate, but after the last couple nights, I was ravenous. While we finished up, they gave me a laundry list of kids, teenagers, and college students they knew who babysat, though they wouldn't let slip the name of their own preferred one.
"Sorry, dude," Garth said, sliding a slice of bacon through the gravy left on his plate. "Parental safeguarding one-oh-one. We're not giving up our date nights in case you hire her out from underneath us."
"I get it completely. Had a girl once whose name I wouldn't have given out for the world. She actually cooked for Isaac. If we had a last-minute thing? No problem for her. I swear, I think she was an alien."
Back home, I got in a workout with Isaac. His continued silent determination to become more of a guy's guy still amused me, but he was going to genuinely hurt himself if he wasn't careful around my weights. So I showed him some basics with the lightest ones. Keeping the focus on him meant it wasn't much of a workout, but that was okay. Anything he wanted to learn that I could teach him, I was happy to try. We finished up a half an hour later, and I joined him upstairs for a quick video game session before I remembered to call Yvonne.
When she picked up, she sounded amused. "Hey stud. I hear you've been busy spelunking some new depths. Am I next?"
I chuckled and sprawled out on the couch, pleasantly exhausted. "I sure didn't mean to make you feel like you're third in line, if that's what you're implying."
"Nah. Wouldn't have been the best time for me anyways, if you know what I mean."
"I do. All clear now?"
"Oh yes."
"Good. I was thinking I'd make you dinner tonight," I said.
"Is that Yvonne?" Isaac asked, pausing his game. I nodded and he grinned. "What about bowling?"
I gave him a thumbs-up. "Hey, scratch that. Isaac just had a great idea. How about the three of us go bowling? I'll try to arrange for a sitter afterwards so you and I can have some alone time."
"I want to hang out too," Isaac said.
I held up a finger and he pouted. Yvonne said, "That sounds great, actually. Had a couple I thought was on the line for sure with a condo, and they backed off at the last minute. I need to throw heavy things at lighter things and maybe drink a beer or ten."
We talked for a few minutes more, then I hung up. Isaac looked on the verge of a full-blown meltdown, no doubt brought on by a late night of video games. I patted the couch, but no dice.
"Remember what we talked about? With me getting back out and dating? This is me trying, Isaac. There's going to be a night or two each week when I might not be around. I know that sucks and you want to get to know my friends too. I promise you, the good ones, you will. So can you keep on keeping on?"
His stormy expression didn't exactly dissipate, but he at least agreed, and settled back in to play his game. I began the yawn-inducing babysitter crawl through the list of names, and finally came up with one, a college junior who charged an arm and a leg with this short notice, but who also provided me with an email listing her references. I called up a few of the parents just to make sure she was decent, and all of them had nothing but glowing praise, apart from one mom who called her mostly "okay" with a sniff. When I tried to press for more, she said, "Your wife had just better look out, that's all."
Now that was interesting, but I was too tired to ponder it. I had a thought, and after I hung up with the irate mother, I called London. Immediately I winced. Did college kids even answer the phone? Was she in class? Was I obsessing too much and this was likely to go to voicemail?
But no, she picked up. "Hello?"
"Hey, London? This is Lionel. Ah, from down the block."
A short, throaty chuckle. "I know who you are. We've been hoping you'd call."
"Do you have a minute to talk?"
"Sure. Just got done with class. Sitting out on the stoop, liking the rain."
Nothing ventured, nothing gained, I told myself. Then again, I didn't exactly think I had to fish hard for these two, given that they'd been the ones to come onto me. "First off, I've been doing a round of date nights this week."
"Mm, we heard." Lower, she murmured, "We're all part of a group chat, and you're the focus pretty often, you know."
"I... didn't. Flattered, though. So. Ah, if you'd like, I'd love to take you out to dinner sometime. Tomorrow, maybe, or the night after?"
"Is that a me or both of us?"
"If it's all the same to you," I said, "I'd love to take you out one by one. Get to know you a bit."
"Huh. Most guys would have thrown in a line to get the both of us. Not that we'd say no, but classy move, Lionel. All right, absolutely. I have a play tomorrow night, and Dakota has a game the night after. So how about her tomorrow night, and me the night after?"
"Here's an idea," I said. "I'd like for my son to be there, and I don't think he's ever seen a live play. Want to be my date to your sister's game, and she could be my date to your play?"
"Ooh, now there's an idea. I like it. Maybe dinner or drinks another time."
"Perfect. Text me the details on the times and we'll work it out," I said. "But I had one more question for you. I'm trying to find a babysitter for tonight and I was given a name. Jessica Nakamura?"
"Jessica!" London said with real delight. "Did you get the name from Christy?"
"And Garth, yeah."
"Aw, we set them up with Jessie once upon a time. Yes, hire her. Are you going to sleep with her too?"
"I... hadn't given it any thought. I haven't even met her. Or seen her picture. Or... well, anything, really."
"Oh, yup, yup yup yup. You are going to sleep with Jessica. She's... oooh, Lionel. Wait till you see her."
"She can't be half as beautiful as you and your sister."
"Aw... but hey, I need to get going. Cannot wait to see you. Mm, the things the other girls on the block told us... yum."
I chuckled. "See you on stage tomorrow. Break a leg, right?"
"That's it. Byeeee!"
I hung up, and stared at the phone. Great. Another potential hook-up to add to the list. My dance card wasn't just filling up. It was overflowing.
* * *
Bowling was great. It's a universally great date night activity because good or bad, you're having fun. Gone too was the stress of worrying about how Isaac and my date were going to get on, because he and Yvonne knew each other well by that point. Watching them together made me realize right now, Yvonne was far and away the most natural pick to be in his life. Jenna obviously had issues with potential motherhood, and was stilted around Isaac, even if they got on okay. Sarah was good with him, but Isaac was more than a little timid around her, even if -- or probably because -- he had a crush on her.
But Yvonne and him got on like old friends. She warned us she was awful, and she was, but it led to a lot of ribbing. When Isaac rolled an occasional gutter ball, she gave it right back, crowing and strutting as he grinned and played it off. We'd talked some about dinner afterwards but when Isaac saw the menu at the attached bar and grill, he wanted nachos, and Yvonne was more than game. They split a big order between them while I watched, amused and falling just the tiniest bit in love like I had the last two nights with Jenna and Sarah. And like both the nights before, it was a great night. A date for the record books.
That thought left me even more confused, in a dazed, pleasant way. I was going to need to do more research. More dating. I thought after this week I'd have a better idea as to who would be my pick for a long-term girlfriend but they were all solid. The thought of making this a habit, a few dates a week with Isaac around, began to form. Add to that maybe a night or two every week when I hired a sitter for some grown-up time with one or two of my beautiful neighbors, and I felt pretty good about the potential of doing this long-term, if everyone was interested.
We finished up bowling, and on the way home, I gave the babysitter for the night a call. She was ready to go, and would meet us back at my place. Yvonne came in with us, and we settled in for a few minutes while Isaac started up a game. He wanted Yvonne to play with her, but the sitter arrived right about then and I hopped up to answer the door.
Jesus, but London was right. Given half a chance, I was going to bury my dick in Jessica Nakamura.
Half-Japanese, she had this sort of delicate cross between beauty and sexiness I craved immediately. An oval face leading to a dainty chin. Long, dark lashes that drew all the attention to her equally dark eyes. Silky long black hair I wanted to grip while she was giving me a blowjob. She was as short as Sarah, but where Sarah's proportions were almost absurd, Jessica had almost no butt to speak of, but plentiful breasts that gave her a little extra wow factor.
She was dressed in simple jeans, a white tee, and a tan cardigan, a simple, playful look I liked immensely. I welcomed her in, and called for Isaac. He set aside his controller and bounced to his feet. Yvonne came out too, and wrapped an arm around me while we introduced ourselves. Now that was interesting. Yvonne seemed like she was staking her claim. Hm.
When Isaac asked Jessica shyly if she liked Fortnite, Jessica's grin widened. "Oh yes," she said. "It's huge on campus. I gotta warn you, I'm gonna show you up."
"No way," Isaac said, already tugging her along behind him. Jessica gave us a wide grin.
"We'll be fine," she called behind her. "See you two soon."
Outside, as we loaded up, I stared at the house, and Yvonne said, "You know, if you want to just go back in there and bend her over the bed, I could watch Isaac for a while."
I thought she was angry, but when I glanced at her, she was grinning. "Don't think I didn't notice your little territorial grab."
"Whaaat?" she asked. "I didn't. I would never." She reached over and groped my cock through my jeans. "My dick."
We agreed this date I'd pick where we went, and Yvonne wanted it to be a surprise. I had been wanting to check out a mile-long popular stretch of a walking trail next to the city's river. A few food trucks and vendors set up shop at the parking lot, so we could walk, eat, and talk all at once. And just as the forecaster predicted, the rain let off, leaving to a pleasantly cool evening.
Yvonne nibbled on a bag of kettle corn while I went for crème-filled donut bites, powdered in sugar. "This was a good choice," she said as we walked. She had a wistful smile on her face as we looked out over the water. "My first date was here."
"Yeah?" I asked. "How old were you?"
"Oh... young," she said. "He was eighteen, I was fifteen. My parents hated him, so of course I was madly in love." She chuckled. "Back then, there were no food trucks or vendors, and the chemical plants were still up and running. It stunk. Every so often he'd apologize until I finally told him to shut up and kiss me."
I held out one of my donut bites and she took it with her lips, eyeing me with that twinkle in her eyes I loved so much. She bit down and moaned emphatically. I shivered and we kept on.
"What was your first date?" she asked me.
I thought about that. "Hm. Took a girl to a movie when I was... twelve? Thirteen? I didn't know how much cologne to use so I sprayed myself down. I reeked so bad my mom took me outside and hosed me off."
That drew a laugh out of her and we shared stories like that for a while, keeping the mood light, until finally I asked, "Yvonne."
"Hm?"
"Jenna and Sarah told me something. Something I wanted to ask you about."
"Sure."
I stopped her and she stared up at me, the good humor in her eyes gone. I leaned down and kissed her gently, my fingers at her chin. She sighed softly against my mouth, and when we pulled apart, she whispered, "Your fingers are all covered in sugar."
"Sorry."
She took them, and as I watched, her lips parted. She sucked down my digits, bathing them with her tongue, I stiffened immediately, and glanced around. No one was close, but there were people in the distance. Slowly she let me go, and we linked arms.
Yvonne said quietly, "You want to know why I quit dating other guys when I met you."
"You knew?"
She nodded. "The five of us, we really do share everything, Lionel. You should know that. We're tired of jerks and boys and all the other garbage floating in the dating river. We're happy to share you, so long as we're all playing by the same rules."
"And you not dating anyone..."
"I care for you." She glanced up at me. "We all do. The twins will too."
"Then I need to be honest with you. Jenna probably told you about Morgan."
Yvonne drew a deep breath and let it out slowly, finally nodding. "Yes. And if it comes down to it, we won't stop you."
"She's married and five states away."
Yvonne drew closer to me and rested her head on my shoulder. "I don't think you know how magnetic you are. It's not just the sex. You're a force of nature and I don't know why."
"She's just... when I think of Isaac with anyone, it's her," I said. "I hope that comes to mean all of you too, but I've known Morgan for so long."
"I understand. There are roots there."
"Roots I'm trying to build with all of you. Even Jenna. But I know she's... temporary at least for me and Isaac. I won't push her."
Yvonne nodded. "I respect her in a lot of ways. She knows who she is better than most people I've ever met."
"Mm. In any case, I was thinking earlier we make these date nights a regular thing, as regular as we can with such a big group. Four, five nights a week, one of you, me, and Isaac do dinner or lunch, or just go for a walk or something. He has to be my priority in this, and I can't have a dating life pretending he's not. I want him to be comfortable. And I know that's going to mean some nights when I just can't break away for some intimacy with any of you. I hope you're okay with that. All of you."
"We get it," Yvonne said. "It's part of what makes you so attractive."
We started walking again. "But tonight isn't just about me," I said. "I want to know everything about you."
"Everything, huh?" Yvonne asked.
We talked for a good hour, just back and forth banter and getting to know you stuff that really hadn't come up yet. She talked some about her family in Agramonte, and growing up in the city. About too leaving it for North Dakota, of all places.
"I wanted to be as far away from the world as I could for a year or two," she said. "And that seemed like the place. But it was lonely, and the dating scene was less than ideal. My boyfriend dealt meth, something he kinda forgot to mention to me until one day he was calling me crying from jail asking for bail money." She poked me in the ribs. "You're not a crackhead, are you?"
"Me, no. Isaac, can't keep him away from the cocaine."
Yvonne laughed and tugged my arm to a stop. She leaned up and kissed my chin. "Take me home," she whispered. "I can't stand waiting any longer."
So I did. And good timing, too. The rain started up again, soft this time, a nice mellow background to lovemaking. I'd never actually been to Yvonne's big Country-styled house, with its wraparound porch and gorgeous columns. It was to become my favorite of all our houses, even mine. But that night, I didn't really get a good look at it. I was too busy chasing Yvonne inside as she laughed and yelped at me pinching her ass or squeezing a boob. We barely made it inside before we were pulling our clothes free. She grabbed my hand and took me up a flight of stairs to a master bedroom, walking backwards, watching my eyes on her perky breasts.
I feasted on those first when we crashed onto the bed, my hands all over her while I sucked and licked her nipples. Her hands slipped between her thighs in seconds and she teased herself for me, moaning. My lips traced her skin lower and lower until I was between her legs, lapping at her pussy while she still played. She writhed above me, already responding to my every breath, my every lick, my every caress. Her hand flicked away only for a minute to rummage through a nightstand for an assortment of things she spilled on the bed -- lube, a finger vibe, a small dildo.
"I really hope that's for you and not me," I said.
She burst out laughing. "I like to be, mm, double penetrated when I've got it in the butt," she said, blushing.
"However you like it, I'm happy to help," I said, and resumed eating her out. The toys on the bed gave me some ideas, though, and soon I had her on her hands and knees while I grabbed the finger vibe. Yvonne glanced over her shoulder at me as I slipped it onto my pinky and turned it on. I dipped my mouth against her pussy again but this time I brought my hand around.
"Oh... that's the best idea," she moaned as my pinky slid across her clit. "Holy fuck, that's going to make me come so hard."
"Good," I said against her pussy. I was on the clock. In another forty-five minutes I had to be home to see to Isaac and the babysitter. But give a man like me forty-five minutes, and I can do a hell of a lot. I didn't waste time teasing Yvonne. I wanted her coming and coming and coming. The trick was to not apply too much pressure to her clit or she'd just grow numb to the pleasure. Same with too much of a rhythm. So I tried to keep my tongue and my pinky independent of each other, teasing her folds while errantly tapping or brushing her clit with the finger vibe. Her mound and her thighs were super sensitive too, so I made sure to tease those areas plenty as well.
In minutes, I had Yvonne rocking back at me, trying to get more of my tongue in her pussy. She barely noticed as I grabbed the lube. She wanted double penetration? How about three sensations all at once? I lubed up two of my fingers, and without much warning, I slid them around the rim of her asshole. She went fucking insane for it.
"NEeerugh, puss... ass... fuck... LIONEL!" she gasped. I'd barely begun to tease her asshole and already she was coming. I had to have her. I didn't want to wait any longer.
I rose up and wiped my mouth clean of her. In seconds I had the lube in hand again and I stroked my dick until it gleamed with it. She glanced over her shoulder at me as I pressed my tip to her bud, and she grabbed at the dildo. The angle was all wrong and Yvonne lost her balance, crashing onto her side. I decided to roll with it and hurried up the bed behind her, wrapping my hand with the vibe underneath one side while I put my cock back at herc left. On our sides, spooning, I slid my dick into Yvonne's terrifically tight ass, and her leg rose and kicked backwards, ending up twining by mine.
"Nnngh, fuck, oh fuck, so tight in me, so tight, slow, baby, slow," she whined.
"I'll be careful with you, I promise," I said, and kissed her shoulder. In fact, I barely went deeper than that. She said she liked to be double stuffed so that's what I focused on. My hand was still plenty slick from the lube so I grabbed the dildo by its head and coated its tip before bringing it to her pussy. She thrashed with pleasure as I slid it in, driving it far deeper than my cock in her ass. I brought the vibe back to her clit and began to rock the dildo in and out of her.



I think I damn near killed her. Every inch of Yvonne reacted like she was being electrocuted. She stiffened. She relaxed. She jittered. She babbled. She thrashed. She drove back at the dildo. She tried to get away from the dildo.
"FUCK! OH FUCKING... FUCK!" she finally screamed, so high and so piercing I nearly dropped the toys to cover my ears. Yvonne came. And came. And came.
All in all, only maybe fifteen minutes had passed since we fell into bed before she was begging me no more. Her body could not take the stimulation. I hurried off the vibe, slipped the dildo out of her, and started to pull back until she grabbed my dick behind her.
"That..." she croaked, "...stays. Until you've... come in... me."
"Yvonne, I don't think-"
"Don't you play the nice guy. Not now. I want it like you gave them. I want your c-come in my ass."
We moved together, her on her stomach again, me planking over her, my tip just barely in her ass. Yvonne rested with her head to one side, watching me through half-lidded eyes as I rocked the inch or so of my cock inside her a little deeper. It was that sight even more than the feel of her tight ring around me that set me off fast, that fucked-too-good look. I flooded her ass with my warmth, pumping, pumping, pumping. When I'd finished, I was far less exhausted than I'd been with Jenna or Sarah, but still as deeply satisfied. Again, like them, I went into the bathroom to bring out what I needed to clean Yvonne up, and by the time I came back, she was curled up on her side, her breath evening out.
Gently I tended to her, and she mumbled my name, her hand reaching for me. I took it and held it for a while, nearly longer than we'd fucked, and eventually leaned over to kiss her cheek. I got her under the blankets, and turned out the lights before I left to go see to my son and the babysitter.
* * *
I wasn't sure what to expect for the play, so I went for casual-dressy. Slacks, a long sleeve button down, and a sport coat I hoped weren't too ostentatious for a college aged crowd. But as it turned out, the audience to London's play was comprised mostly of townies, not college kids, and I was fairly spot-on with how I was dressed.
Isaac was dressed pretty snazzy too, in a turtleneck sweater I hadn't really thought much of as dressy until Morgan told him that's what he should wear that night. She and I hadn't spoken, and wouldn't for a while, but she was still adamant about calling Isaac, and that's what mattered most to me. I let him wear a spritz of my cologne, and we'd spent ten minutes styling his hair. He was going to turn into a bathroom hog, so I was grateful we each had one, plus the guest bathroom downstairs.
"Hey you two!" Dakota called to me through a throng of people. She was dressed in a shimmery top that clung to her skinny frame without revealing too much, but it was the skirt that drew my eye. It showed off her tanned legs nearly to her thigh, and I wanted nothing more than to know what she had on underneath it, if anything. The platform shoes she wore with the outfit added inches to her and made her calves really work.
I kissed her on the cheek, and Isaac gaped up at us both. "Her too?" he exclaimed.
"Yeaaah," I said, rubbing the back of my head.
"Your dad's preeeetty cute," Dakota said.
"You look beautiful," I told her.
"Thanks!" She grinned down at Isaac. "And you look super handsome too. Isaac, right?"
"Uh huh," he said, clearly in love for the fourth time that week.
"This is Dakota," I said. "Her sister London's going to be in the play tonight."
"I've never seen a play," he said. "I'm kind of excited."
"They didn't have you act in any in school?" Dakota asked as she dug out her phone.
"It's not the same," Isaac said.
"That it isn't. Excuse me just a second while I shut this off. Do you have a cell phone?"
"Yeah. Dad made me turn it off in the parking lot."
"Good thinking," Dakota said. She tapped out a message and turned it off. "Well, then, shall we?"
We found our seats, Isaac sitting to my right, Dakota to my left. A few of her college friends wandered by, and she made a point of taking my hand. I felt like a piece of meat being put on display, but I have to admit, it felt pretty fucking great. There were some intensely attractive hotties checking me out. If I got up to much on campus with either one of the twins, I had to remind myself to find out ages because some of these women looked barely legal.
As the house speakers came on and announced the show would be starting soon and everyone should find their seats, Dakota leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Go to the bathroom at intermission and check your messages."
I was mystified, but nodded.
I'm not really one for theater, but it wasn't like pulling teeth or anything. I generally enjoyed the few plays I'd seen throughout the years. So I was pleasantly surprised to find myself drawn into the performance that night, and not just because London was genuinely great as an East Texan helping her brother through a string of funny series of crises in his life. It was a curious mix of dramatic and comedic, and tugged me all over the place emotionally.
I looked over a few times at Isaac, who seemed interested but at times looked a little dazed. There was enough physical humor to make him laugh more than a few times, and at intermission, when everyone clapped, he joined in.
Outside, in the cool evening air, Dakota asked him, "What do you think?"
"I don't understand a lot of it," he said. "But it's really neat how you kinda forget it's not on TV. And your sister's really good."
"She'll love hearing that," Dakota said.
I said, "Need to go to the bathroom, bud?"
"Dad," he said pointedly.
"I was just asking." He sighed, and Dakota giggled. "Well, if you don't need to go, I'm going to make a run in there. Dakota, excuse me for a minute?"
She introduced Isaac to another friend of hers while I hurried away, already digging out my phone. I did need to use the facilities, and did while my phone chirped a few times with messages. I glanced at it after I'd washed my hands and stepped out into the theater's hallway again.
"Holy..." I breathed.
-L & I had wicked idea. U r not my date tonight. U r hers. After the show, I will walk you backstage. I'll go with Isaac to get an ice cream and u 2 can "talk." Have fun. ;) and can't wait for u 2 do the same 2 me tomorrow-
The second message read:
-BTW... wet pussies need creaming cocks. That's from both of us-
* * *
I didn't pay attention to a word of the play after that. Dakota sat there with a smirk the rest of the time, occasionally brushing my elbow with hers or playing footsies with me. When the curtains closed for the last time and the audience rose and clapped again, Isaac nudged me.
"You okay, Dad?"
"Uh. Yeah. Good... good play."
We made it to the hallway. Isaac ran into the bathroom while Dakota and I waited against the wall nearby. She was on me the second the door closed behind him, grabbing my ass and kissing me with insistent need. "Fuck, I wish it was me tonight," she gasped.
"You're done with volleyball soon, right?" I asked her, ignoring the looks we were getting.
She nodded. "Tomorrow's the last game." The look she gave me set my heart pounding. "Then I'm all yours. Both of us will be." Into my ear, she whispered, "We'll be your weekend sluts."
"Fuck," I growled. She pressed something into my hand -- a tiny bottle of lube. The bathroom door opened and we both jumped as Isaac reemerged. I turned to him, grinning. "Hey bud. You want to meet the cast? And London?"
"Sure!" He gave me a curious look. "Is she going to be your girlfriend too?"
"Is she?" Dakota asked me, giving me an impish grin.
"Uh... I think so."
At this point, I wondered if there were any women that weren't.
Further down the hall, side doors to the theater opened wide, and the twin lines of people on either side clapped as the cast emerged, dressed in their street clothes and free of their stage makeup. London was one of the last, cheeks glowing. She scanned the faces in the crowd and settled on us, smiling wide. She hurried through the crowd, trying to be polite about the men and women telling her she did a good job, laughing off another actress's grab at her. She joined us, and I kissed her cheek as I had her sister.
"You were terrific," I said.
"You really were," Dakota agreed.
"Uh huh!" Isaac said enthusiastically.
"Well, thank you all," London said, taking a tiny bow. She was dressed much like her sister -- short skirt, shimmery blouse in a color that could best be described as eggshell. The lights and stage left her red-cheeked, but it kinda reminded me of a freshly-fucked glow. I don't know, my brain always goes to sex. She held out a hand for Isaac. "And it's so nice to finally meet you. I'm sorry we didn't get a chance to say hello at your party. You're Isaac, right?"
"And you're London?"
She nodded, smiling. Dakota stepped in, and rested a hand on Isaac's shoulder. "Say, Isaac, think we can give London and your dad some alone time? There's a place just off campus that has the best ice cream and brownies."
Brownies. The word set something off in my mind and my imagination kicked in. For a brief, terrible moment I imagined her taking him for pot brownies, as wildly illogical as that was. Isaac said yes, but before Dakota guided him away, I took her arm and leaned in to murmur, "Please. Be careful with him. He's my life."
She surprised me with a long, soft kiss, and cupped my cheek. "I know. It's why all of us like you so much. Don't worry. It's completely safe, and I'll make sure he buckles up and everything. We'll wait for you there. Okay?"
I nodded and we kissed again, briefer this time. I squeezed Isaac's shoulder and dug out a twenty. "Treat Dakota, okay?"
"Okay!"
I watched them go, and London looped her arm through mine. Into my ear, she murmured, "Okay. You could melt an ice cube in my panties right now in about a second. The good dad thing is such a fucking turn-on."
Into hers, I replied, "Show me."
She glanced around, and with that, we raced through the crowd again, backstage, and to the women's dressing room.
* * *
We weren't alone, but London didn't care. I turned my head long enough to glance at them, but London grabbed my cheeks with both hands and returned my focus to her. "They're old enough to watch," she growled, and I was on her, pushing her back towards the dressing table, jerking the skirt up. I gave zero fucks at that point about decency or delaying things. I wanted London. I was going to have her, now.
The two women giggled nervously as I jerked London's bikini briefs down. Their giggles died when she hopped up on the dressing table and I cupped her naked sex. London was slick and ready and I plunged two fingers into her as she hurried her blouse off. With my free hand I reached behind her and unclasped her bra, leaving her dainty breasts naked for our watchers. They whispered to each other and I thought they'd leave, but instead they stepped closer, watching us in the dressing table's mirror. London grinned before I brushed her clit with my calloused thumb, and her smile changed to a moan in a heartbeat.
I fingerfucked her faster than I had with any woman before. I didn't know why I was so incensed, except that I was finally taking one of the twins. Over my shoulder, I snarled, "I'm going to take her ass after I fuck her cunt. If you're going to stick around, I want those panties on the floor. Give her a show."
"Who are you?" one of them asked, and I turned my attention completely back to London.
My newest girlfriend leaned forward, her chin on my shoulder, and she gasped, "He's our neighborhood fuck stick."
"And what are you?" I growled into her ear, fingering her harder and faster. Christ, she was going to leave a puddle on the table.
"I'm your... your... nnnnngh... I'm his."
"You're my what?" I asked, dragging my thumb over her sensitive clit.
"I'm his... I'm his..." She leaned back, eyes rolling up in her head, her mouth agape. "SLUT!" she wailed. "I'm his slut! I'm his horny little college slut!"
I jerked my fingers out of her and undid my pants, dropping them. The two women stepped around, staring at my throbbing dick.
"Oh my God," one of the other girls whispered.
"He's..."
I grabbed London's thighs and spread her wide. Then, without a moment of hesitation, I speared her delicate pussy and punched my cock into her as far as it could possibly go. Her eyes, already wide, bulged, and she yelped, "Oh, fuck!"
I crushed my lips to hers to keep her quiet. Someone said something outside the changing room and I heard faint giggles. London's feet kicked against the back of my legs as I began to pull out and push back in. She was tight, unbelievably tight, and her pussy made such a lewd suckling noise around me that the young women watching us burst out in nervous laughter. But they didn't leave, and in the mirror, I watched them look at each other. One, a petite redhead, shrugged and grinned. The other, a sultry blonde, licked her lips, and whispered, "Yeah. Okay. Yeah. Why not?"
One slid up her skirt. The other undid her pants. And like I'd spoken some spell, their panties came down, and they began to play with themselves as I fucked London so hard it was rattling the makeup on the table. My newest blonde toy bounced against me with every hard thrust, looking over my shoulder, watching her two friends. Someone else came in, stopped, and backed away slowly, a hand at her mouth. She whispered frantically to more friends, and soon we had a peep show going on. Still I didn't care, and not once did London ever give me a hint she wanted me to stop.
"Nnnnnuh nnnnuh, fucking, fucking deep, deep, so fucking deep," she moaned, scratching at my back and my neck.
"Your pussy's so goddamn tight," I grunted. "I can't wait to take your sister too."
Gasps at that, audible gasps, and London blushed. She nibbled at my neck as her head came up and down with every hard thrust.
"Wanna... wanna... see you... two..."
"You will," I promised her. "Tonight's about you, though. Tonight I'm making you come and come and come."
"Yes, come, come, com-coming!" she gasped, and thrust backwards so hard she hit the mirror. I thought she might have cracked the thing or whacked her head but neither happened. Her hips bucked again and again and she came. Unlike my other lovers she wasn't so wet when she did, but the jerks of her hips and the sharp intake of breath were all the signs I needed.
I yanked out of her and she dropped to her knees. That wasn't what I meant to happen but I let her suck me down anyways, taking my slick cock between her lips, tasting herself on me. I grinned at the two women in the mirror with their fingers in their pussies. The redhead was damn near fisting herself, she had so many up inside her. They knew they were being watched, and the blonde leaned over, kissing the redhead's neck. This was, I thought, their first time doing such a thing, because the redhead jerked away and looked at her friend in shock before she pulled the blonde to a wall and they started to seriously make out, wrapping their arms around each other, their legs twining.
"Get on your feet," I told London. "You need to watch these two while I fuck your ass."
She popped off me and jerked me hard as she rose. "Can you... mm... go slower in there? I don't think I could take it that hard or deep."
I cradled her face in my hands and kissed her. "I got you," I said. She nodded and turned for me. London finally noticed what her friends were doing and gasped.
I had to root around in my pants for the lube, and for a frantic moment I thought I'd dropped it somewhere. But no, there it was, and I was slicking up my fingers, the fourth ass I'd take that week right there in front of me as two women made out and watched. Three more poked their heads in around the corner of the open door. I turned as I slid my middle finger into London's asshole.
She was going to be tight. Maybe not quite so tight as Yvonne but it would be close. I added a second and third finger just to make sure. London tensed but didn't complain, and her hands joined mine behind her.
"I want to try," she told me.
I pulled my fingers free, added more lube to both her bottom and my cock, and pushed her upper back down just a bit so her butt was jutting out. Slowly I guided my cock to her bud, and she watched herself in the mirror, mouth open while I slid the head of my cock into her sweet, tight ass.
"She's... she's really..." someone whispered. More nervous giggles broke out, and I ignored them, easing slowly into London. The shocking thing was, apart from how tight she was, she could take a considerable amount of me, far more than the other women that week. And when I pulled back, London seemed barely discomfited, her tension slipping away quickly as she gripped the edge of the table and nodded at my questioning look.
I hooked a hand between her legs, the middle finger I hadn't been using to prepare her ass slipping into her pussy. I curled it, and her eyes widened as I found he g-spot and gave it a friendly tap as if to say hello. That got a smile out of her and she joined my hand with hers, playing with her clit as I kissed and nibbled at her shoulder and her neck as my cock eased in and out of her butt.
Faces at the door swapped places, and the redhead making out with the blonde behind us pushed the other woman down to her knees. The blonde began to tentatively lick at the redhead's pussy, and the gasps and whispers at the door amplified. Had I been with anyone other than one of my special five, I would have been entranced. But I barely noticed. It was background noise compared to the beauty in my arms. London was mine, utterly and completely mine. And after tomorrow, so would be her sister.
"Mine," I murmured into her ear.
"Yours," she agreed breathlessly. "Yours as long as you want us..."
Her breath escaped her in a soft whispered, "Oh!" She had nothing left in her to come any louder than that. Her quiver was barely imperceptible, but she couldn't come down. I was not being merciful. I kept stroking her g-spot, kept slipping in and out of her ass, and London came and came and came until I finally gasped her name and exploded deep within her, further than any of the other women had taken me.
The show behind us was reaching a crescendo, and now all the eyes were on the pair of newly minted lesbian lovers. But for London and myself, there was only each other. I pulled out of her gently and she went for a backpack in the corner on shaky legs. "I came prepared," she said. "Um, innuendo not intended."
I chuckled wearily and took the proffered wipes and rags from her. We cleaned each other up as best we could in the dressing room, our eyes locked on one another. She leaned up and kissed me, and patted my butt before I slid my pants back on.
"Good game, kid, good game," she said, and I broke out laughing. "Hey... be good to Dakota. Okay?"
"I will. Come by the house sometime. I want you to meet Isaac and treat you to dinner."
She nodded, and we kissed again before I left, so tired I was ready to drop, but as immensely satisfied as I'd been any time that week. Dakota and Isaac waited for me. They were alternating turns at a golf game on his phone, and for a good long minute, I stood at the window of the dessert place, just watching the pair of them, smiling faintly. Five women. Five I wouldn't mind being around Isaac long-term. That was something incredible.
* * *
Jessica was available to babysit again the next day. I invited Isaac to the game but a favorite writer of his just launched a new book, so he was going to be lost to me for the next few days, and already he disappeared into his library to read. I left money for Jessica to order Chinese for them, Isaac's favorite. The gorgeous young woman held me captive talking about her plans after college -- she wanted to go into home health -- until I realized I was running late. I don't know why I did what I did, but I leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek before I left. For a long, frightening moment I thought I'd gone too far. Her hand rose up to where I'd just kissed her, and her eyes were unreadable until she gave me a wide, playful smile.



"Uh, sorry, force of habit," I mumbled.
"I hope you're not," she murmured.
We studied each other for a long minute. I shivered, and she laughed throatily before I hurried out into the chilly day to go watch Dakota play.
I wish I could tell you she was great at the game or that her team was magnificent or any of that, but the truth was, they stunk. Even though it was the last game of the season for them, there was a good reason there were only twenty or so fans in the bleachers. They missed serves and hits like they couldn't even see the ball. The coach on the sidelines gave up halfway through the game and sat down, not bothering to say anything anymore. There was a moment when I thought fights were going to break out. It was one of the worst showings I'd ever seen.
But hey... Dakota in shorts with that butt thrust out? Not a terrible view for an afternoon. Especially with London in my ear right beside me, barely containing herself with glee as she described to me in fervent detail how her sister was going to suck my cock. How she was going to ride my face. How she was going to take it up the ass just as far as London, that they'd been practicing for me.
By the time the game ended, I was a bull ready to charge. London stood up with me, and took my hand. We headed for the locker rooms, waiting outside as we heard the coach shout at her girls until half of them left, crying. Then, peeking around, London yanked me into the locker rooms, where half a dozen women in various states of undress gaped at us.
"Who the-"
"Why are you-?"
"You can't be in here!"
Dakota, completely nude, smacked the lockers over and over again. "Shut it, bitches!" she bellowed. "I told you there were going to be rewards if we won today and consequences if we didn't. Lionel would have been your reward." London reached over and undid my pants. I gaped down at her hand before she tugged down my slacks and my boxers. For her part, she paid me no mind. I was a slab of meat to her and... you know what? I was cool with it. The other women in the room gasped. "If any of you were at all competent, you would have had that fucking monster in every one of your pussies. But now that we lost, you don't get to have him. He's mine. And you sluts only get to watch."
Fuck me, but I already liked Dakota.
In my ear, London whispered, "They're all nineteen or older. Give them a show, stud."
Every one of them was pretty or sexy in their own way. Time had not begun to affect any of them in the slightest. Not a hint of sag in their breasts. Asses toned from volleyball. Waists that hadn't heard of kids or sedentary lifestyles. Faces unlined, not so young as to be disturbing, but just ripe enough to make me want all their lips wrapped around my cock. I hardened, and their eyes were drawn to it.
"We could just... leave," one of them said, a tall, big-chested black woman with colorful makeup. She was nude from the waist up, but held her bra over her breasts modestly.
"You could," Dakota said. "And I could make threats and tell you what misery your lives will be like on campus if you say no. But I'm not going to do that. Because I think you sluts want to see this. Lionel's going to split me so good. And then... he's going to take my ass."
A burble of exclamations broke out. I was getting bored and I needed something warm and wonderful happening to my cock right now. I stepped forward. The room was divided by four long padded benches. Dakota grabbed a towel from her locker, folded it in half, and laid it on the edge of one of those benches. She straddled it, moaning as she rubbed her hips back and forth. When she curled a finger at me, I came to her, and without warning, without hesitation, she opened wide and stared up at me with that supermodel face before sucking my cock.
One of the other girls actually did leave. My dick wasn't magical catnip. This really was too weird for her. Frankly, I didn't care if all of them did. The only two I wanted were Dakota and London. And as the one twin took half my length until my cock hit her tonsils, the other began to strip slowly, placing her clothes on one of the benches as the other girls gaped at her.
One of them asked, "London, you're going to..."
"Watch? Yes. I got him last night. I'm surprised you didn't hear. I fucked him in front of half the theater majors."
More gasps and murmurs. Another young woman said, "No. Uh uh," and took off too. She would be the last one. The rest stayed. And they watched.
I gripped the back of Dakota's head and began to rock my hips back and forth. Not hard, and certainly not so much that I was being forceful, but enough to give the visual that I was fucking her face. None of my girls could match up with Yvonne when it came to sucking my cock, but Dakota's enthusiasm and raw physicality sure gave her a run for it.
As she licked and sucked me with fervent bobs and twists of her head, our watchers drew closer, eyeballing each other more than they were us. London hung back by the entrance, legs widening, leaning back against a wall as she watched from behind her sister. I gave her a nod, and she smiled tentatively at me in return. Despite our brashness the night before, I had the distinct feeling she was being shy, so I curled a finger for her to come to me.
The seas parted for her, and she slowly stepped forward. Her nostrils actually flared as she watched her twin sucking me harder and faster. Dakota rubbed along the length of the towel and the bench as her mouth worked me over, and when she saw her sister step next to me, she moaned around my dick. I took London with one free arm and brought her to me, kissing her softly while her sister took me deep.
"Gwork! Gwork gwork gwork!" Dakota said happily around me.
London gave me another kiss and pinched my ass before stepping back to stand next to a couple of the other young college-aged beauties. I returned my focus to the task at hand -- not that my dick had been all that distracted to begin with.
Dakota popped off me long enough to spit on my length. One of the other girls hesitantly stepped forward and knelt next to her. She spat too on my cock without even having been prompted -- and then another lined up to do it when she pulled back. Soon, every single one of them, even the reticent young black woman, contributed something so Dakota could work her small hands around my base and jack my shaft while she sucked my tip.
When the girls returned to their spots around us, much like last night, the heat of what they were watching affected some of them. A few began to tentatively touch each other, or reach out and stroke Dakota's bare skin. One of them even went for me before London spanked her ass hard.
"Bend over one of the benches, slut. Dakota said you don't get to touch him, so you need to be punished."
The young woman in question did so, and London came to her, fire in her eyes as she watched her sister give me a combination blowjob and handjob. Her hand rose up as the other girl wiggled her bottom, and London cracked her with a hard spank that made her yelp. That was the catalyst to get things really moving. The black woman -- Selmone, I'd later learn -- straddled the bench behind Dakota, reaching around her as she kissed Dakota's shoulder, her spine. Her fingers slipped across Dakota's belly and down further, slipping underneath her as Dakota drove her hips back and forth along the bench and the towel. All the while, London spanked the other young woman, stopping now and then to run her fingers along her pussy.
The sight sent me hurtling towards my first climax, but I wasn't going to come until Dakota got hers. As the group of girls began to touch and explore each other, I focused all my effort on lasting. Dakota's eyes squeezed shut as Selmone's fingers did something to her -- played with her clit, or maybe it was the hand I couldn't see doing something delightful. She gasped on me and rocked harder, accidentally pulling off my cock with her mouth. Her hand stayed where it was but she was frozen now, save for the swaying of her hips. "Mmmm, mmmm, Selmone, right there, right... umm, umm... coming!"
She drove down hard one more time, gasping, squeezing her eyes shut. I pried her fingers free of me -- any harder and she'd have done some serious damage -- and as she was still coming down, I gripped her under the shoulders and pulled her upright. Selmone backed away, pulling the towel with her as I laid Dakota back out on the bench, legs spread wide to either side as she cooed up at me, watching my cock descend upon her.
"He's not wearing a condom," one of the girls murmured.
"Dakota and I don't have to," London said. "Wet pussies need creaming cocks, and our man's cock doesn't need to wear one of those things in us. Right?"
"That's my good girl," I said. She shivered with pleasure, and I guided my cock to Dakota's entrance.
"God, this is so fucking wild," one young woman moaned, her fingers from one hand buried in her cunt while her other hand roamed another girl's backside.
I grinned and slipped inside Dakota. Like her sister, she was tight, but accepted inch by inch of me slowly until I was buried nearly to the balls inside her. I was so close to the fucking edge already, but I was not gong to lose it, not until I'd taken this gorgeous slut in the ass just like her sister.
"Take my cock, baby," I growled at her as I pulled back to the edge and drove back in.
"Your pussy," Dakota moaned. "Only your pussy."
"You were as sexy as your sister when you came."
"Nnnn, London... London..."
Her sister stopped the playing she was doing and came to her twin, dropping down beside her. For a delirious moment I thought they were going to kiss, but instead, London brushed the hair out of her sister's eyes as I drove her tiny frame up and down the bench, starting to build up my rhythm to a fast, relentless fuck.
"I'm here, I'm here, you're taking him so good..."
"He's... he's... fucking... me..."
"I know, and you're doing it in front of all your volleyball sluts."
"Sluts," Dakota agreed, and I couldn't help a chuckle when someone protested that shortly before they gave a breathy moan.
"Are you going to be good to us, Mr. Lionel?" London asked me, pouting up at me. "Are you going to take good care of your college girlfriends?"
"Always," I said.
Dakota smiled faintly at that. "Always," she repeated. "Ohhhh, unnnh, I'm close again, I'm so close..."
"Be with him, Dakota," London said, taking her sister's hand and squeezing it. She stayed right there, both of them staring up at me, adoring me. Of everything I'd seen that week, of everything I'd done, that was maybe the sexiest image of them all, the nude twins, hand-in-hand, looking up at me like I was their everything.
Fuck it. I was going to come.
I reached down and hoisted Dakota under her thighs, lifting her legs and bringing them up over my shoulders. At that angle, she was basically only resting on her upper back and her neck while I plowed into her, our bodies making all sorts of delightfully wet and lewd noises. I felt her shiver, heard her moan, but I was gone to my own lusts now, her pair of orgasms barely blips on my radar as she came. As exhausted as I was of a week of giving one hundred percent to four other women, I found it in me to hammer into Dakota with a ferocity not easily matched by anything else.
By the time I reached my apex, Dakota could do little but gurgle from the sensations overwhelming her. She shivered on my cock constantly as I pounded into her pussy, my balls slapping rhythmically against her ass. Hands, hands on me, breaking the rules. I turned my head and there was Selmone, lip folded between her teeth before she darted in and kissed me. Hands on my ass, and someone else was there, a stacked brunette with a tight, muscular body and an ass for days, and I kissed her with a raw hunger too. They groped me, kissed me, caressed me. But my attention drifted back to the one woman in that moment who mattered -- Dakota.
"You are mine," I growled.
"Yours!" she cried out.
"No one else touches this pussy unless I say so."
"No one... n-no one... nnnngh, nnnngh, fuck fuck fuck..."
"I'm going to come in you now. And then your friends are going to suck me out of your pussy before I take your ass, Dakota."
"YES! FUCK MY ASS!" she screamed. I folded her even further backwards, nearly making a crescent moon out of her back in the wrong direction. Her legs kicked and I came, pouring myself into her with a grunt that came out more like a shout. I kept coming and coming and coming, and hands were there, hands helping her down, helping pull me from her. Selmone and the brunette dropped to suck and lick Dakota's quivering pussy, my come drizzling out of her along the bench. They licked that up too.
"Good sluts," I panted. "You're all good sluts."
I had to sit down. I was lightheaded, exhausted, probably dehydrated. I stumbled backwards and crashed on a bench, and tits were there, right beside me as someone else dropped beside me to suck my softening cock into their mouth.
London came to me and whispered in my ear, "You can't fuck any of the rest of them. I mean, you can, another day, you could fuck all of them, but they haven't been tested."
I nodded and kissed her again. Message received. That didn't stop me from hungrily sucking the tits of the woman beside me into my mouth, grabbing her ass and squeezing while I was at it.
More tits. More hands on me, more mouths on my cock. I was soft but they sucked me anyways. I had two of them on their knees beside me, my fingers from each hand buried in their cunts while another rode my lap, not taking me inside her -- she still had on a pair of panties -- but riding me like a cowgirl anyways, grinding on me until she came with a tiny gasp. Selmone. Selmone was there too, pushing the other girls out of the way and dropping onto the bench, pushing me down onto my back so she could suck my cock with my thighs spread wide. For her, I started to harden again.
I wanted her. I wanted all of them. I wanted them with their hands on the benches, asses high while I fucked each and every one of them. I wanted them all eating each other out while I went door to door and experienced every hole they had to offer. I wanted to walk across campus and fuck every legal, sexy piece of ass I could find. Given my luck this last week, every single one of them would take it too and ask for more. I felt fucking inhuman. I felt unstoppable.
But these weren't "my" women. They were just women, no less special, but not mine. Cute, beautiful, sure, but they weren't Yvonne, or Jenna, or Sarah. They weren't London. They weren't Dakota. I was losing the thread, and across the room, I saw what I really wanted -- Dakota on her knees on the bench, looking behind her while her sister -- her fucking sister! -- oiled up her fingers.
"No. That's my job," I said. My voice was hoarse, exhausted. After this, I would have nothing left in me for a day or two. "Girls. Off me. Now. Play with each other. Play with London. But right now I'm with Dakota."
They reluctantly obeyed, and I stood up, feeling like a punch-drunk fighter coming up on the twelfth round. London came to me and kissed me softly on the lips. We held each other tight, and she stroked my cock with her lubed fingers, getting me somewhat ready. I gestured to the other girls, and they came to me to pull London away, pushing her back towards the bench I'd occupied, laying her down on her back while one of them knelt between her knees.
Me, I took up the bottle of lube and whispered into Dakota's ear, "Now, where were we?"
"You were about to make me fall even harder for you," she said back to me.
I grinned and kissed her. "By taking you in the ass?"
"By showing me you can be gentle and not just the lion... Lionel." She winced. "That sounded sexier in my head."
I laughed, a genuine thing, if tinted with the need for a two- or three-day nap. I kissed her again, and murmured into her ear, "You can be as corny with me as you want to be. Here. I'll even be corny back. Thank you for this gift, Dakota. Thank you both."
My corny girl.
I spent a few minutes getting her ready. By now, you know the drill, but like Yvonne, she needed a lot of coaxing and I tried to make it as special as I could, given that an orgy was breaking out behind us. I stayed face to face with her, my hand between her butt and the bench, working my fingers around and inside her slowly as we explored each other with easygoing kisses that seemed to last forever.
And like that, she was ready.
Dakota sat up to help me get back to full hardness, giving me a terrific handjob that never once had me looking anywhere but into her beautiful eyes. I heard London come somewhere behind me with a breathless cry, but even that couldn't draw me away from Dakota, not in that moment. Soon, I was ready, and asked shyly if she could be on top to control things. I smiled and nodded, and sat on the bench while she turned so her ass was to my face. When she settled down and sandwiched my cock between us, we both sighed with the release of our pent-up need, and she gripped me and held me tight to her entrance.
"Ready?" I asked her.
She nodded, bit her lip, and sank down onto me.
Like London, Dakota had prepared for this. She was tight, but not nearly so tight as Yvonne. I wrapped my arms around her waist, contenting myself with kissing her back while she settled down onto my length and slowly pulled back up. Despite the frenzy of flesh around us, the last ass-fucking for that week was anything but. Or butt, if you like. It was slow, genuine lovemaking of the most intimate kind, and I'm not too ashamed to admit I fell a little bit harder for Dakota that day than I had her sister. London and I would have our moments too, plenty of them, and in time, I'd come to realize I cared a great deal about both the twins. But that day, I thought along with Sarah, I'd found the most likely candidate for someone to build a future with.
Life was good.
My hands eventually settled at her clit and pussy. London came to us at some point, pressing a pair of finger vibes on me to help her sister along. I flicked them on and buzzed Dakota's clit and her pussy, but she insists to this day she didn't register the sensations, that it was the feel of my lips on her back and neck that really set her off for the final time that session. All I know is she came with a gentle wave of her body, falling back into me, gasping my name, eyes fluttering. I held her, and whispered things into her ear, how beautiful she was, how lucky I was. And that I was close.
"Don't come yet," she said, her words thick with sated pleasure. "I have one last thing I want from you."
"Name it."
"This is going to be loud." She cleared her throat, and bellowed, "Bitches! Our man needs to come, and he's going to do it on your slut faces! Line up, on your knees!"
Jee-zus.
Dakota came up off me, and grabbed the bottle of lube. "London, you come here too."
London did, red-faced, hair wild. The twins lubed up their hands and stood to either side of me while the volleyball girls dropped to their knees, grinning, kissing each other, hands everywhere. I barely even needed London and Dakota's touch before I was coming, my cock striping their faces, their tits, their hair. They beamed up at us, some of them tasting me, some of them wiping their faces off, some of them sucking my come off their partners' body with glee. I turned first for Dakota and kissed her, then London.
"So... a real dinner date next week sometime?" London asked me, a glint of the devil in her eyes.
* * *
I came home in a wildly satisfied daze, one that left me feeling more like a zombie than a man. Jessica greeted me at the door, and without really thinking about it again, I pecked her on the cheek when I entered, making her blush. She told me Isaac was still reading, which didn't surprise me in the slightest, but at least she got him out of the library for dinner and now he was crashed out in the living room. I saw her out, and before I joined my son, I grabbed the boxes of leftover Chinese from the fridge along with a pair of bottles of beer.



Isaac was seated on his big chair, legs up, of course. I crashed down on the couch, and surprising me, he set aside his book and came to sit beside me while I stared blankly at the wall above the TV.
"Was it a fun game?" he asked.
"Pretty terrible," I said, chuckling. "You didn't miss much. Dakota was very nice, though."
I ate while he turned on the TV and found a kids' channel. I was so tired. All I could think about was the tub upstairs, and a good long soak. As I half-dozed through slow bites, we relaxed, both of us silent for a while. When commercials hit, Isaac turned the TV off again and looked at me.
"Dad?"
"Hm?"
"Tomorrow night, can we do something?"
"Sure. What do you want to do?"
"I don't know," he said. "Maybe go do some pop flies or something? Just the two of us for a while?"
That startled me. In all this, I'd almost forgotten the purpose of why I was dating so many women. Well, okay, yeah, the sex was a great big amazing part of it too, but Isaac was first and forever my priority, not my own fun. I set down the food, and grabbed him in a hug. He looked baffled and pushed me away, giggling. I smacked his knee and said, "Absolutely we can. But tonight you gotta tell me about your new book."
"Aw, it's fantasy, you don't even like that," he said, but there was a shy hope in his eyes too.
"Maybe not, but that doesn't mean I don't want to hear all about it."
"Okay!" he said, and as he launched into a description of orcs chasing a hapless thief across a war-torn city, I leaned back, exhausted, deliriously happy, and I listened.
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I don't know why I felt the need to dress up for parent-teacher conferences. It used to be an unspoken rule between my ex-wife Tina and myself, that we'd dress to the nines for these things, like we had to show off our best selves or something. I kept it simple, a long-sleeved black button down, gray slacks, and my best leather loafers, a pair I don't think I wore since the days when Tina and I were still going on date nights, so... yeesh. Half a decade, at least.
To that, I added my best dress watch, a Lilienthal Berlin a client gave me after I helped hook his daughter up with new waist-level, wheelchair-friendly electrical free of charge. I didn't know it at the time, but the watch cost more than what he would have paid in labor, and the gesture's always stuck with me.
I strapped on the watch, decided on a dab of rich aftershave, and checked my teeth for what had to be the third time since I stepped into the bathroom. When I emerged, I was already cutting it close, and I hurried downstairs. My son Isaac and his babysitter, the college-aged half-Japanese stunner Jessica, glanced up from a game of rummy at the kitchen table.
"You look good, Lionel," Jessica said, showing off her small, sparkling white teeth with her wide smile. Unlike damn near every other available woman within a hundred miles of me, I had yet to sleep with her. I wasn't entirely sure I was going to, either. My five - yeah, five - girlfriends weren't fond of sharing me outside our circle, and I respected that. Mostly. There was one woman who held my interest as much as they did, but Morgan was taboo, the sister of my ex-wife, and a married woman, at that. I mean, true, her husband Douglas is a grade-A, high-octane asshole, but still, married is a ballpark I won't play in.
Isaac nodded enthusiastically. "You really do, Dad."
"Thanks," I said to both of them.
I came in to kiss him on the top of his head, and he groaned, "Daaaad."
Oops, I forgot. No acting sweet around any of our gorgeous friends. I squeezed his shoulder, grinning at Jessica over his head. "Deal with it," I said, and he twisted to pinch my arm. I jumped out of the way, and glanced at my watch. "I really need to run."
But when I was outside headed for the truck, Isaac caught up to me, barefoot despite the cold. "Hey, um... is Ms. Vega, um, is she... are you going to be talking about when I got so mad?"
The incident he was referring to happened a few weeks before, when he lost his temper and traded punches with a kid in class. It had been his fault, or... well, mine and my ex-wife's, I guess. Isaac went through a lot of changes in his life pretty rapidly, and something like it was bound to happen. Thankfully he wasn't much of a fighter, and neither was the other kid. It amounted to a couple of bruises and that was it. They'd even spent the night at each other's houses afterwards in that weird way kids have of bonding over high emotions. But the incident brought out a need in him to talk to someone, and his aunt Morgan became something of a pillar of support for him when Tina wouldn't step in and help. It was a mess, to be sure. But Isaac was doing really well since then.
"I think it'll probably come up," I said, opting for honesty as I usually tried to do when I didn't know what else to say to him. "Don't think I'm saying you should go around beating more kids up, bubba, but if it's the worst that's happening, I think Ms. Vega's going to speak pretty highly of you."
He nodded, not quite looking at me but more at the truck. "Okay," he said quietly. "I just... I really like her class."
I came to him and hugged him tight. "You've been trying, Isaac. That's what matters most. Tell you what. I'll text you the minute I know what she says about you. Okay? That way you don't have to wait until tomorrow."
Ms. Vega had scheduled the meeting at the very tail end of her schedule that night, and since I was having dinner and drinks with a pair of my girlfriends afterwards, I wouldn't be home until after he went to bed.
"Okay," Isaac said listlessly, and pulled away from me. Despite the crunch for time, I walked him back into the house. Before he went back inside, I told him one more time I was sure everything would be fine. Sometimes kids are afraid of the oddest things, but I got it with this one. He belonged in that school. In that class. Belonging for him wasn't easy right now.
* * *
Along the way, my phone rang. Despite my frustration with Tina lately, I felt no urge to change her ring tone back from a few notes from "our" song. Even during the worst of our relationship, the few weeks when we'd separated before deciding on a divorce, I never really hated her enough to forget the good times. But we moved on. That happens.
"Hey, Tina, what's up?" I asked.
"Just taking a walk, thought I'd call and check in. Is it a good time?"
"I'm on my way to a parent-teacher thing."
"This late?"
"Yeah. She's a good teacher. I imagine she's taking plenty of time with all the parents."
"Ms. Vega, right?" Tina asked, sniffing.
I wondered if that sniff was for Isaac and myself, or if something up there had happened. Then I immediately felt sort of awful about that. She was reaching out. That was... well, it was something. "Yeah."
"That's... that's good, it's good you're doing that."
I flung the first olive branch her way I could think of. "Isaac's scared as hell about what she'll say."
Tina laughed, and sniffed again. "He worries too much."
"Got that from me, I think." I winced, realizing how that would be taken. She had to think I meant that she didn't worry about us. Which... yeah, okay, it was sort of true at times, but it was still an asshole thing to imply. "Sorry, I... sorry."
"You're allowed a few points scored on me now and then," Tina said. I expected brittle, the way she got when we were fighting. But she sounded sad and distant. "Hey, I was actually, um..."
"Yeah?"
"Two things. Are you... are you okay?"
"Honestly? Never better. Why?"
"That's good. I just... I saw some pictures online. You, with a... with a few women. Very beautiful women."
"Yeah," I said. "I'm, uh, doing pretty well dating."
"That's good, that's good. I don't mean to judge. I talked to Morgan, and she filled me in that you and your lady friends are, um... all okay with each other."
"Tina..." I started, and sighed. "Just say to me what it is you want to say. Please. Can we do that for each other?"
"All right. Is Isaac safe?"
I wanted to snap at her about her suddenly caring, about her opting not to take a stance when he got into his fight. But she was still his mother, and in her situation, I'd be asking the same damn question. "Yes. He's very fond of all of them. One of them is... short term. Jenna doesn't want to be a mother to him, so we're just having a bit of fun for the time being. But she's very sweet to Isaac. The rest, they adore him. And no, before you ask, we're not having massive orgies in the living room or anything."
"Okay. I trust you. I just... I just worry."
"I know."
"Two of them are sisters."
I couldn't help a grin. Dakota and London weren't just sisters, but identical twins. We'd gone on a few dates one on one since the pair of crazy nights when I not only fucked them for the first time, but took their asses and helped start a pair of sapphic orgies. It was a weird, weird week. "Yeah, they are."
"Pervert." Tina laughed and sniffed. "Okay. Well... I'm happy you're getting back out there too. There's something else. Um. I'm flying back home. For Thanksgiving. I heard from Morgan you guys are too."
"Yeah."
"I was hoping... maybe I could see Isaac? I know we talked about him staying with you for Thanksgiving and coming up here for Christmas, but so long as we're both in the city-"
"Stop," I said, choking up and not entirely sure why. "Yeah. Of course you can see him. I don't want to drive a wedge between you two. That's not ever been the point, Tina."
"I know. I... I kinda did that myself."
I let out a long, slow breath. "If we're being honest... yes. That doesn't matter, though. He'll want to see you. Hell, I want to see you. But I want him around for my big family meal. That part's not going to change."
"I wouldn't expect it to," she said, and there was the brittleness. "But that works out. You eat with your family, then when you're ready, I'll be at my folks'. Okay?"
"How long will you be in town for?"
"The weekend. I... um... I'm bringing home Rupert."
Silence, then I choked out, "Rupert? His name is Rupert?"
"Shut up!" But Tina giggled. I had to admit, I kinda missed that giggle. She didn't use it often in the last five or six years we were married. "He's really a good guy."
"I'm glad you're getting out there too." Fuck it. I threw out yet another olive branch. Seemed like there was a fire sale on the suckers. "Morgan wants a day or two with Isaac too. If you're going to be around that long, how about you two take him and we'll drive together to the airport to see you off? We fly back Monday. Three hundred bucks cheaper that day. That work?"
"Yes. Yes, absolutely." She sniffed, and lower, she said, "I do miss him, you know. You might not think I do-"
"Tina, no, I..." I had no good response beyond that. She was right.
"-but I do. I'm... I'm really glad you're okay with this."
"So long as Isaac is, yeah. I am." I paused. "I hope you're happy, Tina."
"You too, Lionel. And geez Louise, it certainly looks like you are."
I laughed, and we said our goodbyes.
* * *
I've mentioned before Victoria Vega was a beautiful woman, if a bit understated thanks to the necessities of her position. But that night, she was extraordinarily fetching in a silky red blouse and a floor-length skirt that emphasized the nice, gentle swell of her hips. It was her eyes, I thought, I liked the most, or her long black hair.
When I came into her classroom, she was seated behind her desk, a novel in hand. When she saw me, she smiled and set down the book, rising to shake my hand.
"Lionel, thank you for coming in," she said. I liked the red lipstick. It nearly matched the shade of her blouse.
"Glad it's under better circumstances this time," I said. "Pleasure to see you again."
She opened a desk drawer and withdrew a few sheets of paper. "First, I wanted to give you this. We talked a bit about Isaac being enrolled in our gifted program, and I was very serious about that. I think he'd be a great candidate."
I accepted the paperwork and sat on an adult-sized plastic chair in front of her desk. "Is he bored?" I asked. "I know he can get distracted sometimes."
"We do have to have occasional talks about him getting up and helping the other students," Ms. Vega said, chuckling as she came around her desk and leaned against it. "But really, apart from his incident with Mark, he's a wonderful student. I think the gifted program will help challenge him creatively. That seems to be his best area. The stories he writes are so imaginative."
"Agreed," I said. "He builds these complex dioramas at home, these big scenes with his action figures and some of his other toys, and the way he acts it out, it's... well, I'm obviously biased, but I think it's pretty incredible." I held up the paperwork. "If you think this will be good for him, I'll sign him up tonight, if you have a pen."
She fished one out for me. I filled out the paperwork while she talked about his grades. My mind drifted some, thinking about Tina, about how annoyed she used to get at Isaac's house-spanning toy battles. And her irritation too at me helping him set up zip lines for his figures, or testing parachutes we made ourselves, me standing on the ladder, Isaac down below, laughing. Good memories. I hadn't thought about that in a while.
When there was a natural break in the conversation, I told Victoria about Isaac's fears about me coming in here, and she shook her head. "I see hints sometimes of his temper, especially when someone else is getting teased. But he's not lashed out or given us any red flags to worry about."
Someone's footsteps echoed down the hallway, drawing close, and Victoria held up one finger to me. A balding man in a sweater vest poked his head in. "Hey, Vicky, my last one just left. You want me to stick around, or...?"
"I'll be fine with Lionel here," Victoria said. "Go ahead and lock up.:
"Okay. Have a great night."
As he walked away again, Victoria asked, "Has there been anything at home troubling him?"
"No. At least I don't think so."
"Good," she said. "Adapting to the new city okay?"
"Yup. We have a couple nice parks nearby, and the neighborhood's full of kids. I think that helps."
The halls reverberated with the outer doors closing, and Victoria smiled. "Well, I think that gets us up to speed on Isaac. He's a sweet boy. I'm very lucky to have him in my class."
"He's very lucky to have you. We both are."
I stood up and pulled out my phone to text Isaac. I told him everything went great, and I'd be home in a while. He texted me back a thumbs-up, and when I glanced up, Victoria was at her classroom door. I thought she meant for us to leave, but instead, she started to pull it closed.
"Was there something else?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, and turned for me, cheeks bright flaming red. "I... are the code words really necessary?"
"The... what now?"
"Oh my God, Yvonne really was pranking me, wasn't she?"
"Yvonne? Wait, you know Yvonne?"
"Yes," Victoria said, coming towards me. Her hands played at her skirt, picking at it as she studied my chest, not my face. "She said... she told me..." She laughed and shook her head. "Never mind. I... this may have been a misunderstanding."
I stepped towards her, and Victoria stared up at me, her smile evaporating. I took her trembling hands and lifted them one by one to my lips. "Wet pussies..."
"...need... need c-c..." Victoria started cracking up, and that got me started. She laughed so hard she snorted, and that got her laughing even harder until she had her face buried against my chest. I held her against me, arms wrapped around her delicate shoulders, Oh, Yvonne, what did you do, you sexy, wonderful woman?
When she finally settled down, Victoria stared up at me, eyes gleaming with good cheer. "We go to the same gym. When she found out I was a teacher and where I worked, we put together some pieces pretty quickly. She mentioned you two were dating, and I maybe let it slip I thought you were pretty handsome. I think you can figure out the rest."
Oh, fuck me, I wanted her. The code phrase she'd given me - "wet pusses need creaming cocks" - was originally passed around my five girlfriends as a code to tell me they had been tested for STDs and were on the pill, so we were free to pursue whatever debaucherous delights we wanted. Someone somewhere down the line, I think Yvonne or Jenna, had mentioned that I couldn't sleep with anyone outside of the group unless they gave me that phrase, something I'd blindly agreed to without thinking it would actually happen.
But this, this was veering into some dangerous territory. If Victoria wanted a relationship, I had to say no. Isaac would be in her class for something like seven months yet, and I wasn't going to compromise that. Much as my hardening dick shouted at me otherwise, I held her shoulders and pulled back.
"Victoria, I want you. I really do. But my son is my everything."
"Yvonne told me you'd say something like that," Victoria said. She traced my chest all the way down to my abs with her fingernails, licking her lips. "Lionel, I'm an adult. You're clearly a man who has himself together. I don't do messy or clingy. I'm certainly not going to let things affect your son or my job."
I ran my hands to the sides of her breasts, and she subconsciously straightened, pushing them out towards me. Fucking hell, I knew I was going to do it anyways, but I had to say the words. "I'm okay with fooling around now and then. But if it's going to be more than that, it has to be when Isaac's done with your class. Seven months is a long time."
"I'm perfectly okay with keeping things casual if you are. I really don't want to have to think about competing with Yvonne and four other women. Was she joking about that?"
"No," I said. "That's the truth."
"Good God, you must go through tubs of vitamins," Victoria said, pulling me in for a soft kiss.
"Vats," I agreed, pushing her back towards the desk. For the first time, I noticed how bare the surface was. My hands slid down to her tight ass and I hoisted her up there as she lit me up with a breathy sigh. More than anything else, I wanted to touch that glossy hair. It was as silky as it appeared to be, and I took real pleasure in running my hands through it. "You're one hell of a beautiful woman, Victoria."
Her head tilted back as my lips dropped to her neck and her chin. I was content for a moment to simply work my fingers through her hair while she drank in the moment. But soon her small fingers deftly plucked at the buttons on my shirt, and before it was completely off, she had her hand inside, running up and down my taut gut.
"Good God, did you stuff anvils in there?" she asked. I snickered against her neck and brought my lips to hers.
"Wait till you find out what's lower," I said. She raised an eyebrow and I added, "Because my toes are gorgeous."
She burst out laughing, her forehead dropping against my shoulder. I used the opportunity to unhook her bra through her shirt. She pulled back and her eyes twinkled. "Thank you for making this... less awkward. I've never done this with the parent of one of my kids."
"I can't say as I go around chasing many of Isaac's teachers, either, but Mrs. Lykowski did have amazing taste in muumuus for a sixty-year-old."
"So buy muumuus, got it. Now shut up and kiss me."
"Yes, teacher," I said. We dropped our shirts somewhere in our general vicinity, leaving her tits cupped in a plunging mesh bra. That waved bye-bye too, and I leaned her back against the desk's surface to suck one of her brown nipples. She tasted like cherry blossoms and I loved it. That had always been one of my favorite scents and tastes on a woman. I could have spent hours licking and kissing every inch of her, but I did have another engagement that night.
I slipped my hands under her ass for a seam I'd felt earlier, and ran my hands up until I found the closure. Veronica lifted her butt for me and I unhooked the skirt and slid the zipper down, peeling the fabric off her slowly. She had amazing thighs, like a goddamn athlete, and I whistled softly staring at them and her long legs. The mesh panties were sexy, sure, but they were almost an afterthought.
"Holy hell, I need to taste you," I murmured. "Those are some sexy goddamn legs and thighs." I shook my head. "I sound like an advertisement for KFC's."
She laughed again, but it was throatier this time, and she brought the panties down, butt rising again. Unlike my five other women, Veronica trimmed instead of going completely bare. I made that the first stop on my grand tour, kissing and nuzzling her black patch. I lifted her legs and slung them over my shoulders, but not before I kissed along the inside of each thighs to the backs of her knees. Both of those points drew out shivers of pleasure from her, so that's where I kept my hands at first, rubbing the soft backside of her knees while I leaned down and began to lick her slim, narrow-lipped pussy.
Victoria liked that. In fact, she liked it so much she accidentally hit me. I'm thinking she meant to reach down and grab my hair, but instead, she whapped the top of my skull like she was banging a drum.
"Oh my God, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," she gasped.
I laughed against her folds and waggled my tongue back and forth before saying, "Usually I take a girl out a few times before we get to the rough stuff."



She threw a hand over her eyes and giggled, but her good humor changed to a sharp moan when I flicked my tongue across her clit, still stroking the backs of her knees. On the clock, I felt for what she liked and concentrated on that. Quick flicks of my tongue across her clit, longer, languid drives down her folds, little teases of the soft stretch of flesh between her pussy and her bud.
"Nnn huh, uh huh, yeessss, just like that," she whispered. I'd grown so used to the filthy mouths of my five girlfriends that her lack of expletives almost gave me pause. Funny how used to that you get.
Victoria helped herself along too, pinching her nipples harder than I would have expected. It wasn't long before she started rocking back and forth on the desk. Fingers on one hand went to her lips, and she moaned around them as she sucked their tips, staring up at the ceiling. Close now, I could feel it, and I wasn't wrong. Her head twisted to one side, and she gasped my name, nearly silent.
"Lionel, I..."
She went quiet, and with a sweetly soft whimper, she came. It was barely noticeable, a blip on the radar compared to my five women, all of whom could nearly bring down a house with their wails. But Victoria, my Victoria, came like a breeze, and I pulled away like one, easing her legs down, coming up her body to cup her face and kiss her.
She felt my hardness against her stomach and gripped me, but for a while, we contented ourselves with our lips. I loved the way her black hair fanned out on her desk, the trepidation in her eyes, the part of her lips. She eventually pushed me back and I helped her to sit upright.
"Do you mind it being from behind, or me on top?" she asked shyly. "The desk is so hard."
"Phrasing," I said, and she slapped my chest. I took her in my arms and guided her around the back of the desk. I sat in her well-worn chair, and she straddled me, giving me great access to her perky nipples as she ground along the length of my cock. I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and she fed it to me, thrusting her chest out.
I could have traced her skin for hours, it was so smooth. Nearly as young as the twins, Victoria's body had yet to be affected by time. My hands roamed her back, pulling her tighter to me, then dropped lower to that toned butt. She leaned back, one foot on the floor, and reached underneath herself to grip me.
"Don't come in me, okay?" she asked. "I'm safe but I'm not on the pill."
I nodded, and she eased down onto me, biting her lip. She was so tight I thought I might hurt her, but Victoria was the one controlling this, and sank further and further until she had every inch of my cock in her grip. Her eyes rolled back and she let out a stuttered sigh.
"You are unbelievably tight," I murmured, looking up at her face and finally tearing my attention away from her tits. I rocked my hips, not quite fucking her, but helping her grind on me.
"I have... never been... oh God... with a guy as big..." Her words cut off. And as wild as it seems, she came. Just one stroke in, our bodies barely beginning their motions together, and Victoria came with another soft whimper. Her head drooped and fat tears rolled down her cheeks, leaving glistening trails.
"Victoria? Hey. Talk to me," I said, alarmed.
"It's okay, it's okay, it's okay," she gasped. "I just... it's been so long... and you, you, you, you're filling me so good..." She blinked slowly down at me. "Can you just, um, do that for a while?"
I nodded and squeezed her bottom. All I did was flex my cock. That's it. That's the extent of our lovemaking that first time. I flexed and released, flexed and released. After a few minutes Victoria started to rock gently on me, her eyelids fluttering as more whimpers escaped her rhythmically.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm, mmm, like that, mmmm, Lionel..."
Our bodies were like the sand and the waves. She rolled in, and I let her wash over me. You might think it wasn't fun for me, or pleasurable, but I dream about that first time together, and it consistently makes me warm and unbelievably hard. Victoria was never going to be one of my headboard-banging, obscenity-screaming sluts. She wasn't Jenna, Yvonne, Sarah, Dakota, or London. She was Victoria, and Victoria was a sweet woman in bed, who needed it slow and easy, who always took me with such trepidation. Our sex was more of a slow dance, a friendly meeting. In its own way, it would always be some of the best of my life.
I held her. I rocked with her. I made Victoria Vega come a few more times, and then I was lifting her slowly, laying her back on the desk again as I kissed away her tears, my cock in my hand now. She rallied at the last and knelt before me, mouth wide open, staring up at me as I came across her tongue, down her throat, across those perky tits.
Definitely the best parent-teacher conference I'd ever had.
* * *
Ten minutes later, I pulled into Jenna's driveway, still smiling faintly. A new woman in the group, albeit one who wouldn't be central to the core, not for a long while, at least. I felt good about Victoria. She had Isaac's best interests at heart too.
I fought the urge to run and see my son - we lived right across the street from Jenna - but we were running late as it was, and I didn't want Jenna to have to explain away how she was dressed. She hurried out the moment my lights flashed across her house, and slipped up into the passenger's side of the truck with a mad giggle.
"Excited?" I asked.
"Nervous. Kind of terrified, really."
"Don't be. She'll love it."
We pulled out, and drove back down the street. I explained what had happened with Victoria, and she nodded, smiling.
"We all knew, so don't feel guilty," she said. "When I came up with the idea for the code phrase, we agreed we each would have an absolute veto vote on anyone you could sleep with, and that everyone should know. I'm glad she finally made the move. Her and Yvonne have been talking for... gosh, weeks. Is she... joining the group?"
"Sort of." I explained the situation as we drove to Yvonne's. Jenna seemed to visibly relax when I said Veronica would be a more casual hookup for me. "But that doesn't mean, if she's into it, you or any of the others shouldn't have her around. For me, though, with Isaac..."
"Sure, I get it." She reached out and squeezed my knee.
"Hey. This is going to work out."
She smiled but didn't look convinced. When we pulled into Yvonne's, as we rehearsed, she hopped out at the same time as me, and I counted down from three on my fingers. As one, we shut our doors, making it seem like there was only one door closing. We stepped up onto Yvonne's big wrap-around porch, and Jenna undid the belt on her overcoat as she stood to the side of the door. I knocked, and a minute later, Yvonne opened up, looking stunning in a white strappy top and khaki pants.
"Hey goof, I told you last time to just come on in," she said as I kissed her cheek. Her house smelled rich and savory, something familiar. Lamb, maybe, but cooked in a way I didn't recognize. "Like my surprise for you?"
"God yes. Veronica was fantastic. I'll tell you all about it." I slapped my forehead in a great big dramatic show of idiocy. "Oh, right. I've got dessert."
"Oh, you didn't have to bring anything," Yvonne said.
"It's right here," I said. "I think you'll want to have a taste."
With that, I stepped back outside, and Yvonne cocked her head. Her eyes widened when Jenna stepped around the corner, blushing.
"That's the best he could come up with," Jenna said, not quite meeting Yvonne's eyes as she let the overcoat open to reveal her barely-there panties and bra. Yvonne's gaze flicked between me and Jenna.
"Dinner's going to be late," she croaked. She grabbed Jenna's hand, and we hurried to the bedroom.
* * *
The two of them had kinda sorta fooled around some once upon a time. They fucked their significant others together in a pool, but hadn't actually touched, despite both of them wanting to. That unfulfilled lust hung heavy over our group, but the timing was just never right for it until that night.
You might be under the impression that our group dynamic always revolved around me, and to a certain extent in the early weeks, that was true. This was the night that changed all of that. What had gone from a gossip group that also happened to date me shifted entirely into a different gear. In a lot of ways, I would miss that intimacy and desperate desire of the days that came before, but with sapphic dates and desires now on the table, I wasn't as beholden to a schedule with each of my beauties every week. Not that we still didn't fuck like rabbits, but I could feel less guilty if I needed to reschedule because of Isaac or my reborn electrician business.
And it all started with a question.
"Are you sure?" Yvonne asked.
Jenna nodded. "I... yes. I'm very sure. But Yvonne? This... it's going to change things."
"It will,"
They stared at one another, a conversation passing through them, and I realized for both of them, this was very much more than just a hookup. There were emotions here, feelings, things swirling beneath the surface from before my time here on the block. As one, they darted for each other, hands coming up to touch, caress as their lips met for the first time. They stayed like that for a while, just connecting. I slipped out my phone for the special request Jenna had, and took their picture like that. Yvonne looked away from Jenna for a split second, but returned her attention to the other woman, driving her back towards the bed.
"I did..." she gasped in between kisses growing more and more frantic. "...love... the camera... last time..."
"I know," Jenna said, giggling, and kissed Yvonne's cheeks, her chin, her lips again.
I raised my eyebrows at that, but this was not my show. I was an observer, and a pretty damned happy one at that. Yvonne pushed Jenna down onto the mattress and hurried out of her pants and her shirt. Her cute polka dotted panties and bra came off next, and Jenna freed herself of the last of her clothes too. I swooped in, getting up close and personal this time as they came back together, frantic for one another. Jenna glanced aside at me and winked, and Yvonne reached for me.
I took her hand and kissed it before I pushed it away. "Jenna wanted this first time to be about you two," I said. She'd said no such thing, but the look of sheer gratitude in Jenna's eyes spoke volumes about its truth.
Jenna, my beautiful brunette supermodel of a girlfriend, scooted back, and Yvonne followed. She started her long feast by lifting one of Jenna's dainty feet and kissing the arch, her gaze locked on Jenna's face. Jenna shivered at that, her thighs widening. While Yvonne kissed the ball of her foot and trailed her mouth down to Jenna's ankles, the other woman's hands adventured, touching everything and anything along her own body. One hand rested at her mouth while she explored her sex, not quite playing with herself, but close. Then her stomach, tracing her belly button, down to her mound, up to the valley of her breasts. These she roamed for a while, mostly for the camera as Yvonne worked her way to Jenna's legs, lifting both of them now, licking, kissing.
Jenna giggled nervously as Yvonne reached her knees. "You're going to drive me wild taking it slow like this."
"Good. Because neither of us have a damn thing to do tomorrow, so I'm going to taste every inch of you tonight."
Jenna's lips parted, and the thought sent me into such a happy dreamscape I almost forgot to take more pictures. I wouldn't be sticking around too long, but I did want to see Jenna come once. And Yvonne. Maybe twice.
Maybe I should have hired Jessica for the whole damn night. No. No. That was bad.
Yvonne moved to her thighs, and Jenna drew in a hitching breath. "Please, Yvonne..."
"Please what?" my playful blonde asked, blinking up at the other woman with wide, innocent eyes.
"Please... please make love to me."
"That's what I'm doing now." Yvonne glanced down at Jenna's pussy, and Jenna reached down to spread herself wide for the other woman. "Ohhh, you want me to finger your cute little pussy."
"Y-yes," Jenna whimpered.
Yvonne moved so she was on all fours, looking down at Jenna's naked sex and her obvious desire gleaming on her lips. "You want me to kiss this sweet pussy."
"Yes," Jenna moaned, her other hand slipping down to her clit. She rubbed herself in slow, wide circles, and Yvonne leaned down so her lips were just a quarter inch or so from Jenna's lips.
"You want me to lick this beautiful pussy," Yvonne whispered.
"Yesss!"
Yvonne shot up the other woman's body and kissed Jenna, hard. Her hand slipped down to Jenna's sex and she said, "Then beg me for it."
"Please, Yvonne, please! Make love to me!"
Yvonne's knees rested on either side of Jenna's leg, and she dropped low, grinding her sex against Jenna's skin. Her fingers slid into Jenna's pussy as their kisses devolved into something wild, something almost animalistic. Tongues danced, lips crushed. Their breathing was erratic and harsh, no words spoken between them any longer, just raw, frantic need being expressed in great big gasps of air and exploding breath.
Jenna's feet kicked out and she threw her arms around Yvonne, crying out against her lips, her whole body writhing with her first climax. Yvonne just kept right on going, driving her own pussy harder against Jenna's leg. The other woman was already moving, pushing Yvonne back.
"What are you-" Yvonne started, but Jenna cut her off.
"On your back. My turn."
Yvonne flopped on her side and rolled over, and Jenna dove between her legs, body perpendicular to Yvonne's. I snapped picture after picture, getting one particularly great one of red-cheeked Jenna tossing her hair back, her lips parted, eyes locked on Yvonne's sex. She buried her face against Yvonne's clit. There was no skill. No well-thought out approach. This was Jenna's first time with a woman, I remembered, and it showed, but Yvonne was too close to care.
"Oh fuck," Yvonne moaned. "Jenna!"
I had a hell of a view of Jenna's bubble butt bobbing as enthusiastically as her head. I broke my rule about no touching and squeezed it before I snapped more closeups. Jenna gave the phone a wink, and Yvonne was forever captured in a breathy moan, eyes closed.
Yvonne had enough presence of mind to tug on Jenna's foot, drawing her closer to her head until eventually Jenna got the idea and lifted one knee up and over Yvonne's face for a sixty-nine. I don't' think her enthusiastic licking and sucking on Yvonne's clit stopped for one second until Yvonne had her pussy back against her mouth again. Jenna's head came up for the briefest moment as she whimpered her pleasure, and then her own efforts redoubled. Her fingers drove in and out of Yvonne as her tongue stayed right where it had been, her clit. And Yvonne went wild.
"Mmm, baby, baby," she moaned against Jenna's pussy, "I'm close, I'm so close..."
I wasn't immune to what I was seeing, and my hardness ached to be let loose. I unzipped and stroked myself with one hand as I snapped more pictures of the lewd, crazy sixty-nine. Yvonne had to stop licking, had to experience what was about to happen. She squeezed her eyes shut, and with her head twisted to one side, she yelped, "JennnnNNA!"
She gushed when she came. Yvonne wasn't often so wet when she did, but this time, she practically exploded, dampening her blanket. Jenna rose up, panting and wiping at her mouth. She looked at me, eyes wild, and she gasped, "Give me the phone. I need to see you fuck her."
I handed it over before ditching my pants and my boxers to climb up on the bed, my shirt still on. Jenna scooted backwards until she was riding Jenna's face. She got a selfie of herself like that, staring up at the camera, one eye closed in a wink, fingers out in a sideways peace sign. For some goddamn reason that got to me, hard, and I grabbed Yvonne's legs to twine them over one of my shoulders. I plunged into her with everything I had.
Despite having made love to Veronica earlier, I was already close to an edge. Hanging on was one of the hardest things I ever did. Jenna on her knees above Yvonne, rocking hard, phone in one hand, hand running through her hair with the other. My cock in Yvonne, hammering home over and over and over again. Yvonne's gasps and muffled cries of pleasure. It was all so damn much.
But I hung on. I don't know how. But I did.
The phone dropped. Jenna leaned forward and clutched at my shoulders, eyes burning into mine. "Thank you," she said, and repeated it like a mantra, "thank you, thank you, thank you..."
I leaned forward too and kissed her, my cock driving deep into Yvonne and staying there for a long moment. I held Jenna's head, keeping her lips against mine, putting a thousand emotions and thoughts into that kiss, and then I let her go. We watched each other run, Jenna rocking hard on Yvonne's face, me building back up my frenzied rhythm.
But it was Yvonne who came first, a gurgled cry catching and wisping out of her. Her hands rose and fell, rose and fell. Then they clutched at Jenna's ass, pulling her down tighter. Jenna threw back her hair, mouth agape, eyes unseeing. She was only a few minutes after her love, hips driving down one more time.
"Yvonne, oh, oh, ohhhh!"
She came too, shivering. I was so close, so very close, but something held me back, something damming up inside me. I watched Jenna collapse sideways. Yvonne twisted as far as she could with my dick buried in her and clutched at Jenna, sobbing her pleasure. Jenna clutched her too, and they clung together, kissing, whispering things to one another I pretended not to hear.
It was the look they both gave me that set me off. My gorgeous brunette model, my sexy blonde real estate agent, my Jenna, my Yvonne. And they looked up at me with such need, such desire, that I couldn't help plunging deep one more time in Yvonne, coming so hard I felt faint from it, my warmth filling her, filling her, filling her.
At the last, I fell backwards, dropping onto my knees on the edge of the bed, staring at both of them and catching my breath. "Holy hell. Holy shit."
"Agreed," Jenna croaked.
Yvonne nodded, too emotional to speak. She turned to Jenna again and kissed her. When she could finally speak, she said, "God, Jenna. I thought it would be good, but... wow."
"I know I have a lot to learn."
"Hush. You did great. And we'll explore together. Okay?" She glanced up at me. "Want to come by tomorrow? Have some more fun?"
"No," I said gently. "I mean, I do, but no, tomorrow's yours. Spend it with each other."
They looked at each other and Jenna nodded.
We ate, all of us in the nude and sitting on the edge of the stripped bed while Yvonne ran the comforter through the washer. It was getting late, and I did have to relieve Jessica, so after I helped load dishes in the dishwasher as thanks for the food, I gave my girlfriends a kiss, and left them. I felt a bit forlorn I wouldn't be there to watch them explore this new aspect of their friendship.
But damn, was I glad I got to be there for the start.
* * *
I came home to only the living room lights on. I sat in the driveway a minute, smiling to myself and utterly exhausted. When I finally got out of the truck and headed inside, Jessica was seated in the living room on my loveseat, facing me as she played on her phone.
And my sexy Jessica Nakamura was most definitely not wearing the plain clothes she had been when the night started.
As I gaped at the dark blue panties on clear display under her ridiculously tiny cheerleader skirt and her breasts stretching the fabric of her tank to its absolute limits, she said without looking at me, "He's asleep upstairs."
"Oh yeah?" I asked.



"So... wet pussies need creaming cocks."
I walked to Jessica, and still she kept her focus on her phone. I leaned down, and despite how tired I was, I scooped her up in my arms, carrying her upstairs, into my bedroom, and dropping my sexy twenty-something babysitter on my massive bed. Isaac had to come first, so I kissed Jessica and whispered in her ear I'd be right back. He was conked out, curled up in a ball, and I hesitated for a moment, thinking about that call with Tina. Would she actually show? Should I wait to tell him? I knew the terrible answer to that was yes. If she didn't, if she flaked, I didn't want to break his heart any more than I already had with the divorce. He woke as I peered in on him, mumbling, "I did okay?"
"Yeah, buddy," I said, my throat tight. "You're amazing. Go back to sleep."
"Okay." He sometimes fought me on that, but this time, he snuggled in deeper and soon his breathing evened out again.
When I headed back into my bedroom and threw the chain on the door, Jessica was already on her hands and knees, jutting her sexy ass out at me in that tiny skirt. I dropped my clothes as I approached my latest fuck toy.
My life was pretty okay.
(Note from Ian Snow - from here on out, the series will be jumping categories from time to time, depending on its needs. Thanks for reading!)
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Upbeat cheery music filled every corner of Yvonne's big house. With my curvy Sarah in my arms, I laughed as I watched Isaac get his dance on with lithe, beautiful Dakota, showing her his favorite dances from Fortnite.
"Wooo!" Yvonne cheered him on. She was arm in arm with London, Dakota's twin sister, while in another corner of the living room, my college-aged babysitter Jessica shimmied with Jenna. So many beautiful women. So much laughter. So much awkward thirty-something white guy shuffling.
I might have been great in the bedroom but I was utter shit at dancing. Thankfully, my Sarah didn't care, and we rocked together, her butt to my groin, my hands around her waist.
As far as sendoffs could go, that was a spectacular night. Isaac and I would be flying out the next day for a weeklong Thanksgiving vacation back in Mitchell. It would be our first since my divorce, and anxious didn't begin to describe my feelings about it, but with my five girlfriends and Jessica, an occasional friend with benefits, helped me relax in the best way possible.
Along one wall was a buffet of bite-sized appetizers and lighter fare. We wanted to do a dinner together, but Isaac and I weren't the only ones facing down multiple Thanksgivings that week. There came a point, as blasphemous as it seemed to me, when turkey became too much. We settled on a potluck, with everyone bringing something they loved. Isaac even contributed, helping me make fried mozzarella puffs. That one got to me. My ex-wife Tina used to make those for every special occasion or family get-together, and Isaac would gobble them down almost exclusively. Tonight, though, he ignored them almost entirely, trying everything my girlfriends and Jessica brought.
We danced, and when we were worn down, we grabbed more food, more drinks, and settled at Yvonne's big formal dining room table, the music lower.
Jenna took up a spot next to Isaac and asked him pointedly, "So. Stuffed mushrooms. Yay? Nay?"
"Definitely yay," he said.
She gave him a one-armed hug. It was rare for her to be physically affectionate with him. Jenna told me early on in our relationship she had no intent on becoming a stand-in for his mother, and I always assumed that meant she would sooner or later end things with us. I harbored a secret desire that she would change our mind and the group dynamic would never change. Then again, I also wanted a normal relationship with a woman I couldn't have, my ex-sister-in-law Morgan. I was a confused mess, but a happy one. Whichever route my life took, I was sure Isaac and I would both have plenty of love in our lives.
A big part of Jenna's buoyancy came from our blonde hostess, Yvonne. Ever since the two hooked up - with me as a happy voyeur, taking pictures and eventually joining in - they'd been inseparable. I couldn't tell you the number of times I saw Yvonne head out of Jenna's house across the street in the morning, or Jenna returning home looking sore and so very happy. The two of them had moved from friends with benefits into something approaching a real relationship, and I loved watching it play out.
That I got to participate in so many of their evenings together was icing on the cake.
That evening wasn't just about dinner, though. I did have a real date with two of my girls, Dakota and London. With both of them in college and involved in different activities, their schedules were the hardest to pin down on a week to week basis. We had to content ourselves with stolen hours here and there, usually one-on-one. Tonight, though, I was adamant on taking them out for a real date. They too were flying out the next day, back to California to see their family for Thanksgiving.
After finishing a lemon bar, I glanced at the twins and smiled. "Well, should we make our way to the brewery?"
Isaac asked, "Can I come too?"
"Aw, don't want to hang out with me?" Jessica asked.
"We were going to come over and play board games," Jenna said, and sighed dramatically. "Oh well, Sarah, Yvonne, Jessica and I will just have to go home and do nothing."
"Wait, you want to play board games?" Isaac asked. "Okay, never mind, Dad, you can go."
We helped clean up, and soon my boy was heading down the street to our house with a veritable herd of gorgeous women, staring up at each of them with his best puppy dog eyes. I chuckled and pulled both Dakota and London to me to kiss their cheeks.
I tended to think of them as you've noticed, "the twins," as though they were one entity. But the truth is, of course, they were far more complicated and magical than just that. For example, their father, who helped pioneer special effects technology that would eventually make him a millionaire, taught them first the value of hard work, but also doted upon his wonderful daughters, as I imagine just about any father would. So long as they kept their grades up in college, they were the beneficiaries of a handsome trust fund, keeping them in a gorgeous ranch-style house on our block and providing them a lot of creature comforts.
But that didn't make them soft or greedy or any of that. London and Dakota both worked their asses off in school, Dakota in pursuit of a physical therapy degree, London going for a double major in theater and mass communications, with the intent of going into public relations for a future branch of her father's company.
Dakota has always had a duality to her, a brash outer streak that led to her being a natural leader with her volleyball team and a submissive, softer sexual side that rivaled Sarah in our group. I wanted to get the two together sometime, and really let my dominant side out to play. Definitely food for thought later.
London, on the other hand, is joyfully crazy in a lot of ways. When we first hooked up, she didn't give a damn that we were being watched by her theater friends. A week later, she wanted to try sex in my truck, an awkward affair neither one of us enjoyed but which led to a memorable audible on the play when I guided her out of the truck and laid her out on the cargo bed, legs dangling off the tailgate while I ate her out. Now that she enjoyed, and the fact that we were in a car park where anyone could have walked by, she really liked. She's also sweet and protective of her sister as well as everyone else in the group, including my Isaac.
The brewery was London's pick for our trio date night. As I mentioned, she was very much into the arts, and the brewery was hosting a sip and paint event. We were going to paint a landscape or a clown or something and drink. Not a bad way to spend a chilly evening, especially with two drop-dead gorgeous women on my arm.
They got carded at the door. I did not. I was still grumbling about it when the waiter brought us our first glasses of beer of the evening.
We weren't painting clowns or landscapes, but a turkey. Mine looked like a gelatinous blob of brown with some white and black things that may or may not have been feathers jutting up from his back. London's was pretty great, and Dakota was as hopeless as I was. She did get a wildly creative idea though and snickered her way through adding a man in the background holding an axe over his head. Our painting guide, a balding man in his sixties, was less than amused.
I thought on our way back to their place this would be one of our typical nights together when both of them were around. I would sleep with one, and the other would sometimes watch from the periphery, playing with herself but not touching. London came close, once, during my first time with Dakota. It was a crazy week, one that saw me taking the asses of each of my girlfriends. When it was Dakota's turn, we more or less started an orgy, and I was distracted by a lot of young, perky boobs. While Dakota waited for me to untangle myself, London had very nearly prepared her sister's ass for me. The sight of her fingers gleaming with lube left me with a lot of questions about the twins' sexuality at the time, but since then, the closest they came to touching each other was the aforementioned hot-as-hell masturbating to the lovemaking.
"Lionel?" London asked from the seat next to me. She was dressed in a soft, thick sweater I loved to touch that evening.
"Yes?" I asked, making the right onto our neighborhood.
Dakota undid her seatbelt and slid into the middle seat to see me better. I thought that was odd. This was something serious.
"We have..." London clicked her tongue, and sighed. "There's something we want to ask you, and we know you'll say yes. But it's what comes with that question that's really important to us. Can we trust you? I mean, really trust you?"
Dakota added, "Like, a thing can't go beyond the three of us? Not until we're ready?"
I got it. I immediately got it. Holy fuck. But despite wanting to pound the ceiling with pure, unadulterated joy at the thought of taking both of them to bed, I saw they were scared. And that fear punctured any immediate roaring lust swelling up in me.
"You can, absolutely. Anything you need." I reached out for London's hand and gave it a quick squeeze. "And it would stay with me even if something happened between the three of us to break us apart."
"Good," London said, relieved.
"Yeah," Dakota added. "Maybe... it would be easier to show you what we wanted to try."
"Okay," I said.
"Okay," Dakota whispered.
London could only nod.
* * *
There was no laughter or smiles as they led me to Dakota's master suite. I'd been there many times by that point, but they pulled me along like it was my first time. I caught them looking at each other often, and when we were in sight of the big bed, I stopped them and ran my hands up to the backs of their necks.
"It's okay," I said. "You have nothing to worry about with me."
Dakota nodded and took London's hand. "We've never fooled around with each other," she whispered, blushing hard. "We've kissed a few times, but never much else."
"We've shared a lot," London added, not looking at me, but at her sister. "We've slept with each other's boyfriends, pretending to be the other. It was fun. And they always try to get us together. We promised ourselves if we ever found a guy who didn't push that, we'd... talk about it."
"Well," Dakota said, and she brought her hands up to her sister's cheeks. "We talked about it."
They leaned in together. London whispered, "Oh my God," so faint I could barely hear it, and they kissed.
Dakota and London were kissing.
Fuck me.
They broke apart, eyes sparkling. There was no hesitation with their second kiss, a hungrier one. London reached out for my hand, and put it at her waist. I joined them, stepping in close, wrapping my arms around them and enjoying the sight of two of the most gorgeous women I'd ever met, identical save for Dakota's more athletic build, finding the realization of their love for one another. It was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen, yes, but it was also strangely moving and beautiful.
This was not some porno. That was their fear, that I'd want to get down and nasty right away and not let this take its natural slow course. That I'd treat their deepest, most hidden desire like they were objects, and it was a fair fear. If you looked at how Sarah and I operated on the surface, you'd assume she was my sexual playtoy because that was how I treated her since our first time together. But get to know us and you'd see the care I have for Sarah. For all my girlfriends. And it was that care that eventually led Dakota and London to ask me to be the one to join them for their first threesome together.
I am, if you haven't noticed, the luckiest man in the world a few thousand times over.
As they kissed, I slipped around behind Dakota and slid my hands around her waist to begin unbuttoning her jeans. I slid them down as London wrapped her arms around her sister's neck, pulling her even closer, the soft smacks making me tingle in anticipation of what was to come. I kissed each of Dakota's cheeks, loving her sleek athletic body. My hands slid up and down her long legs, and gently, I encouraged her to lift one up with my hands around her knee. She obliged, still focused entirely on her sister, and did the same with her other leg a moment later. I took her jeans in hand and rose, in no hurry, leaving them folded over a chair at a desk.
Then I came to London, and when I kissed her shoulder before I dropped to help her with her jeans too, she turned her head, and whispered, "Lionel."
I scooted in close, hands at her hips, kissing her with the same care as she was kissing her sister. Then Dakota, her eyelids fluttering, her breaths erratic. I returned to London, sliding down her jeans, kissing her cheeks as I had her sister, then slowly rising back up to help them tug off their sweaters and tops. Their cotton underwear was plain, comfortable, nothing extraordinary. This was who they were. Bared, beautiful, wild.
"I love you, London," Dakota murmured, teasing her sister's ass with her fingertips.
"I love you. Should we help our guest?"
"Ooh, yes." They turned and grinned at me. I am a weak man. As much as I wanted to see their first time together be like Jenna and Yvonne, a celebration of their love, the thought of Dakota and London together doing whatever they had planned drove me to jerk my clothes off as fast as humanly possible. Seriously. I think I gave myself rug burn on my belly ditching my shirt.
They finished stripping too and got on the bed on their hands and knees, facing me. Dakota wrapped one foot over her sister's, and they grinned at each other before reaching for my hard prick. I wanted to use them. I wanted to slam my cock down their throats. I wanted to grip their hair and face-fuck them so hard they couldn't talk afterwards but to whisper. There are times in a man's life when lust takes over. When I was eighteen, my sexy cougar neighbor not so slyly flashed me her panties at a dinner party with my family. Despite knowing we would be caught, I fucked her in the basement anyways right up until the point when my mom came running down and threw her former friend out. They never spoke again. Later in life, when I saw Kate Upton in some cheeseburger commercial for the first time, I drove to Tina's work, dragged her into a bathroom, and fucked her so hard we broke the sink. The six hundred bucks I paid to her boss was worth it.
How I maintained control with both the twins kissing and running their tongues along the head of my dick is a mystery. But I did. Instead of fisting Dakota's hair and shoving my cock down her throat the way I wanted to when she sucked my first inch into her mouth, I stroked her cheek. When London took me next, I did the same.
While my self-control might have kept me from going to town on them, when the twins connected at the tip of my dick with a soft, very wet kiss, my hand shot to my base. "Ohhh, he likes that," London breathed. Dakota giggled and kissed her sister and my dick again. Their hands met mine and joined me in jerking my cock as their kisses grew sloppier, louder. They had my number and they knew it.
"Girls," I warned, "I'm really not going to be able to hang on if you keep doing that."
"Good," Dakota said. "Just tell us when you're ready to give us your treat."
They jacked me harder, their lips and tongues dancing at my head. I had a vision of my other girls around us, watching them, getting off on this too, and I could hold back no further. I grunted, "Now," and they turned, eyes closing, beatific smiles wide as I came across them, hitting everything, anything. Still dripping me, their hands fell away from my prick and came to each other's faces, stroking away my pearls and feeding each other my come.
Dakota traced her sister's cheeks with her thumb, and London grabbed it, pulling it to her mouth to suck on her digit. Then she sat up higher on her knees and brought Dakota's hand down, down across her breasts, her tummy... her sex. London moaned, "Dakota," and her sister was there, kissing her, grabbing her ass with her free hand. They dropped down to the bed together, Dakota winding up on top, London on her back. I rested one knee on the bed and palmed Dakota's sex as she began to play with her sister's.
"Want you, want you so much," London moaned, a fever sweeping her up.
"I want you too," Dakota said. "I mean, you are almost as hot as me."
London giggled and curled her finger at her sister. "Come here, you."
They kissed again, and broke away only when London moaned wordlessly. Dakota had two fingers inside her sister's pussy, pumping them in and out slowly as she kissed and sucked at her sister's neck, one of her most sensitive spots. I slid my own fingers into Dakota, rubbing her ass with the other hand as I kissed her back, her neck, her shoulder.
Then I decided to get more in the game than just my fingers. I dropped off the edge of the bed again, keeping my fingers inside Dakota as London watched my curiously. I dipped my head low, and kissed first Dakota's cheek before adding to the sensations of what my hand was doing - but not before I'd circled her delicate bleached bud.
"Nnngh, fuck, he licked my ass," Dakota whimpered.
"Ohh, wow, that's hot," London said.
I teased Dakota for a moment, enjoying her taut butt before taking a lengthy lap of her pussy, all the while pushing my fingers in and out of her faster and faster. I felt more than saw London shifting on the bed and Soon Dakota was moving too, dropping down and whispering, "Can I...?"
"You know you can," London whispered right back. Then a sharp hiss of pleasure. "Oh God, oh God, oh God, you're actually licking me, oh fuck, Dakota..."
I had to see. I hopped back up and watched for a long, shocked minute as London licked and fingered her twin. "Holy shit," I breathed.
London looked at me, desperation in her eyes. "No one can know, okay? Not until we're comfortable telling everyone?"
"It's okay, yeah, it's okay," I agreed. I leaned down to cup her chin and kiss her as her sister bobbed up and down on her pussy, her licks audible now.
London grabbed my free wrist when I started to pull away. "Stay with me, I'm almost there, okay? I want to, nnn, see both of you."
I kissed her again, softer, slower this time. She let my hand go but I didn't let hers escape, taking it in mine and squeezing. She gazed down at her sister, who looked mighty pleased with herself, and spread her hips wider. "Dakota, ohhh, we're doing this, we're really..."
She closed her eyes and hiccupped. Between her legs, Dakota breathed, "Come for me."
London did. It was one of the quieter times I'd ever seen her orgasm, her shoulders rolling, her head dipping back hard against the mattress, her mouth open. "Oh, Dakota..."
Dakota kept going. She pumped her sister faster now, her licking intensifying. London looked up at me and whispered, "Help her."
I nodded and kissed her again, brushing her hair away from her face before I returned to Dakota and buried my mouth against her pussy. She rocked back against me, breaths dropping rapid-fire as I sought out her clit with my thumb. I teased her nub and she moaned, "Oh shit, oh London..."
Her sister broke free of Dakota's tongue and fingers and came around to me. She whispered orders into my ear and we got Dakota on her back, legs spread side, and both of us kissed and licked her pussy as they'd been doing to my dick.
"Oh FUCK!" Dakota cried out. "That's so good!"
I glanced at London and winked. "She's really going to like this," I murmured, and slid a hand underneath Dakota's bottom to tease her bud with my middle finger. Yup. She did. As I slid in to the first knuckle and began to just tap into her entrance, Dakota pushed up onto her elbows, eyes frantic with need, watching us, begging us silently to bring her over the edge.
And we did.
London, ever the one to help her sister, sucked and slurped on her clit. I took over pussy duties, along with our combined fingers in Dakota's slit. Add the sensation of my finger in her butt and you had one hell of a potent cocktail. Dakota didn't just come. She wailed out with her orgasm, flinging backwards, throwing an arm out to the side like she was tapping out in a wrestling match.



God, they were beautiful.
I pulled my fingers out, and immediately went for London. My hands slid around her waist and I lifted her until she was on top of her sister, chest to chest, pussies ready to be fucked. I hilted myself in her without hesitation, as hard and fast as I had our first time. She hissed with the pleasure, but Dakota was there and kissed her with frantic need, arms wrapped around her twin.
I only pumped London a few times before I pulled out and aimed lower. Dakota yelped when I thrust into her, my hands balanced on her sister's ass so I could better flex and drive my cock deeper. Five, six pumps apiece and then I'd switch, my cock raging hard but ready to go for a good long while after my earlier orgasm. I think Dakota came first, but London wasn't all that far behind. I don't think they noticed much, so wrapped up in each other's lips and arms. They gasped and came and went right back to each other, two beautiful women, one deeply depraved but amazing act of love. And I got to experience it with them.
Orders again from London. I sat on the edge of the bed, Dakota on top of me with her ass to my groin rocking on my cock while her sister was between our knees, licking her pussy and my exposed few inches. Then at some point, we switched again, Dakota on her hands and knees, face twisted sideways against London's cunt, unable to keep licking her as I pounded her pussy from behind, gripping her waist and making grunts that probably would have scared off a rhino.
We finished, at the last, much as I'd always fantasized about them together, both of them on their back, hands held, me on my knees between them, jacking my cock as they cooed at me. I came across their bellies and their tits, exhausted, utterly exhausted, but so goddamn happy.
Whenever they showed the other three who they truly were and what they wanted, there was going to be more magic made. But in that moment, I don't think it got much more beautiful than my Dakota and my London, kissing each other, giggling with the relief of a fantasy long held and now fulfilled.
* * *
Sarah drove us to the airport the next morning, teary-eyed but cheerful. Isaac helped with that. He crackled with energy and a boyishness that had started to disappear over the last few months since I started dating my girlfriends.
"You have enough books?" Sarah asked him along the way.
"Three, plus my Kindle!"
Sarah raised an eyebrow. "So... is that a no?"
He giggled and bounced in his seat. I was glad the two were vibing off each other. I wasn't much help in that regard. I woke feeling mellow and pleased after last night's events with the twins, but a dark thought wormed its way into my brain and wouldn't stop growing. What if Tina didn't show up? The weather in Anchorage was clear, something that hadn't been a certainty a couple weeks ago. But even weather permitting, what if Tina decided she and her boyfriend Rupert would stay in Alaska?
What if she changed her mind and didn't want to see Isaac?
The question was a moot one. Regardless of if Tina showed or not, Morgan and my ex-in-laws would be around, and Isaac was desperate to see them. We would be swinging by after my folks' Thanksgiving dinner, something that had me on pins and needles.
Morgan.
The thought of her stirred me. Reddish-brown hair. A strong, angular face and the most beautiful doe eyes. A thin frame, but with some curves to her chest. She had this fluidity to her, not quite grace, but a purpose to her movements. Tina used to say Morgan sometimes looked like an alligator moving through the water when she was a top-tier swimmer in high school, and she wasn't wrong.
For a long time now, ever since Morgan was about twenty or so, I've thought secretly she should be the one for Isaac, not Tina. Whereas my ex-wife began slipping away from our family nearly from the day Isaac was born, Morgan took on more and more for him without even blinking. These days she was his biggest supporter when he needed to talk to someone apart from me. Nearly every other day like clockwork they were on the phone with each other, talking about everything under the sun. Those were sacred times to Isaac and they only made me fall harder in love with Morgan.
Yes. Love.
But she was married. Married wasn't something I fucked with, even if I hated her husband Douglas. He was the kind of special asshole who thought he was always the most important guy in a room. Try to correct him about anything and his narcissistic ass would find any excuse to tell you why you were wrong, even if you clearly weren't. You know his type. Every family's got a Douglas getting drunk at barbeques and holidays, or teaching the kids to do dumb and dangerous things, or making everyone uncomfortable with his sexist or racist jokes, the same ones he's been telling for years. He's that particularly awful-scented brand of douchebag.
Just the thought of him killed any dregs of good humor I had, but I forced a smile onto my face when we pulled into a short-term parking space. We piled out, Isaac grinning ear-to-ear.
"I wish you could meet Aunt Morgan," he said. I don't know if it was Sarah who reached for his hand or him to her, but the joining seemed so natural I didn't complain a bit about having to pull his luggage along behind me with mine.
"Me too," Sarah said. "She sounds wonderful."
We checked our luggage, and while Isaac ran in to use the bathroom before we flew out, I got Sarah to myself and pulled her tight. "Thank you for being wonderful to him," I murmured.
"We'll be here. Waiting for you," she murmured back. Then she leaned in and whispered into my ear, "And when you land, you'll have some messages from us. Maybe don't open them with Isaac or your family around."
"Oh?" I asked, grinning. "Something... fun?"
"Mm hm. We had to make sure our man knew what he was missing without us around." She smiled, but a moment later, her tears started up again. I kissed her cheeks as Isaac came back out. He stared up at us, his own smile disappearing, and wrapped his arm around Sarah's waist. We both held her close, waiting for the worst of it to pass, and finally she pulled away again, sniffing.
"Go," she said. "Have fun. We'll have so much fun when you guys get back."
"Sarah?" Isaac asked.
She gripped his shoulders. "Yes?"
"Can I call you Aunt Sarah like I do with my Aunt Morgan?"
"Ah hell," I said, my own throat wanting to suddenly close up.
Sarah could only nod, and she hugged Isaac to her tight.
We left for the security gate, and I stopped to turn and mouth "thank you" to her. She held a hand to her breast over her heart, and watched us through as long as she could.
Down a long people mover, I squeezed Isaac's shoulder. He glanced up at me and smiled shyly. I smiled back.
* * *
We got in early enough to help my mom prepare the side dishes. It used to be a chore to get Isaac to help around the kitchen but he was so happy to see his grandmother he did it now without complaint, running every errand she could come up with. It was cute, the way she threw in casual questions about my girlfriends, obviously trying to see if he was okay. I didn't try to reassure her. She could see for herself Isaac was Isaac, a little older, a little more mature, but still my sweet son.
We lost him when his cousins barreled through the door along with my brothers and their significant others. Whereas my mom tried to be coy with her questioning, my brothers wanted to know every detail about my relationship with five women, practically drooling despite their wives' glares. My sister-in-law Becky gave me one particular pointed jab.
"Well, I don't see how you can date sisters. I mean, that's just... that's just wrong."
I flashed back to images of London licking my cock and her sister's pussy as Dakota rode me, my hands around her waist. It was my dad that saved me from making an icy comment that probably would have killed the mood for the rest of the family gathering. Largely silent up until that point, he said pleasantly, "Well, I mean, have you seen them?"
My mom flicked an end of a carrot at him, and my brothers laughed appreciatively. One of them said, "Oh boy, that's going to make for one heck of a Christmas for you. Five girlfriends. Yikes."
I groaned. I hadn't even thought about gifts yet. Getting one right for me was hard enough, but five? Yeesh. And then there was Isaac. He hinted not too subtly a few times he wanted a dog. I actually really liked the idea. I wanted a dog too. I had a couple as a kid and a teenager and they were great company. Plus, I loved the thought of a boxer or something for my runs. But I had some moral hang-ups about giving one as a gift. If we got one, I'd rather it be in January, a joint venture sort of thing with the understanding that we raised it together. Did I fully expect to be the one cleaning up its messes after the first few days? Absolutely. Did I actually mind? Nope.
"In any case," I said, "London and Dakota are both wonderful, intelligent women who are sweet to Isaac and way too sweet to me. I'm a lucky man to be dating one of them. Two, well... counting my blessings. If that seems strange to you, I don't know what to tell you. It's strange to me, but it works."
As if on cue, Isaac came in, glancing up at me and his grandma curiously. "Are you talking about Aunt Dakota and Aunt London?"
I guess we were calling all my girlfriends that now. I liked it. I mussed up his hair and said, "I am."
"They just texted me and wanted to know if we got in okay."
I grinned at Becky's sour expression. "And you told them we were?"
"Uh huh. They were in Salt Lake. I asked and they said it was okay if I called them Aunt too."
"Good," I said.
Then he unintentionally dropped a megaton on me. "So did Yvonne and Jenna."
Yvonne, I got. She was a fan of Isaac from the get-go. But Jenna too? I didn't ask the question out loud, and Isaac seemed unaware of its importance. But when he grabbed a small plate of appetizers and hurried out of there to eat with his cousins at the kids' table, I excused myself and hit the bathroom for some privacy. My phone had been off all the way from Agramonte, and I turned it on then. Much as I wanted to watch the videos sent from all five of my girlfriends, I instead dialed Jenna. One of my nephews barged in the door and I waved him away.
She picked up on the second ring, laughing at something someone was saying in the background. "Hey baby," she said. "Isaac said you made it okay?"
"Yeah, good trip. Listen... about him asking to call you Aunt..."
"It's okay," she said. "Lionel, I..." She sighed. "The way things are now, it's... it's good. It's great. I'm becoming... very fond of him."
"If it's ever too much, tell me. Please."
"I will." A sniff. "I miss you. Both of you."
"We miss you too." My mom called everyone in for cutting the turkey, which for some damn reason was a family tradition, even if it took ten minutes to cut up the bird. "I gotta run. We're just about to eat."
"Call and tell me how it goes with Tina and Morgan."
"I will." A pause, then I said, "Thank you, Jenna."
"You're welcome."
* * *
As I shoved the very best food known to man - a.k.a. my mom's cooking - down my throat, I alternated between two very different feelings. I wanted to use being full as an excuse to stay here for a while, to delay this as long as possible. On the other hand, the thought of Morgan made me want to run to her. I'd come so very close to kissing her the last time we talked face-to-face, and I know in my heart she did the same for me. If we got some alone time, I wasn't sure I could stop myself. I wasn't sure of anything when it came to her.
And then there was Tina.
I hadn't heard from her if she landed or not. I texted her, but no response. I was glad I hadn't told Isaac she might be coming, but that didn't mean my disappointment was going to be lessened. Would she still want to see him at Christmas? I didn't know. I didn't have the energy to contemplate it.
Despite my wishy-washiness about going to my in-laws, Isaac could barely contain himself. He loved my side of the family but his bond with Morgan was one of a kind, not even rivaled by my current crop of girlfriends. He loved her with a fierceness singularly their own, and I could understand why. So when he gave me the look for the third time, that one that implored me to please get off my ass, I got off my ass and texted Morgan we'd be on our way soon.
"Isaac," I said, "let's help clean up and then we'll go see Grandma and Grandpa and Morgan, okay?"
He was on his feet in a flash, and rushing plates as fast as he could under the faucet's flow. My mom laughed, leaned over, and kissed his head. "Leave the dishes be. Go have fun. See me Sunday?"
"Okay Grandma!" he shouted, unable to contain himself. He ran and hugged his cousins, his uncles, his aunts. I told everyone I'd be back later, and walked Isaac out to our rented car. When we got in, I had him hand me up my bag, and I ran a comb through my hair and flossed. He bounced in the backseat and told me crossly to hurry up.
On the way, I told Isaac, "Hey, that thing you did, asking Jenna, Sarah, Yvonne, Dakota, and London about being your aunts, that was sweet."
"Was that okay?"
"More than okay. I'm glad you like them."
"I love them, Dad. I thought it was weird at first, but they're all really nice."
"Yeah, bud," I said, trying to contemplate that. "I love them too."
He fidgeted in the backseat. "Dad?"
"Hm?"
"Are you going to marry them?"
"I can't marry all of them. There are laws about that."
"Oh."
"Besides, I think the wedding would end up being five hours."
He laughed. "Yeah."
Funny how long the buildup to that moment seemed. How many nights I'd spent contemplating the last time I'd seen Tina or Morgan. Especially Morgan. But it had to come eventually, and soon we were there, parking as close as we could to my in-laws. Isaac had the car door open before I'd put it in park, which got a stern warning from me. He apologized, but that didn't stop him from shooting out of the car a moment later when it was safe.
Morgan was out the door too, racing down the steps in comfy pink sweats and a white hoodie. She hit the sidewalk and crashed into my son, grabbing him with a fierce hug that broke me, hard. I was still in the driver's seat. She looked up at me, and though she smiled, there was such pain and confusion there too, mirrored in my own soul. I thought about just leaving. She would get Isaac back to me eventually. But his door was still wide open, and much as I might want to run from the vastness of my love for this woman, I needed to hug her. I needed to say hello. Even if we couldn't be together in the way I wanted to be, I needed her however I could get her.
I stepped out, and after I closed my door and Isaac's, I came to her. Morgan still held my crying boy, and stood upright slowly, watching me. She parted her lips, and I very nearly did it, very nearly kissed her. Instead, I said quietly, "Thank you. You've meant the world to us. To... him."
She nodded, unable to speak. Isaac looked up at us both, but the door opened again and drew his gaze.
He whispered, "Mom?"
* * *
Isaac was still fighting off fits of tears as he snuggled in close to Tina on my in-laws' couch.
"Your boy's sure open with his emotions, huh?" Douglas asked me, a cocktail in hand. Of course he zeroed in on me when I was alone. He had to still be pissed about the last time we got together when I was basically eye-fucking Morgan over a long dinner. "Seems like every time I see him he's crying about something."
"Men don't give a shit about other men seeing them cry," I said conversationally. I walked away. If I didn't, I was going to throw a punch.
Morgan reappeared from the kitchen, and joined her sister and my son on the couch. He looked like a cat sunning himself, the two women he loved most in the world with him again. I thought about excusing myself, but one of their cousins, a rare one who still liked me, pulled me aside and wanted to know how my new business was going. He was actually a decent guy, and earnest in his curiosity about my new life in Agramonte, so we ended up bullshitting for a while.
Everyone else gave me the cold shoulder, save for Tina and Morgan's mother, who at least tried on the surface to be polite. She offered me a plate of food, and I settled on a piece of pie. Look, you don't go to Thanksgiving at her house without pie, even if you divorced her daughter and were pretty convinced she would rather stab you with the knife than serve you.
Every time I tried to find a seat, someone pulled the chair back with a foot or put a hand on it. Okay. I could read the room. I was an interloper. I'd leave, I decided. I hoped to have a minute with Tina or Morgan alone, but that clearly wasn't happening tonight. Oh well. I'd go back to my mom and dad's, watch some TV, and crash out in the bedroom eventually to watch the videos my girlfriends sent me.
I was just about to head out when someone knocked. A guy I'd only seen in pictures came in, holding a paper bag under one shoulder. Tina lit up when she saw him, and I fought an urge to start swinging at everything and everybody. Old habits and all. She pointed in my direction, and her boyfriend Rupert finally saw me. He smiled tentatively and headed towards me.
"Rupert?" I said as he neared. "Did I get that right?"
"You did. Very pleased to meet you." We shook, and he said, "I went on a beer run. Tina said you might be feeling a bit, ah, awkward here. I thought it would make for something of a peace offering, I guess? This is..."
"Awkward," I finished for him, grinning. He looked relieved. Crap, I liked him already. He dug out a six-pack, and we twisted off the lids. Tina joined us, and he handed her one too. I glanced over at the couch where Isaac was talking animatedly to his grandmother and Morgan, who held his hand. To tina, I said, "Seeing him with you, that was... that was great."
"I'm sorry I didn't text you back. I wanted to make sure it was a complete surprise."
"Just glad you're here. Which sounds sarcastic, but it's the truth."
She raised her bottle and Rupert and I clinked with her. Seats at a card table finally opened up and we nabbed them, drinking our beer and chatting. I found out Rupert was an ecologist like my ex-wife, and they'd been dating now for months.
"I deal more in water," he said, "so we don't always work together, but it's all part of the same camp. Keeps her from getting bored with me."
I grinned. "I know how that goes."
Tina clicked her tongue. "Lionel!"
"You want to make her fall asleep, say the words, 'electrical outlet.'" I winked at her for her benefit, and she punched my arm.
We talked for a while, a good talk, and my early feelings about Rupert solidified. He genuinely was a nice guy, a bit self-effacing, passionate about his work like Tina was. He was also clearly wild about Tina, something that kinda stung, but weirdly enough, felt more like a relief. I've never wanted her to hurt. Sure, I would have been sort of pleased in a wicked way if he was a jackass, but honestly, I was glad she found someone so easily like I had.
Of course, talk eventually shifted to me and my girlfriends, and I got lots of jokes hurled my way. Tina and I made a certain sort of peace about my strange new lifestyle the month before, and now she plied me with genuine questions. Stuff like who spent the night in my bed, which rotated, or how I handled date nights, or if we were looking at changing the dynamic long-term. That last one was a good question. I had no idea if any of my girlfriends wanted to move in with me, or the reverse. Most of them had a couple changes of clothes and personal items at my house, but then again, so did I at theirs. The arrangement was comfortable. We each had our own space. But still, it made me wonder.



Isaac came by eventually and wanted to get to know Rupert. Tina caught me with a smile, and said, "Want to take a quick walk with me out back, get some fresh air?"
"Sure." To Isaac, "Be right back, bud. I'll let you know before I head out."
"Okay!"
Tina and I headed out to the backyard into the chilly night. The pool was long covered for the winter, and we skirted around it. "It's good to see you happy, Tina," I said.
"You too. Your girlfriends, that's such a crazy situation. I wouldn't have guessed you'd wind up with two, let alone five."
I laughed. "Me either. And they're all terrific to Isaac. He asked them today if he could call them Aunt. They all agreed, even Jenna. She's the..."
"Kind of emotionally distant one, right?"
"Yeah, that's it," I said.
"That's great." She stopped me close again to the house. "But Lionel, tonight you seem so apprehensive. What's going on?"
"Ah, you know, just... awkward, being around your family."
"And it has nothing to do with Morgan?"
I froze. "Uh. Sorry. What?"
Tina smiled, but it was a pained thing. "She's told me a lot. About how you've kept in contact with her."
"No, Isaac, he... uh, she offered to talk to him and..."
"Honey," Tina said, "it's okay."
"Tina, it's not... I... I don't know what you're talking about."
"Oh, come on, you've been looking sidelong at her since she was nineteen or twenty and you noticed she had boobs." She laughed at my sour expression. She wasn't wrong. "It's okay. I think she cares a lot about you too. You two, you'd be very good for each other, I think."
"She's married."
"Yeah. To Douglas." Tina said the name as flatly as I did.
"That doesn't change a thing. She loves him, and that's... that's all there is to it. She's great for Isaac."
Her smile lessened. "Lionel."
"Okay, I'll admit, I do think she's... she's everything I could want. I mean, she loves Isaac, and she's kind, and just, just good-hearted."
"Stop."
I ran a hand through my hair. "What do you want me to say, Tina? You want me to admit it? All right, fine. Yes. I'm in love with your sister. All right? I'm crazy about her."
"Douglas, no!" Tina shouted.
A hand on my shoulder. Douglas spun me. I was too slow to realize what was coming until his fist crashed into my face. I didn't go down. It wasn't much of a punch. My hand rose to where he hit me. But I wasn't paying Douglas any attention. Not a bit. My eyes were only on the beautiful brunette behind him, hand rising to her lips.
I turned to Tina, and weakly, I said, "Isaac. Watch over him until Sunday. Okay?"
She nodded, mute. "Hey, asshole," Douglas snapped at me. Tina stepped between us, blocking the door long enough for me to step inside and storm through the house. Isaac looked up at me from his chair beside his grandpa. I came to him and kissed his forehead.
"I gotta go, okay? Morgan and your mom are going to spend a few days with you, and then we'll hook back up on Sunday."
"Dad? Are you okay?"
I nodded. I didn't like lying to Isaac, but sometimes it's what you have to do.
* * *
You're probably hoping for some big romantic gesture to happen that Sunday, but it didn't happen. I drove to meet Tina, Rupert, and Isaac at a sprawling chain café near the airport, and despite my heart wishing otherwise, Morgan wasn't there. She hadn't called or texted since I blurted out that I loved her, and I knew in my heart I'd blown things.
Tina rose from the booth to greet me. I kissed her cheek and assured her I was fine. She hadn't told Isaac what had happened, but he looked worried anyways in the way kids have of picking up on their elders' emotions.
"Dad? Is everything okay?"
I had practiced this some with Tina, and smiled at him. "Yeah. I had a little bit of a blow-up with your uncle Douglas the other day. It's all okay now."
"Oh," he said. "He seemed kinda upset all weekend."
"I'm sorry," I said, meaning it. "That was my fault. Not yours."
We ate together, and Rupert, God bless him, kept up a great stream of jovial conversation. He discovered sometime that weekend Isaac liked ghost stories, so he was telling us about a haunted mansion down in New Orleans. The story toed that excellent line between being scary enough to captivate Isaac, but not so scary as to give him nightmares. When we settled up our tab, I told him, "You really missed your calling as a writer."
He beamed, and Tina elbowed him. "I told you, you should look at publishing it."
"You really have a book?" I asked, surprised.
He nodded. "It's just a novella, really."
"Send it on, man. I'd love to read it."
He blinked at me. "You're serious?"
I chuckled. "Absolutely. You know, I gotta admit, I thought this, meeting you, was going to be weird, but you're a heck of a guy, Rupert."
"Thanks. It's really been a pleasure." He looked between Tina, Isaac, and me, and said, "Well, I'll just go out to the car and give you all a minute, okay?"
Tina kissed him, and Isaac gave him a hug. At the last, it was the three of us, the original trio, and I pulled Tina to me for a gentle kiss on the corner of her mouth. "I mean it. I'm glad you're happy, Tina."
"You too," she told me. She hugged Isaac tight, and knelt down to look him in the eyes. "Baby, I know me and your dad divorcing hurt a lot. I can't take that pain away from you. But it sounds like there's a lot of love in your life." He nodded, and she cradled him to her. "That's good. That's good." She sniffed and pulled back, brushing at his cheeks with her thumbs. "Take care of your dad, okay?"
"Okay, Mom," he said solemnly. "I'm... I'm sorry I get mad sometimes."
"Oh, baby," she croaked, and hugged him again, kissing his forehead, kissing his cheek. "No, no, don't apologize for that. It's okay, it's okay to be mad. Just remember, it's not other people's fault. Your dad and I, we just... we just needed to find our happiness. Okay?"
He nodded. Tina squeezed his hand, rose up, and hugged me again. And then, quick as she could, she hurried out, not looking back.
* * *
Every night that weekend, I watched one or two of the videos. Some of them were solo efforts, but Jenna and Yvonne sent me a particularly tasty video of the two of them on their hands and knees, faces to the camera. I couldn't actually see what they were doing to their pussies throughout most the video, but I knew from the start and finish they had a pair of wand vibrators playing at their pussies and buds, moaning and whimpering how much they missed me.
With Isaac staying a couple rooms away and my parents upstairs, I popped in an ear bud and watched that one again. Or started to, anyways. I heard the car pull up but didn't think anything of it. A minute later, my mom knocked on my door. "Honey? You, um, you have a visitor. It's... it's Morgan."
I was on my feet and out of bed in a moment. I hurtled past my mom and down the stairs like the house was on fire. Wait, that's a terrible analogy. If the house was on fire, I'd hope I wouldn't run past my mom or leave my sleeping son behind. Or for that matter, the leftover bacon from that night's BLT's.
She was out on the front porch in a white down jacket and a thick beanie pulled far down her head. Her cheeks were rosy red and beyond her was a car I vaguely recognized as one of her friends'. The passenger side door was open.
I stepped out onto the porch and reached out to hug her. She was stiff in my arms, almost immobile, and said quietly, "Lionel."
"I'm sorry," I said, pulling back. I expected her to tell me she couldn't. That this was over. That she was going to cut away from our lives.
Instead, Morgan looked down at our feet, and asked me very quietly, "I have one question for you." She looked back up. "Was it true?"
After a long moment, I nodded. She let out a soft, long breath, and quick as a bird, leaned up to kiss the corner of my mouth.
And then Morgan was gone.
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"You've never seen her do the bounce?" Sarah asked me.
We were taking a drive together after a movie. Fat snowflakes swooped through the air in lazy waves. It wasn't quite a blizzard, but the weather was aiming in that general vicinity. I only mention the snow because the heat in the truck felt so damn good, we forewent returning to Sarah's place and instead opted to drive around for a while with nowhere in mind.
"I've seen Jenna's boobs bounce," I said.
Sarah rolled her eyes. "Everyone has. Just watch her walk three feet and you'll see that."
"Says you, Queen of Boobs."
She pushed up at hers, looking down at her mammoth chest. "They are pretty great, right?"
"I'm a big fan."
"I noticed. Anyways, no, that's not what I'm talking about, and now you need to call her up."
"Ohhh-kay," I said. I punched up the truck's handless system and told it to dial Jenna.
A moment later, "Hey Lionel. How was the movie?"
"Great," I said.
"Terrible," Sarah grumbled. "There were too many people around to fool around. All we did was a little petting."
"We have created a monster," Jenna said. "So what's up?"
"What's up is that I'm bored and I haven't had a chance yet to stick my tongue as deep in your pussy as it can go," Sarah said.
There was a pause, and then I breathed, "Jesus, Sarah."
"Whose place?" Jenna asked, sounding as shocked as I was.
"Mine," Sarah said. "I have cappuccinos."
"Be over in a few."
"Wear your bounce bra."
"My... ohhh, okay, sure."
Barely had I hung up and turned into a parking lot to make a U-turn than my phone rang. This time, it was Victoria Vega, Isaac's teacher and my sometime hookup. We were keeping things casual until Isaac moved on from her class, but she was definitely going to be a regular in the group come next summer if I had anything to say about it. Our go-ahead was simple -- either I called her when Isaac was going to be gone long enough for us to meet up, or she would call me, and if I didn't answer, that meant Isaac was around. I even had her listed as Paint & Mold on my phone instead of Victoria. Not that I didn't look forward to the day we could be honest about our relationship, but I enjoyed the sneakiness of our relationship. It was sort of fun.
"Hey Victoria," I said. Sarah busied herself with her jeans, sliding them down just far enough she could slide her fingers into her pink panties. I tried not to watch. "What's going on?"
"Is it a good time to talk? I heard Isaac mention he was going to a birthday party sleepover this weekend."
I smiled. "Absolutely. I've got Sarah beside me in the truck. We're meeting up with Jenna back at Sarah's place for something called the Bounce. I have no idea what that is."
"Victoria, come by," Sarah demanded. She was usually pretty submissive with me after I broke her dominant streak our first time together. But that day she was feeling her oats. I think she was after a spanking. It had been a while. "I haven't licked Jenna's pussy yet and I want to taste you too."
Another good long silence, and again I sputtered, "Jesus, Sarah!"
"Well, with that, I'm grabbing my keys," Victoria said, sounding pleasantly surprised. "Good God, it'll be like college again."
"Wait, what?" I asked.
"See you in a few," Sarah said. She really had her hand down in there. Goddamn.
* * *
Sarah draped over my knees, all but naked save for her frilly pink panties. I raised my hand for another spank when her doorbell rang. "It's o-" CRACK!" "-ow-pen!" she called, glaring up at me. Her big juicy ass was already glaring red from my spanking, but that glare warranted more from me. I raised my hand again as Victoria came in. The Latina stunner was dressed in cute leggings, a short skirt, and a poofy down coat that dwarfed her slim frame.
She froze when she saw what we were doing, and said tentatively, "Um, that's not happening to me, is it? Because I have to sit Monday."
I laughed and rubbed Sarah's tender ass before slipping my hand down into her panties and sliding two fingers along her wet lips. "No. Sarah's my... hm..."
"His come-guzzling three-hole cock whore is what I am," Sarah muttered. "And I was being bad. So I have to get spanked."
"Want to help?" I asked.
Victoria licked her lips as she began to work her way out of her coat. Underneath she wore a cute pink tank not all that far a shade from Sarah's panties. No bra, either. I could see her brown nipples through the fabric.
"Is it weird I want to say yes?" she asked. "Like... you know I don't like it rough, but... spanking her? Hell yes."
Sarah wiggled her ass back and forth and clapped. "Yay!"
God, I lived a weird life.
I was in the process of showing Victoria how to soothe the spanks with gentle rubs along Sarah's pussy when Jenna popped in. She wore dark blue jeans and a heavy serape-like top over a lighter jacket, her makeup done to the nines, hair teased out in curly waves.
She shook her head as she removed her serape. "Just another normal afternoon at Sarah's."
Victoria raised her hand and spanked Sarah again. Sarah said brightly, "I know, right? Let me get up. Gotta start up some music for the bounce."
She pushed up off my knees, rubbing her sore backside. Victoria dropped between my knees and scooted in close until her lips hovered right above my hard prick. "Hope you don't mind me just helping myself," she said.
I chuckled. "By all means."
Sarah glanced over her shoulder as she grabbed the remote for her sound bar. "Oooh, Lionel's sexy teacher slut, I like it."
"Mm hm," Victoria agreed around a couple inches of my cock. When we slept together, she always needed me to go slow when I entered her pussy. Of all the women I'd ever been with, hers was far and away the tightest, so I was cautious for her sake. But when it came to a blowjob, Victoria was right up there with another one of my girlfriends, Yvonne, for best in show. She could take a stunning amount of my cock into her warm, wet mouth and her tight throat. I loved watching my sexy Latina lover's mouth spread wide around me, but I was about to get a show of a lifetime.
"I can't believe you talked me into this again," Jenna said, kicking off her shoes and slipping down her pants.
Sarah snickered. "Like I really had to twist your arm. You'd do anything for him or Yvonne."
Jenna gaped at her, blushing furiously. "That's not... ugh, you are the worst. I wish I'd gotten in on the spankings."
"Later, I promise. Right now, I want to see the bounce."
Jenna laughed helplessly, and kept undressing until she was down to her panties and a front-clasping bra that did wonders to push her big breasts up high. Sarah was by far the most stacked of my girlfriends, but Jenna's hourglass figure led her to do incredibly well as a model, especially with her gorgeous face and luscious lips.
Victoria pulled off me. "Can I watch?" she asked.
Okay. I have a thing for submissive types. Have I mentioned that? Probably a thousand times by now. Her question made my cock surge. "Get the leggings off and ride my cock."
She hurried to her feet. Jenna helped her out of her clothes entirely, save the skirt. She didn't hesitate to run a finger along Victoria's slit, licking it clean and giving a deep moan. Victoria settled on my lap, not quite taking me into her pussy yet, but grinding on my cock as Sarah started up a fast-paced beat.
Jenna grinned at all of us watching her, and began to... well, bounce. Well, technically dance. There was rhythm to it, sure, but this was meant to draw our eyes to one part of her and one part only -- her breasts doing extra wonderful things in that bra.
And oh my God, did I love the bounce. Excuse me while I gurgle out words like a seventh-grade boy seeing his first boobs here, because those were a magical few minutes. Victoria obviously liked it too, grinding on my cock as she too bounced to the beat, I laughed and kissed her shoulder as Jenna jiggled her breasts, raising her elbow up to shoulder level to squeeze them together even tighter. Her dark, smoldering eyes caught mine and her smile lit my world on fire.
Sarah grabbed Victoria's hands and pulled her up off me. My three gorgeous beauties danced together, Victoria and Sarah trying to re-enact Jenna's impressively hypnotic bobbing. Sarah's big natural tits did some amazing things of their own accord. Victoria, who definitely had some curves but not nearly as much as my other two girls, gave up with a laugh and started twerking instead. Oooh, now that was killer too.
But in the end it was Jenna who I kept staring at, who I wanted with such a fever that when the song ended, I jumped to my feet and pulled her to me. She laughed as I tugged her back to the couch. Sarah and Victoria danced together, but their attention was entirely on us. Jenna straddled my waist, those gloriously bouncy breasts right at eye level under her bra. She undid the last of the clasps and freed them for me, and I feasted as Sarah guided Victoria to another chair, pushing the teacher down and dropping between her legs.
As Sarah pulled up the top of Victoria's skirt, Victoria looked at me and said, "Well, this escalated fast."
I had two handfuls of Jenna's ass and a mouthful of her tit, so I just responded with a vaguely pleased grunt and kept right on sucking. Jenna lifted up just high enough that she could tug off her panties. I kept my eyes on her face as she reached between our legs for my cock, guiding it to her pussy and sliding down with an emphatic sigh.
Sarah gave Victoria a long lick and turned her head to glare at me. "Save some for us."
I popped off Jenna's tit long enough to say, "If you think you two are leaving without getting fucked senseless, I've got news."
Sarah beamed at me. Victoria took hold of her pigtail ponytails and guided her round face back to her pussy. "That's better," she sighed when Sarah started licking her again.
When I returned my focus to Jenna, she cupped her tits and held them up for me again. "Today, you pay them as much attention as you want to. Lick them, suck them, fuck them if you want to."
"Best goddamn girlfriends in the world," I said, and she nodded enthusiastically. Before I did suck her nipples again though, I gripped the back of her head and pulled her down to kiss me hard, our tongues dancing together.
"Wow, you two together are... mmm," Victoria said, practically drooling. Then, down to Sarah, she said, "And you... I think I'm in heaven. Look at you."
Sarah wiggled her curvy butt in happy response to that, kicking her feet up and down as she kept licking Victoria's pussy. In the meantime, I took one of Jenna's proffered nipples, sucking her again, lost in a hazy fever dream as she began to rock on my cock.
This was the life.
I switched between nipples, licking and sucking at random, but soon my cock's wants and needs began to take precedence. I dropped my hands to Jenna's ass again, and she yelped and laughed as I lifted her up, my cock buried inside her pussy. She tilted her head back and waved her arm like she was riding a mechanical bull.
"Get it!" Victoria cheered, and Sarah looked back long enough to whoop too.
I settled Jenna on the couch on her back this time. One of her feet dropped to the floor and I lifted the other so it was over the back of the couch. She was still caught up by the giggles, so I teased her neck and the upper slopes of her breasts with my mouth before I began to rock in and out of her slowly but firmly. It wasn't long before her laughter was replaced with soft, breathy moans, especially when I slipped a hand down to her clit, playing, teasing.
I heard squicking and glanced up to see Sarah still licking Victoria, but now adding two fingers to the mix, pumping them in and out. Victoria squirmed, playing with her own clit and squeezing one of her breasts, her attention divided between the busty beauty worshipping her pussy and us making love on the couch. I winked at her and she winked back before I returned my attention to my Jenna.
Our bodies crashed together harder and harder, my thrusts driving deep as Jenna laced her hands around my back. I had her spread wide, and she loved every minute of it, her head twisting, butt tensing. She whimpered, "Lionel, my Lionel."
"What you do to me..." I grunted, "...you set me on fire, Jenna."
"Yessss," she moaned. "Love this, love this, love this..."
I sucked at her neck, brought my lips to her chin, and she bucked her hips up at me, eyes closing as she began to whimper rhythmically. "Nnn, nnn, uh huh, uh huh..."
"Come for me baby," I said. "I love watching your beautiful face when you come."
"Ohhh, Lionel!" she gasped, and gripped me tight, going wordless, her lips parted in a big O. Her pussy gripped at me, gushed warmth all over me, and I was there, kissing her through it, my own need to fuck stilled by the beauty of her orgasm. My Jenna.
But it wasn't long before need took back over. There were still two other beautiful women to fuck, and I wanted a second round with Jenna before the day was through. Okay, I wanted about five rounds with Jenna. And Sarah. And Victoria.
"Lionel," Victoria gasped. "I want to see your cock between her, mm, boobs. Like she said."
"Yesss," Sarah said against her pussy. She popped off and said, "Switch me spots and sit on my lap. I want to watch this and get you off at the same time."
Victoria nodded, and they changed spots while I pulled out of Jenna, my cock soaked in her juices. She wiggled off the couch and knelt between my legs, cupping her tits and bringing them to my cock. I was big enough that I slid through with enough that she could chase my tip with her tongue and her lips, and the sight was... well, let's just call it intense. One of the most beautiful, busty women I'd ever met, not just giving me a tit job, but acting like she was desperate for it. Goddamn.
And what was happening to my left was just as hot too. Victoria sat between Sarah's legs on the chair. Sarah's hand between her legs was fingering her fast and hard, and I thought maybe she was working Victoria's clit with her thumb. Sarah's other hand was at Victoria's breast, squeezing, teasing the nipple, sometimes pinching her. Victoria rocked back and forth, watching me fuck Jenna's tits, mouth agape.
"Oh, oh, oh, wow, this feels so good," Victoria moaned.
"I can't wait for this summer when you can be his slut like us full-time," Sarah said to her. I fucked Jenna's tits harder at that, and she grinned. "We'll have to come up with some initiation rite. I know. How about eating his come out of mine and Jenna's pussies?
"F... f..." Victoria whimpered. She was never much one for swearing, but she was on the verge now.
"Say it," Sarah said. "Fuck."
"FUCK!" Victoria cried out, rocking, clearly coming as her head dropped.
I was off Jenna in a flash, lifting Victoria up, looking around frantically for somewhere to fuck her. "Bedroom," Sarah ordered. "But you come in me and Jenna."
I nodded. We hurried there, my hands all over Victoria's ass. After I slipped off her skirt, I laid out her on her stomach, her pert, perky butt teased upward with a pillow under her thighs. I sank into her as quickly as I dared with Victoria -- she was so goddamn tight -- and Sarah and Jenna sat against the headboards, hands at each other's pussies as they watched me fuck the Latina teacher.
This was the first time I'd taken Victoria in front of any of my girlfriends, and doing it while Jenna and Sarah watched, that was particularly hot. Not that I favor them over Yvonne, London, Dakota, or even Jessica, but Sarah and Jenna were the most immensely fuckable women I'd ever met. Yvonne was kind of a girl-next-door cute. London and Dakota were classically beautiful, lithe creatures. Jessica was a sexpot in her own right but she lacked Sarah and Jenna's obscene curves. The pair oozed sex, and finally getting them together in not just a threesome but a foursome made it so very hard not to dump my come into Victoria.
"Want to... lick you..." Victoria gasped at some point, looking up at Sarah. "Return the favor."
I said, "There are no favors among us, baby. If you want something, take it. If someone doesn't want to do something, they'll say. You don't owe anyone here anything. They don't owe you. Okay?"
"Yes," she whimpered as I eased back to her entrance.
I gripped her ass and squeezed. "Now, Sarah's my obedient cock slut, aren't you?"
"Yes sir!" Sarah said, beaming as she spread herself wider for me, pumping her fingers harder in and out of Jenna's pussy.
"But Jenna, what else is she?"
"A pussy slut," Jenna said. She turned and kissed Sarah, their fingers making all sorts of deliciously wet noises now.
"Sarah will take a fucking from one of us any way she can get it, and she'll beg for more. So..." I said, pumping a little faster into Victoria. "Tell her what you want."
"I want to lick you..." she whimpered. "I want to make you come."
"No," I said. "Tell her."
"Sarah. Come here so I can lick you!" Victoria gasped.
I helped her up onto all fours while Sarah pulled her fingers out of Jenna and slid down the bed. With Sarah flat on her back, Jenna needed no prompting about what else our busty girlfriend could do while she was getting eaten out, and got up on her hands and knees and straddled Sarah's face. The sight before me was fucking incredible. Victoria's toned butt rocking back and forth as my big prick slid slowly in and out of her with wet sucking sounds. Sarah's big tits on full display as she was getting eaten out. Jenna, riding Sarah's face, looking down too, her lips parted.
Jenna rocked her hips and brought her gaze up to mine. One of her hands played at her mound and her clit, and the other came up to one of her boobs. She pouted, and said, "I want Victoria eating you out of us, but I want that warm, tasty cream all over my boobs too."
"I promise," I said, as solemnly as I could given the circumstances and completely failing to hide a grin, "I will make every effort to rally a second time later and come all over those perfect breasts."
She rocked harder. "Yeah?"
Was she actually getting off on that idea? I didn't think she got any real pleasure out of me fucking her tits, but maybe it was the idea? "Do you like that idea, Jenna?"
"Uh huh," she gasped, grinding her pussy on Sarah's mouth and chin. She did, too. The hand on her clit was rubbing faster and faster. "I love it when we make love, baby, but I like being used, too. I like being your slut. I trust you. I..." She trailed off, and I thought at the time it was because of her pleasure. Her cheeks reddened, and instead of finishing her thought, she moaned, "Oh Sarah. I see why Yvonne likes you so much."
"So good," Sarah moaned. I didn't know if she was responding to Jenna or Victoria licking her pussy.
Meanwhile, Victoria's ass rocked back against me. I had a great view of her bud and wished I could take her ass, but that was unfortunately not in the cards. I don't think even with some of Yvonne's toys she could have fit me in there, especially given how tight her pussy was. Oh well. Sex with her was amazing anyways, and I was having a hell of a time holding on, staring down at her ass, her tiny waist, the slight flare of her breasts to the side as she slurped and licked on Sarah's pussy.
"So... good!" Sarah moaned again. Her hips tightened against Victoria's head, and she was licking Jenna with less and less fervor as her own orgasm approached. There was no question who was going to come next in the group, and a minute later, with a breathy moan, she lurched her butt off the bed and slammed it back down.
I pulled Victoria up off her pussy, bringing her up and onto her knees. I leaned in and murmured, "Good girl," in her ear, and she shivered with pleasure. Jenna crawled further down Sarah's body and brought her lips to Victoria's. They kissed softly but loudly, and I thought I heard Victoria whimper.



I knew I did when Jenna dipped down further, trailing her tongue down Victoria's neck, between her breasts, and across, sucking first one nipple into her mouth, then the other. Her hand drove between Victoria's legs to the joining of our flesh and rubbed at Victoria's pussy lips, spread as far apart as they could take by my slowly flexing cock.
"Oh wow, oh my gosh," Victoria breathed. Then Sarah was there too, kissing her much like Jenna had, her hands squeezing and pinching the teacher's breasts. "Oh God, oh God, oh God..."
I ground into her, not doing much more than stirring my cock slowly, but it was far more than enough, especially with my girlfriends' extra stimulation. Victoria quivered, let out an, "Mmmph!" and came. She always came so quietly. I loved it. I brushed the hair away from her neck and kissed the soft, warm flesh.
"Now I'm going to fuck Sarah," I told her, "and when I come, I'm going to come in both of them. You're going to lick every last drop you can out of their pussies, okay?"
Victoria nodded, eyes squeezed shut. I patted her butt as I pulled out and she scooted to the edge of the bed, still on her knees, watching us with wide eyes. I directed Sarah to be on top, with Jenna underneath, remembering the times I'd done this both with the twins and with Jenna and Yvonne. No one apart from the twins and myself knew that London and Dakota were sleeping together, but everyone suspected. They were still trying to figure out how comfortable they were with it being out in the open with Yvonne, Jenna, and Sarah.
Jenna and Sarah kissed as I lined up behind Sarah. As I gripped her waist and plunged into her, I grunted my pleasure. Wasn't going to last long, not at all. I had a little reprieve after bringing Victoria over the edge but I'd been riding the crest for a while. It didn't help matters much that Sarah's ass slapping back at me was one of my all-time favorite sights. I mean, every inch of her really was, but still, that was a highlight.
I indulged myself in something I had never really done with her and took her ponytail pigtails in hand. And no, I didn't pull on them like I was riding a bike and gripping the handlebars. I just wanted to feel her hair in my hands. Victoria settled in beside my girls, one hand stroking her mound lazily while she leaned in and kissed Jenna and Sarah's cheeks. She didn't really get too involved in the game but I couldn't blame her. The view was in-fucking-credible.
"You two together is the sexiest thing I've ever seen," Victoria breathed. "Oh my God, you're... you're stunning."
Sarah was, by that point, getting hammered too hard to do much more than gasp out, "Thank y-you," but Jenna aahed and twisted so she could kiss Victoria properly. "You're sexy too, baby," she said. "I loved watching you ride him."
"F-f-fuck..." Sarah gurgled senselessly. I was really ramming the everloving hell out of her, but my Sarah could take it. And give it, for that matter. She's damn near broke my dick a few times bouncing on me.
"I can't take him like you can," Victoria said.
"Deep in my pussy!" Sarah cried out. Not sure if she was responding to Victoria or my fucking, but whatever.
"Stop," Jenna said, ignoring Sarah as our busty girlfriend bounced back and forth on top of her. "You were beautiful together. And when you were blowing him?"
"Dirty... cock.... FUCK!" Sarah wailed.
Victoria giggled. "I kind of love oral. Either way, giving or receiving. Like... it's dirty, but you're so in control, you know?"
"Oh def-"
"Shiiiiifuuuckdamn! Coming! Coming so goddamn hard!"
"-initely," Jenna finished. "Excuse me, I think this wet pussy is about to get some creaming cock."
"Still the funniest catch phrase," Victoria said, shaking her head. But she moved so she was right beside me. I was panting and grunting up a storm, and barely noticed when Victoria twisted my head to kiss me. I stared sightlessly into her eyes, then returned my focus to the beauty bouncing happily back against my cock, her pussy juices dripping onto her sheets.
"Right... there," I said. I pistoned into Sarah one more time and growled, "Fuck!"
I started coming and almost forgot to pull out of Sarah. But on the third gush, I yanked my cock out and slammed into Jenna's waiting, spread cunt. She cooed with pleasure as my last few shots filled her up too. Victoria none-too-gently shoved me out of the way and dove between their legs, lapping up my come drizzling out of their pussies. The slurping sound she made gave me shivers.
Fuck, that was a hot sight.
We crashed together on the bed afterwards. There wasn't enough room for all four of us side by side, so I rested on my side at the foot of the bed, staring at all three beauties as they kissed and whispered to each other. Despite the chill in the air outside, we managed to work up one hell of a sweat inside.
Sarah rested with an arm over her eyes in the middle of the three, breasts rising and falling. Victoria nudged her with her foot, and asked, "Hey, you okay?"
Sarah flung her arm aside and sat straight up. "You guys hungry? I'm starved."
"Why don't I order something and you three can shower?" I asked.
Victoria pushed herself up onto an elbow. "Yes to the shower, but unfortunately, I need to say no to the food. I just ate and I should really get home and get some grading done."
"Aw, is Isaac as adorable in class as he is everywhere else?" Sarah asked.
"He's such a sweetheart," Victoria said. "And so good at English."
"Let's not talk about my son when we're all naked," I said.
We started moving, me towards my clothes and my phone, the women towards the master bathroom. Sarah's house was one of the smallest of the group's, but she had a killer master bath inspired by the Grecian exterior of her house, with a rounded doorless entry leading into a slight elevated marble bath big enough for three. There was plenty of chatter and laughter as they started filling the tub. I popped my head in just long enough to ask what Jenna and Sarah felt like, and caught the sight of three butts.
"I could get used to walking in and seeing that," I said, shivering pleasantly.
Jenna gave Sarah's already reddened ass one more spank for that. We settled on dumplings and bao buns from a fusion restaurant Jenna mentioned, and I ordered while they slipped into the steamy hot water. I threw on my boxers and a white robe and cleaned up the bedroom while the girls soaked. Victoria was the first one out, and when I heard the hair-dryer going, I snuck into the bathroom to wrap my arms around her waist and rock with her while she finished her routine.
The food came as she was dressing. I grabbed it, tipped the delivery guy an extra few bucks on top of what I tipped digitally, and kissed Victoria on her way out the door. She promised to call me over winter break, when Isaac would be flying to Alaska to see his mom. With him gone, we wouldn't need to sneak around for a full two weeks, and I intended on taking advantage of it.
Sarah, Jenna, and I decided to eat in the freshly made bed together, tucked under the blanket and feeding each other bites of food. Drowsy from the round lovemaking, I rested against the headboard, enjoying listening to Sarah and Jenna talk various modeling horror stories. My cell phone rang, and I smiled at the name when I picked it up.
Morgan.
My ex-sister-in-law was a complicated issue for me. I was in love with her for starters, a love she seemed to want to reciprocate. You might think that would be a problem with my ex-wife Tina, but the last time we got together during Thanksgiving, she gave me her blessing. That was before the biggest, douchiest complication, in the form of Morgan's husband Douglas, punched me in the jaw for accidentally blurting out that I loved Morgan.
But the weirdness didn't stop there. The night before my son and I were set to fly back home to Agramonte, Morgan came by my parents' house, where we were staying, and asked me if I really loved her. When I told her yes, she kissed me -- a brief, tiny thing that didn't last longer than a second, but she kissed me.
I didn't mean for a lot of that to happen, but I guess it had to at some point. Not telling Morgan how I felt about her was eating me up. She was like a second mom to Isaac. Maybe even more like a real mom than Tina, if I'm being honest with myself. There was always a distance between my ex-wife and my son. She cared about him, but she didn't want to be a mother. That's harsh, and I don't mean it to be. She's a good woman who just discovered too late she wasn't fit to be a mom, and that knowledge broke us, despite us staying together for ten years afterwards.
The point is, while Tina wanted to be a continent apart from us and only participated in her motherly duties in a distant way, Morgan was warm, open, and always connecting with Isaac. When he got in a fight, Tina wanted nothing to do with talking him through it. Morgan, on the other hand, heard and called immediately to see what she could do for him. For us, really. It's the perfect exemplification of the woman she is, but it's just the tip of the iceberg. She and my son talk every other day, sometimes more frequently than that. Long, good gossipy talks, full of laughter and occasional tears. She sends us silly care packages in the mail, sometimes snacks, sometimes a funny card she found in the supermarket thinking about us.
I love her. And I don't know what to do with that.
It's a pleasant not-knowing. I have my five girlfriends. I am perfectly content here. If Morgan and I never wind up together, I'm okay with that so long as she always stays sweet to my Isaac, and I don't think she has it in her to be any other way. Besides, I don't know what would happen even if Morgan and I did hook up. She knows about my girlfriends, but I've never really been able to get a solid read on how she feels about it. I assume she's less than thrilled about entering into a polygamous relationship with us, but we've never had that talk because we've never even talked about there being an us. Right now, we're reaching out to each other over a divide we may never be able to cross, and I have to be okay with that being the norm until she decides otherwise. I'm not going to try to convince her to divorce Douglas. If she does, I'll ask her to be mine in a heartbeat.
But what happens then? I don't know. I really don't.
So many questions.
I answered. "Hey Morgan." I couldn't help making her name into a purr. I was feeling too good from the sex, and the thought of her made me ready for round two.
Sarah and Jenna both looked up at me. They were seated at the foot of the bed, neither of them dressed. We'd been sliding towards a nap eventually.
"Hey," Morgan said. Her voice was nasal, maybe a little hoarse.
I sat up further. "You okay?"
A sniff and a long pause. "Douglas and I had a fight." She dragged the word fight out, making it more like, "fiiiiiight." Drunk, I thought, or maybe stoned. She smoked on occasion.
I tensed. "Are you all right?"
"Yes." A soft sigh. "No."
"Did he hurt you?"
"No. But there was a lot of yelling."
I balled my fist up, and Sarah and Jenna came to me. I shifted around so they could both curl up on either side of me, heads on my chest and shoulder.
"What was it about?" I asked.
A dry chuckle, and a soft, "Guess. And don't tell me you're sorry. Please."
"I'm not," I said quietly. "I meant it then, Morgan, and I mean it now. I do love you."
A hard sniff, and a quiet, "I love you too. And Isaac."
There it was. My lips parted, and I said softly, "Fuck."
"Yeah," Morgan said, chuckling and sniffing. "Fuck. He's gone. Going to sleep at a friend's. I don't know where he and I are heading and right now I don't want to talk about it. I just... wanted to hear your voice."
Sarah reached down and groped my half-hard prick. She raised an eyebrow and I shrugged. Jenna hissed, "Not now. We should give them some time."
On the phone, Morgan said, "Who was that?"
"Jenna. I'm in bed with her and Sarah."
"Crap. I'll let you go."
"Don't," I said as fast as I could. "Please. Don't."
A soft contented sigh. "Okay. Um. Jenna's the tall, curvy one? And Sarah's the short, really busty and... what's the butt equivalent of busty? Bootylicious?"
Jenna burst out laughing at that and clapped a hand over her mouth. "Sorry," she whispered through it.
"Don't be," I said, chuckling. To Morgan, I said, "Jenna overheard that and started laughing."
"Put me on speaker. It'll make things easier."
"Sure." I did, and set the phone by the bed. Sarah leaned over and sucked one of my nipples into her mouth, stroking me harder. Fuck, I was getting a handjob while talking to the woman I loved. All right then. Weird afternoon, but hey, weird defined my life. "Say hi, Sarah and Jenna."
"Hi," Jenna said. "Sorry about the, uh, eavesdropping."
"Hiiiii!" Sarah added. "Come join us! I've got his dick in hand now and he's reaaaally liking talking to you."
Morgan surprised me with a giggle. "Wait, what? You're giving him a handjob? Now?"
"That's what I was just thinking," I said.
"Well, it's a handjob right now," Sarah said, "but in about, mm, five seconds, it's going to be a blowjob."
"You're serious," Morgan said.
Jenna cut in. "We can give you two some privacy if you want."
"No, I mean, I don't... want to come... shit, phrasing, I don't... ugh," Morgan said, finally pausing to collect her thoughts and try to put them together. "I don't want to interrupt anything. I really don't mean to, um, break anything up."
Sarah by that point really did have my cock between her lips, and holy fuck, was I hard. Jenna groaned, "Oh my God, Sarah, really?"
Sarah popped off me long enough to say, "What? Don't tell me this isn't a little bit hot. We get to fuck him while he talks to the forbidden fruit."
"The forbidden fruit?" Jenna asked, shaking her head. "We are not this corny normally, Morgan."
"It's cute," Morgan said hesitantly. "Should I really... I should... I should go."
"Do you want to?" I asked.
Silence. Sarah bobbed her mouth up and down my cock, making highly audible smacks each time she came off the tip. I thought maybe Morgan hung up but I didn't hear the beep. I pulled Jenna to me tighter, my hand going down to her ass. Into her ear, I murmured, "Whatever this is, you're just as much a part of me as she is."
Jenna blinked at me, and brought her lips to my ear. "You love her. You shouldn't ruin your chance-"
"Is he... is he good?" Morgan asked hesitantly.
Jenna and I stared at one another, her cheeks flaming red. She pressed her lips to mine for just the briefest of moments, then said, "He just gave three of us a couple orgasms apiece."
I think that was overexaggerating, or maybe underexaggerating in Victoria's case, I wasn't sure. But kudos to her for upselling me.
"Three? I thought it was just you and Sarah."
"Ah," I said, "I, uh, I've kinda been sleeping with Isaac's teacher occasionally when he isn't around or we can sneak off for an hour."
"Ms. Vega?" Morgan breathed. Sarah swirled her head down my shaft, taking almost every inch of me. I rested my hands on her head, pushing her down the last bit. She gave a "gwark!" and came up off me, grinning and nodding.
Jenna repositioned herself so she was on her knees, feeding me her big tit again. I sucked away at her nipple as I started face-fucking Sarah again. "Yes. They're very careful so Isaac doesn't know. She can't be part of the group until he's done with her class."
Sarah popped off me again and added, "She's got such a tiny pussy and he's so big she can't take him very fast. It's really fucking hot. He bulges so much inside her."
"Oh my God," Morgan whispered.
"Victoria had to go," I said.
"Are you playing with yourself?" Jenna asked.
"I... I..." Morgan said.
"if you're not, you should be," Sarah said. "He's fucking my face and sucking on Jenna's boob." To Jenna, she said, "You have to tell her what he's doing."
"Lionel, she's really blowing you?" Morgan asked hoarsely.
I let Jenna's nipple go long enough to say, "Yeah. And Jenna's about to ride my face, so I won't be able to talk much."
"Are you sure you want me to be on the line?"
I thought about that. "Cards on the table?"
"Please," she said.
"You know I love you. And I want you. I don't just mean physically. I mean, I want you here. I want you every way I can have you. I've been trying to play the nice guy and let you figure things out with Douglas, but if he's dumb enough to fight with you, you're a grown woman, Morgan. If I can give you an hour or two of fun, why not?"
"An... did you say an hour or two?"
"Oh, he can go," Jenna said, reaching down to stroke Sarah's head. "I wasn't kidding when I said he satisfied three of us."
"Fuck," Morgan breathed. "I just wanted to vent. To... hear you."
"Whatever you need," I said. "I'll let you make up your mind. But Jenna needs some attention right now so if you want to listen in, listen in. If not, I completely understand." I paused. "And Morgan, even if it's not me you want, I just want you to know I want you to be happy. Whatever that means. Whoever you're with. It's what I wanted for Tina, and it's what I will always want for you."
"He doesn't make it easy, does he?" Morgan asked. Sarah chuckled around my cock and Jenna agreed. "All right, I'll listen. At least for a little while."
"All right?" I asked.
"Yes," Morgan said, her voice firming up.
With that, I tapped Sarah's head. She pulled up off me with a pop, and I scooted further down the bed so Jenna could climb on my face. I pulled her hips down to me, savoring my first lick of her freshly washed sweet pink folds. Sarah clapped her hands like a schoolgirl, and let out an emphatic, "Yay! But oh my God, Morgan, you need to try this cock for yourself. He's so big and thick it's everything I can do to take every inch of him in my mouth and down my throat. But I'm his good slut and I try."
"His slut?" Morgan asked.
"Uh huh," Sarah said, jacking my cock hard against her tits. "Wherever he wants it, I'll take it. I'll suck him dry if he wants to fuck my teeny tiny mouth. Or my ass. He loves fucking our asses. Did you know he took every single one of us in the ass one week?"
"Oh my God," Morgan whispered.
"Even the twins," Jenna moaned. I was incensed and licking her pussy with a fervor I couldn't remember equaling before.
"That was funny," Sarah said. "He started two orgies fucking them."
"What?" Morgan asked.
"It's true," Jenna said. "He fucked London right in front of her castmates in a play and they started going down on each other. Then the next ni-night... nnn, fuck, he's licking my pussy good..."
"What about the next night?" Morgan asked. The hoarseness in her voice was doing it for me almost as much as Sarah's hand on my cock.
She took over for Jenna as my model girlfriend rocked on my tongue and mouth. "He went in the locker room after one of Dakota's games and, like, eight or nine of her teammates got into it when he started fucking her."
"Jesus Christ," Morgan breathed. "Oh fuck."
I felt the bed shift, and Sarah straddled my legs, guiding my stiff prick right to her entrance. "I'm kneeling over him right now, Morgan. He's got his cock right against my pussy. That's where I like him to come the most. Someday I'm going to go off the pill and he's going to make me pregnant."
Uh... what?
Jenna giggled. "Oh, I think he likes that idea. He just started licking me even harder."
"What do you think, Morgan?" Sarah asked. "Could he be a good daddy for five of his cock sluts' babies? Maybe six of us?"
"F-fuck," Morgan whimpered. At that point, I realized she must have been playing with herself. I froze, and there was silence all around the room.



"Miss Morgan," Jenna said, as if she was in disbelief. "Are you masturbating to this?"
"Y-yes... I shouldn't, I'm married, I'm married."
"Leave him and come here," Sarah said, dropping slowly down onto my cock, taking me into her warm, soaking wet pussy. "Unnngh, I'm fucking him now, riding his big hard dick. It could be you here. Letting Lionel take your mouth. Your ass. Your pussy."
"...I love my husband..." Morgan whispered, but none of us were buying it.
"Then hang up," Jenna said simply. "If you don't want our stud making you one of his sluts too, say goodbye right now."
"Oh fuck, Lionel..."
But Morgan didn't hang up. And we heard something buzz. A vibrator.
Jenna began to drive down on my face, but her weight shifted too, and I heard some loud smacks. "Mm, we like the sound of that, you playing with your vibrator," she said. "Sarah and I are kissing now. She's riding him slow but our Sarah can never wait long. She likes to be fucked hard, don't you?"
"Fucked... hard!" Sarah agreed, bouncing up and down on my cock. "But he makes love to us sometimes too and it's so good..."
"That's how I'd want it the first time if I were you," Jenna said breathily. She was really rubbing her pussy up and down my chin and my mouth, practically doing all the work for me. "When he took my ass, we went out on his balcony and made it so slow and sweet."
"Right out... in the open?" Morgan whimpered.
"Mm hm," Jenna purred. "Right where anyone could see. It... f-fuck... it's not just about him... t-taking..."
"Sorry, give her a minute," Sarah said, sounding equally breathless as our thighs slapped together. "I think she's about to come."
"Play with my clit..." Jenna moaned. Both Sarah and I moved a hand there and we worked her bud together, teasing her the way she liked it. "Oh fuck oh fuck, it's not j-just about him taking your ahhhh-ass, it's about how good he mm... makes it, the way he pl... plays with your pussy or rubs your clit, nnngh, just like that... oh fuck, oh shit, I'm coming!"
Jenna drove down hard on my tongue and my mouth and gushed on me. I held her close for a long minute, both her and Sarah panting hard. The buzzing sound increased and Morgan whimpered, "Jenna? Sarah?"
"She's so beautiful when she comes," Sarah moaned. "I could watch it all day. Her and Yvonne together, it's... oh fuck it's good."
"Fuck Sarah," Jenna gasped. At first I thought she meant it as an exclamation, as if she was pleased with what Sarah said. But a moment later she was prying my hands from her ass and waist and pulling up off me to collapse on her butt beside me. I got it, and said, "Sarah, on your hands and knees."
"Fuck me," Morgan moaned, "fuck me from behind..."
Oh holy shit, she was imagining this was her. I slipped behind Sarah when she was ready, and I wasted no time sheathing myself in her tight pussy. She moaned. Jenna wasn't getting out of the game either. She rested where I'd been, at the head of the bed with her legs spread wide for Sarah to lick her. As I pounded Sarah again and again, she licked Jenny's pussy.
"I'm taking Sarah hard," I said, "and she's eating Jenna out."
"Sarah's our good pussy slut," Jenna moaned. "Our very own fuck doll. Are you going to be Lionel's fuck doll too, Morgan?"
"...ummm, ummm, um hm." Morgan's words were almost unintelligible. "Gonna... gonna..."
"Come for me, Morgan," I said, ramming my cock into Sarah over and over again. "Think about me behind you, driving you into the mattress. Think about your tight pussy wrapped around my cock as I give it to you. Fuck me, but I want you so bad."
"Want... want you... want you so.... FUCK!" Morgan gasped. "Oh Lionel, I'm coming, com-ing!"
Silence, then more buzzing. I kept going, bouncing Sarah back and forth on my hard cock. Jenna giggled, and said, "Still with us?"
"Uh... huh," Morgan whimpered. "Oh fuck, that was good. "Is he... are you close, Lionel?"
"Me/" I snickered and slapped Sarah's ass. "No. I'm going to make Sarah come, then I'll fuck Jenna. I promised her earlier I'd come all over her tits."
"You're... you're not close?"
"Not yet, baby, but having you on the line is turning me on so much. Want to keep listening?"
"Uh huh," Morgan whimpered.
I gripped Sarah's waist again as I pounded into her. "I love Sarah any way I can get her, but this is my favorite position with her. On her hands and knees. I love watching this ass when I'm fucking her pussy."
"Ungh, ungh, fuck my cunt," Sarah moaned against Jenna's.
"And her on top is magic too," I said. "And Jenna, Jenna I like to have on her back, legs up high, spreading her wide while I fuck her slow."
"Wh-what about that Yv-Yvonne?"
I grinned. "Our first time together, I fucked Yvonne up against a wall. She had her legs around me, and then later I took her from behind. Either way, that was my favorite, up against the wall like that. And you should see her and Jenna make love. Gorgeous."
"The twins?"
Sarah couldn't keep licking, not with the force with which I was fucking her. She twisted her head sideways, crying out with every hard thrust of my cock, wordless things. Jenna dropped a hand to her pussy to compensate, her eyes closed, taking deep shaky breaths.
I couldn't share my favorite way to take the twins, which was to have one of them ride me reverse cowgirl while the other one licked her sister's pussy and my dick. So instead, I settled on something nearly as perverse. "Now, you can't tell this to anybody, but when I fuck one of the twins, the other one likes to watch across the room, or in a chair close by. Dakota likes it slow and sweet and London likes me to let loose."
"That's so dirty," Morgan gasped.
You have no idea, I thought.
"Mm, close, so close," Sarah gasped. "Tug my hair."
"Tug her hair," Morgan echoed, the buzzing louder and faster. "Are you... are you really going to give her a baby?"
I thought about her words when all this started with her, on the verge of moving out here to Agramonte. Morgan told me what she really wanted was kids, and that she hadn't had them with Douglas because she didn't think he'd make a good father. An idea rocked me.
"Does that turn you on?" I asked.
Dead silence.
"Morgan? Does the idea of me making her pregnant make you wet?"
"...y-yes..." she whimpered. "So wet."
Jenna's eyes opened and she gaped at me. She mouthed, "Holy fuck!" and I shook my head, as dumbstruck as she was. She made a twirling motion with her finger. Keep going.
"What about Yvonne?" I asked. "Would you want to see them both pregnant, together?"
"Oh fuck," Morgan whimpered. "Yes, yes, fill them up, fill those naughty sluts up..."
"What about the twins, Morgan? Imagine them nice and fat with my babies."
"Unnnnngh! Coming!" Sarah gasped. I kept pounding into her even as she rocked with one of the most powerful orgasms I'd felt from her yet.
"Yes!" Morgan wailed. "Yes! Fill them all up! Then me! Fuck me! Give me a bay... bay... unnnnngh!"
I've never heard or seen two people coming so close together. It was less then ten seconds, maybe. You read about that shit but you never actually see it. Or hear it, I guess. Now, though, Morgan was coming for the second time, and Sarah the God-knew-how-manieth for that day. I fucked into Sarah a few more times and jerked out of her. Before I went to Jenna, I laid Sarah down and kissed her hungrily, stroking my fat, angry cock.
Then I was on Jenna.
She licked her lips as I moved to her, still stroking my cock. I said to the phone, "I'm fucking Jenna now."
"Yessss," Morgan moaned. "I, mm, I can't believe you can go this l-long..."
I grabbed the back of Jenna's head and crushed her lips to mine, our tongues making lewd smacking noises. I was not gentle as I laid her out at the head of the bed, perpendicular to the headboard. I jerked her feet up, gripping the ankles tight, and she hissed at me, "Fuck me, do it, fuck me-" I plunged into her with one swift, sharp stroke, and she screamed, "HARD!"
Whimpering from Morgan, "Take me, take me, take me..."
I would. I knew it. It was now just a matter of time before I had Morgan beneath me like this. I wondered how I wanted her, and the question was immediate and world-consuming -- every which way I could have her. I wanted to make love to her. I wanted to fuck her like this, spread wide, screaming her passion the way Jenna was. I wanted her flat on her stomach, me pounding into her from above. I wanted her on her hands and knees, I wanted her face in the mattress, ass high. I wanted her on top, bouncing up and down. I wanted her riding me with her ass to me, as I clutched those perky tits and nibbled on her shoulder. I wanted to pound her bent over, her hands on her feet. I knew she could do the pose. I'd watched her do yoga a few times, burning with shame and need, hungering for my wife's sister.
I very nearly lost control.
I thought too about the other ways I wanted Morgan. I wanted her at the breakfast table, a cup of tea at hand while I served her and Isaac breakfast. I wanted to sit out back with her, watching the sunset. I wanted to hold her hand. I wanted to kiss her in the snow, in the rain, in the sunshine. I wanted to look down a church and see her walking towards me, ready to live our forever. I wanted to see her deliver our first child together, and I wanted to see her there for Isaac's birthdays, and I wanted us to bicker about where to eat on a date night and I wanted to groan through the reality TV shows she loved so much while she poked me, and I wanted to wake up next to her someday, both of us wrinkled and so beset by age we could barely get out of bed. I wanted to see our grandchildren, our great-grandchildren, fill this house, this block.
I wanted Morgan. And wrapped in that most basic human need, I lost my fervency, because Morgan wasn't all that I wanted. I calmed. I slowed inside Jenna, and I dropped down to kiss her, letting her legs go. "Sarah, come here," I murmured.
Sarah pushed herself upright, and crawled to me. Her hand went for Jenna's clit. Instead, I took it in mine, and brought it to my lips before I let her hand go and pulled her to me for a long, slow kiss.
"What's he doing?" Morgan asked.
"He's being sweet," Sarah murmured.
"It's him," Jenna said. She stretched beneath me, starting to shiver. Sarah rested beside her and kissed her shoulder, her fingers going to Jenna's clit again. "The real him."
I eased in and out of her, slow, gentle strokes. "Morgan."
"Yes...?"
"I mean it. I mean it now and every day. I love you. Whatever you need, whatever you want from me, you'll have it." I glanced down at Sarah and Jenna, and thought about Yvonne, and Dakota, and London. About them dancing with me and Isaac before Thanksgiving. About dinners together, two of us at a stove, Isaac somewhere in the periphery, maybe doing dishes or homework or just talking to us. I thought about meeting Yvonne and our crazy first week together. About Jenna slinking over, looking like the cat that ate the canary until we realized without saying so much later that we loved each other and we were already hurting for it, even if we couldn't say the words. About Sarah, and not our first time, but our second, when I made love to her in that house, her on her back on the carpet. About the twins, and their trepidation and their trust, bringing me into their most secret desire, to see them joined for the first time. The next words came out of me slow, pained. I was sure they would be the straw that broke the camel's back between me and Morgan. "I love them too. Jenna and Sarah and Yvonne and Dakota and London. I love all of you."
Jenna's lips parted, and Sarah pushed the hair out of her eyes. Jenna whispered, "You can't, you can't tell her that, it should be you two, it should be..." She shivered, coming with a gentle flow of her body, and I kissed her again.
Silence from Morgan. The buzzing stopped. I heard her sniff. I didn't know what to say or what else to do, but Sarah took over for me. "Come on," she said, sitting up on her knees again. "You promised Jenna you'd come on her boobs. Time to finish the show, hoss."
She slapped my ass and I chuckled. I wanted to will Jenna's tears away, but I didn't think I could manage it that easily. If she really wanted things to be temporary, this was it. This was where I drew the line. I was either setting the songbird free, or she would stay forever. I pulled out of her, and Sarah helped me finish. I barely noticed the cream as it streaked across Jenna's chest. When I was done, I leaned down and kissed Jenna again, then Sarah.
On the phone, Morgan whispered, "Did he...?"
"Yeah," Sarah said.
Jenna pulled away from me and twisted around so she was seated on the edge of the bed. I watched her shudder, and Sarah dropped beside her, taking her with one arm, whispering things into her ear. I picked up the phone, and turned off the speakerphone.
"Morgan. Come to me if you want. I'm always here for you," I said. "But I always want to be a part of their life too."
A shaking sob on the other end. It was more emotion than I was expecting. She spoke one more time. "He's here. He came back. I... I need to go."
"Okay. Be safe."
She hung up. And at that moment, Jenna stood up. She dressed without a word, without cleaning herself up, and despite Sarah trying to call her back, she stormed out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and out the door.
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Christmastime, and I wasn't doing well.
For starters, my son Isaac was flying out soon. Two weeks without the person I loved most in this world. It would be the longest we'd ever been apart, but he was excited to see his mom in Alaska and I tried to be happy for him. I'll admit, I kinda hoped the weather would take a dump so he was forced to stay home with me, but that would make him and my ex-wife miserable. That, I most definitely did not want. Maybe I didn't see eye-to-eye with Tina about a lot of things, but she was, at heart, a good person, and I wanted her, Isaac, and her boyfriend to have a great time together.
I was scared shitless about Isaac's flight, too. He'd flown before, but never solo. Airline personnel would escort him through his pair of layovers, and my friends Garth and Christy assured me it was perfectly safe, but goddamn it, he was my kid and I was going to worry until he was back with me.
My dating life felt like it was crumbling. That started and maybe ended with Morgan, my ex-sister-in-law and the woman I'd lusted after and loved for years. Our last long-distance conversation happened while I was in bed with two of my gorgeous girlfriends, Sarah and Jenna. Morgan was into it, and stayed on the line while I fucked the pair. I confessed a number of things in that conversation, namely that much as I wanted Morgan in my life, I was deeply in love with my five girlfriends as well as her.
I don't know how Morgan would have responded to that. Her husband came home right at the tail end of our debauchery. They'd been fighting, and I think she mentioned she wanted to try and keep things together with him. Douglas was an almighty asshole, but I understood that drive to keep things together. You might fall out of love with the person themselves, but you're still so in love with the idea of love, of the forever and ever. You think your relationship just needs work, that this kind of ache is normal, and you force yourself not to realize you're miserable with the person you're with. I know. I did that for nearly ten years.
Morgan fell out of contact with me, but she was still reaching out to my son every couple of days. She was his everything, and he was hers. Where Tina fell away from motherhood slowly, after the divorce, Morgan became Isaac's tentpole, the person he trusted most when he couldn't talk to me about some of the pain and frustration of his life after the divorce. They loved each other with a ferocity I felt echoed in my own heart. If Morgan didn't want to be with me, I was okay with that. So long as she was in my son's life, I would love her forever.
The other big problem affecting me stemmed from the phone orgy too. Jenna, one of my girlfriends, always told me she didn't want to be a mother to Isaac, and I assumed what we had was temporary. I found out how temporary it was when I let the bombshell go that I loved her, Yvonne, Sarah, London, and Dakota along with Morgan. Jenna tried to tell me it should be Morgan and I in a relationship and stormed out. I haven't heard a word from her since.
Yvonne, who you might call Jenna's girlfriend within the fivesome, told me that Jenna was staying with her for the short-term. She wouldn't say much more than that. Whenever I brought Jenna up, she got this stormy expression on her face. I fucked things up. Bad. I took it too far, but I genuinely thought from some hints Jenna had been making she might love me and my son too. I guess that makes me an idiot. I knew at the beginning she didn't want to be close to us, and me telling her I loved her must have thrown too big of a wrench into the works.
All that said, I had lots to be thankful for. Even if Morgan and Jenna were now out of the picture, I still had four terrific girlfriends, all of whom I deeply loved. Then there was Victoria, Isaac's teacher and my sometime lover. We had to sneak around behind Isaac's back at my request until he moved on from her class, but she was quickly becoming one of my favorites too. On top of that, Jessica, my college-aged babysitter, was a frequent flier in my bedroom too.
Beyond the relationship stuff, my life was great. My new electrician business was booming, with plenty of work coming from both households and construction businesses looking to contract out work. Even my former employers there in Agramonte hired me from time to time, though I made sure to have it in my contract I wasn't about to crunch hours or be beholden to some jackass like my former foreman there. In another three or four months, I was confident I could pay back the personal loan a friend gave me to get things started here, with a nice buffer besides for both the business and my personal life.
And finally, there was the house. From the first day Yvonne showed it to me, I thought it felt like it could be a home, and now, months later, with some furniture and workout gear in the basement, the last of the boxes unpacked, and the place feeling more lived in, the house truly became our home. That was helped by our neighbors, and I don't just mean my girlfriends. If I filled these pages with all the times my friends Garth and Christy came by to help with things, or all the potlucks Isaac and I were invited to, or all the laughter and fun times we had with friends and acquaintances up and down the street, I'd never stop talking. It is a wonderful place, and I have thanked Yvonne a dozen times over for guiding me here. I didn't know until I lived here how much I craved community, but I do. And it's been amazing for Isaac in helping him feel less like an outsider and more like he belongs.
I was a confused mess. And just two days before Isaac was supposed to fly out, we had a Christmas party to host.
* * *
"Do I have to wear the sweater during the party?" Isaac asked.
I recoiled like I'd been snakebit. "God no. I'm not wearing this a minute more than I have to for the photograph. Grandma can never know, though."
"Deal," Isaac said.
He posed for a picture near the staircase's bannister. The two of us wound up with most the Christmas decorations from our life with Tina, and we spent a sobering weekend going through all of it and decorating. I'm not going to lie, it brought out a lot of complex emotions in Isaac, not all of them pleasant. He threw a couple ornaments and cried himself to sleep one night, then came down the next morning as apologetic and straight-up scared as I'd ever seen him. He thought he'd ruined Christmas for me, and I don't know if he ever quite got over that despite my assurances that I loved him and I understood, even if I didn't approve of the smashing.
When I got a halfway decent photo of him where his smile didn't look like he was about to go through a root canal without an anesthetic, he said, "Your turn."
"Uh, what?"
"You have to get a picture in your sweater too."
"Grandma will be perfectly happy with one of you."
Isaac gave me a devil's grin that reminded me so much of his mom in our earliest months together, when we were still wild. "Oh no. You have to. We're a team, remember?"
Oh, the little turd. Those were the exact words I'd used to get him to go to a Nutcracker ballet my girlfriend London wanted us to attend. Neither Isaac or I were exactly thrilled about the prospect, and his attention the entire night was on me, glaring with mock fury.
"I do owe you," I grumbled. I stood next to the bannister and our stockings. His was stuffed with some candy, gum, a toothbrush, and a paperback. In mine, I stuck a ribbon-wrapped bottle of Drambuie, a gift to myself I planned on cracking open the moment I got back from seeing Isaac off at the airport.
He took my picture, and hurried back to the small pile of gifts under the tree. With the new house and getting my business started, I couldn't go nuts this year, but I thought I'd done pretty all right. As he plucked a small box from under the tree from one of his relatives, I said, "Hey bud. There's something we need to talk about."
"Yeah?" he asked, holding up the box. I nodded, and he dug into it.
"I know you wanted a dog for Christmas, and the truth is, I really want one too. I promise you, we're going to get one-"
"Wait, really?" he asked, fumbling the box in his excitement.
I laughed helplessly. "Yeah. Really. But we're not going to do that for Christmas, okay? I don't feel comfortable giving animals as presents. It feels... cheap, I guess. A dog isn't something you give away like..."
"A watch," he said, holding up a digital sports watch. "Cool."
"That is cool," I said. "So maybe we'll do some looking around in January when you come home. But you need to help me raise it and walk it."
"Okay!" Isaac said. He hurried over to me and hugged me tight.
We finished up with the last of the extended family's gifts. My brothers and I had a quiet tradition of passing around our kids' cheaper-end Christmas lists or ideas on what to get the kids so no one ended up doubling up or getting gifts they didn't want. It was a pretty good system, but there were always a couple surprises. Isaac was through the roof about a fantasy action figure playset, and completely baffled by a fox hood winter cap thing. Not made of actual fox, mind you, but shaped to look like a fox. That one was probably picked out by my sister-in-law Becky. She... she was weird.
With about an hour left to go until the Christmas party and the ham in the oven doing divine things to make my stomach growl, we narrowed the presents down to our gifts to each other. Isaac would have something small to open from me up at his mother's house, an anagram game I thought he would love, but for now, he got a couple action figures and some books he told me he wanted.
Over the last couple months, he saved up from his allowance and bought me a new wallet and a small bottle of cologne. "London and Dakota gave me five bucks to help pay for the cologne," he said, giving me a hangdog look. Isaac had a terrible guilty conscience.
I chuckled and hugged him tight. "That was very sweet of them." I gave myself a spritz, then before he could escape me, I gave him a squirt too. It was a good scent, sportier than my usual richer, darker tones. It would be a good day-to-day cologne. "I love it, Isaac. Thank you."
"There's one more present," he said shyly. I raised an eyebrow. There was nothing left under the tree. He hurried upstairs and came back down missing his Christmas sweater from my mom. He held a thin, squarish wrapped present. "Aunt Jenna helped me with it."
I blinked at him. "Jenna? When, uh, when was this?"
I expected him to say a few weeks ago, before the world blew up. Instead, Isaac wrinkled his nose as he thought and said, "Monday or Tuesday. We went after class. Her and Aunt Yvonne. It was Aunt Jenna's idea. But she said she might not be able to make it and I should go ahead and give it to you before I left." He looked at me, still holding the present. "Dad? Are you okay?"
"Yeah, just..." I bit my lip. "If you talk to her sometime, tell her... tell her I said thank you. And merry Christmas."
"Are you two fighting?" he asked, very quietly. The divorce still hurt him in a lot of ways that would take time to heal, if they ever did.
"I don't really know. She might not be coming around as much."
"Oh."
"I love her very much. But I..." I sighed. "Sometimes people want a thing too much. A relationship, something. I guess I pushed Aunt Jenna a little hard towards something she wasn't sure about and I think it hurt her."
"I'm sorry, Dad," Isaac said. He shifted the package to his side and wrapped an arm around me.
That hug, that moment, that was the best Christmas gift he gave me that year.
We opened up the present. It was a picture in a beautiful driftwood frame. In it, Isaac was centered in among my five girlfriends, against a snowy park backdrop. All my girlfriends were striking a different pose, Sarah twirling one of her ponytail pigtails and looking skyward with a devious smile on her face, the twins with their heads together, both blowing me kisses caught forever in time, Yvonne winking and grinning wide. Isaac got into it too, giving me his favorite dumbfounded, open-mouthed expression. He loved that look for pictures, despite Tina and I trying and failing to get him to smile nicely. We gave up and it became a running joke.
And Jenna, in the background, smiling softly, her dark eyes holding mine even in just a damn picture.
"Dad?" Isaac asked.
"It's perfect," I murmured. I hugged him again and kissed the top of his head.
* * *
Yvonne was the first to show up, and boy, was she loaded for bear. With towels over her crossover's seats and floorboards, she had at least half a dozen piping hot casserole dishes for us to bring in. I wanted to tear into the creamed kale gratin right away, and I know my boy was eyeballing the smashed potatoes, one of his favorites.
"Oh no," she told us as we told her about the green sweaters. "You boys need to go change right back into those."
Isaac looked like he'd just seen a venomous snake. "Uhhhh, what?"
"There are lace reindeer," I said.
"Lace," Isaac agreed.
Yvonne gestured at her own Christmas sweater. "You're throwing a Christmas party! You need to be dressed for the part."
"I've got a Santa hat," Isaac said blandly.
"And... uh... I have a red shirt," I said. "Close enough."
"Then I suppose you won't get your Christmas presents from me," she said sweetly, heading for the oven to check on the ham. Despite me being able to cook pretty damn well, she and Sarah always felt the need to second guess me. Grumble grumble grumble.
"Blackmail!" I bellowed. "Your devil woman tricks won't work on me." Isaac's eye was going twitchy. "Oh no. Don't turn traitor."
"It's... but... presents," he protested.
"Demon child!"
He shrugged, and Yvonne snickered.
I sighed. "Okay. Grab mine too while you're up there."
He raced out of the kitchen and up the stairs. When he was out of earshot, I lost my smile and asked Yvonne quietly, "Jenna?"
Yvonne wouldn't meet my eyes. "I... don't know. I wouldn't count on her coming."
"Fuck," I muttered. "I bought her something. Should I bring it by on Christmas, or...?"
Yvonne shut the oven again and sighed. "I don't know. I really don't. What happened?"
"She hasn't told you? Or Sarah?"
"No."
I leaned in and kissed Yvonne. She looked more worried than pleased, and I said softly in her ear, "I told her how I felt about all of you." I pulled back and stared her in the eyes. "That I'm not just in love with Morgan, but all of you."
Yvonne's lips parted. "Love?"
"Got it!" Isaac hollered. We jumped, and Yvonne laughed softly, dropping her head against my shoulder. I wrapped her in my arms, and my son hurried in with the sweaters. He stared at us curiously, and said, "Did I miss kissing stuff?"
"Just in time," Yvonne said, and pulled back to lay a heart-stopping warm kiss on me. She tasted like vanilla and I could have kept her there forever if Isaac hadn't made a gagging sound. She tossed him her keys, and told him our presents were in the very back in a box, and that he should just bring the whole thing in. When he was gone again, she looked up at me, eyes sparkling. "God, I love you too. I have since..." She blushed, and shook her head, chuckling softly. Into my ear, she whispered, "Since that night you took my ass so slowly."
"Now that's a weird night to fall in love," I said, and she punched my shoulder. "I'm serious, though. Without you, none of this would have happened. God's honest truth, you changed my world, Yvonne. Thank you."
Along with presents for Isaac and myself, there were presents for the rest of my girlfriends as well as some of our neighbors that would be attending, along with a few unmarked gifts meant for any stragglers who might show up. That was smart. We always had a few at these neighborhood things. We agreed we would do a "family" gift swap at the end of the party when it was just Isaac, me, and my girlfriends.
Family. Huh. I liked that.
The twins were next, carting my babysitter and sometime lover Jessica in tow. They had their own gifts, but Jessica couldn't stay long. She had her own family party to get to, so Isaac presented her with our present to her, and I gave her a Christmas bonus for all the times she'd been so willing to watch over Isaac with little warning. I wished I could sneak her away for one last romp before she left for her holiday vacation, but oh well.
With that, the rest of our guests showed up in droves. Christy and Garth led a small army of their children, including their squalling infant. Neighbors from five other houses on the block showed up, and when Sarah finally let herself in, she was accompanied by a few friends from further up the street. The house was packed, but we were happy to have everyone.
There was one notable absence, though, and every time I heard the door open, I'd look out just to make sure my Jenna wasn't there so I could try and apologize and make the world right again.
It came time to cut the ham and serve everyone. Isaac and I had worked up a speech thanking everyone quickly for welcoming us to the neighborhood and making the last four or five months so special. But the kids had congregated downstairs, with lots of laughter and jeering as they played video games. Isaac was down there at one point, I knew, and probably just didn't hear me or wanted to hang out with his friends. I gave the speech by myself, and our neighbors and my girlfriends cheered. I thought that would at least bring up Isaac, but nope, he was still down there.
Christy and Garth ambushed me in a corner with their baby, gushing again their thanks for me babysitting a few nights before when they had a family emergency. I told them it was no big deal. Their son and Isaac's closest friend on the block, Greg, ran upstairs and told them he was hungry.
"You're just in time, my man," I said. "Everybody's dishing up now. Was Isaac downstairs with you? He needs to come up and eat too. Don't think he's had anything but chocolate all day."
"He wasn't," Greg said.
I blinked. "You sure? Did he maybe run and use the bathroom?"
"I don't know," Greg said crossly.
Christy gave me a concerned look, and Garth handed the baby off to her. I glanced around and frowned. When was the last time I saw Isaac? Not that I didn't trust anyone we invited, but there were a lot of people coming in and out.
My imagination was getting away from me. Garth gripped my shoulder. "Hey, he's probably just in the bathroom, like you said."
"You mind looking downstairs? I'll check upstairs."
He nodded, and we hurried through the crowd of people. A few guests tried to pluck me away, and Sarah wanted my attention, but when I leaned in and told her what was going on, she went from pouty and kinda cute to worried too. We searched upstairs, but nothing, no sign of him. I looked out back, and no one was out there. Garth had no luck downstairs.
By now, Yvonne and the twins were looking too. My heart was doing a hard sprint, and all I could think about was a news article about a child gone missing in the city a few months ago. I ran out front, looking around wildly, like anyone who might have taken him would have stuck around for some ham and cranberry cocktails.
I cupped my hands to my mouth and bellowed, "Isaac?"
Yvonne took my arm. I pulled free, barely noticing her touch. I raced further down the street, not paying a bit of attention to the ice underfoot. I was full-blown panicking now, and my guests trickled out the door, whispering and talking to themselves.
"Isaac!" I shouted again, so loud I was nearly screaming. I was running now, and Yvonne was with me, her heels in hand, barefoot save for her socks.
"Dad?" a voice shouted in the distance.
My heart felt like it hit a wall. "Isaac? Where are you?"



"Aunt Yvonne's."
What the hell was he doing... oh. Oh fuck me. Jenna.
I turned and waved off the guests. "He's just down the street," I said, boiling mad but so relieved I could faint. They headed back inside. Dakota called, "Should we come?"
"No, yeah... I don't..." I ran a hand over my face. I didn't know. I had to get to Isaac. Even if I knew he was safe, that need pulsed in me.
For the first time, I noticed Yvonne's feet. I stopped, and gripped her shoulders. "You're soaked. Go back to my place. I've got thermal socks upstairs. I'll be back in a minute."
"We're coming with you," Sarah said behind me. Her voice was trembling. The twins jogged down the street too, cute in a matching pair of Mrs. Claus outfits, Dakota's green, London's red.
"The Ayers are watching your place," Dakota said.
"I'm going to chew his ass out," I said.
"We all are," Yvonne said grimly.
But I wouldn't, because holding open Yvonne's door for me was a crying Jenna.
* * *
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, if I'd known he didn't tell you, I would have called you or Yvonne or someone," Jenna said.
"It's okay," I said as I approached, followed by the others. I gave her a quick kiss on the corner of the mouth. Inside, Isaac was just sitting up on a stool, a mug in front of him. The need to shout at him melted, and I rushed to him, grabbing him off the stool and crushing him to me in a bear hug. "Bud, I was scared shitless," I gasped. I usually tried not to swear around him, but I couldn't help myself. "You need to tell me... you need to tell me when you're going... shit..."
"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't... I... was just telling Jenna what you said and..." He burst into tears, and I rocked with him, coming down off that high of fear and adrenaline. The twins pulled us to a pair of chairs at Yvonne's table, and we sat, my hand still on Isaac's shoulder. "I was just trying to give you another Christmas present. I wanted Jenna to come home."
Home.
Fuck.
Everyone took a chair around us, or leaned against the counter or the bar. I squeezed Isaac's shoulder and finally let him go again. "I know you're getting older," I said, shocked at how hoarse and sore my voice was. I guess I'd been shouting a lot louder than I thought. "Your heart was in the right place and I can't get mad at you for that. But Isaac, I need your help. I need you to tell me or someone close to us if you're going to go off like that. I... I just... I just need you to. Okay?"
He nodded, not quite meeting my eyes. Jenna brought him the mug from the bar. It was filled with hot chocolate. He murmured his thanks, and Jenna squeezed his hand.
"We should... let them talk," Yvonne said, sniffing.
"Jenna?" I asked. "if you're not comfortable..."
"It's okay," she whispered. "I'd... I'd like that."
Yvonne, Sarah, Dakota, and London started to go, but I said, "Wait. There is one thing I need to tell Dakota and London. And we should all be here for it." The twins turned to look at me, London on the verge of tears, and Dakota's hand going instinctually to her sister's. "If I could have done this perfectly, I would have told everyone at once. I'm afraid you two are the last ones to hear."
"You're not moving, are you?" London asked.
"No," I said. I rose to my feet, my son watching me curiously. Yvonne moved to Jenna and hugged her tight, the two of them rocking together. Sarah took Isaac's other hand and squeezed it, smiling encouragingly at him before her eyes flicked back to me. I took London and Dakota in my arms, and I kissed them each gently. "It's very simple. I love you. I love all of you."
"Is there a but to that?" Dakota asked, trying for a chuckle and falling somewhere short.
"No. No buts. I love all of you. Thank you for being sweet to my son, and thank you for giving me..." I shook my head, unable to encompass all of it. "So much more happiness than a man deserves."
"We love you too," Dakota whispered, and kissed me softly.
London nodded, fanning her face. I kissed her too, and they came to Isaac, murmuring the words and kissing the top of his head. And then everyone did. Sarah. Yvonne.
And Jenna.
She was last, her hands trembling, and she stood Isaac up to hug him and kiss his forehead. "I love you both too," she said. And that was all I needed for the perfect Christmas.
* * *
Yvonne, Sarah, Dakota, and London took Isaac home. I sat at the dinner table with Jenna, our hands linked.
"I don't expect anything from you," I said. "I never have. I'm sorry if I-"
"Stop," she said. Her voice was as hoarse as mine. "I thought you and Morgan belonged together. That's why I ran. Not because I don't want to be Isaac's mother. I've wanted to be a part of your lives for a while now. Since before Thanksgiving. I realized I love him, and you, and I just... when you love someone, you want them at their happiest. That's you, with Morgan."
"No," I said. "It's me with all of you. And Morgan. If she comes to us, she has to be okay with me and the five of you. I love Morgan, and yes, I want to see her become a permanent part of my life and Isaac's. Maybe even marry her someday. But that doesn't take anything away from any of you." I lifted her hand and kissed it. "Can you live with that?"
"Yes," Jenna said, sniffing but smiling. "It's the best of both worlds. For me, anyways. Sarah will probably want to gut Morgan if you ever got married. But like I told you, I love my career. I love being on the road, or somewhere exotic. If you and I were something more... well, we're permanent, but if our relationship was needier, I would feel guilty about that, especially after my divorce. There would always be that question in my mind if I was hurting you like I did him. But this way I can see you both, and know you're going to be in good hands when I can't."
"Even if Morgan never shows up, that would be true," I said. "Do you want to come over? I'm going to guess the food's pretty well picked over by now, but we were going to do presents for the group after everyone's gone, and..."
Jenna got to her feet and pulled me up. "Yes," she whispered, and kissed me. "I'd love that."
* * *
All five of them caravanned with us to see Isaac off for his flight. He was quiet, and very pleased with himself now that Jenna was firmly part of our life again. I knew he was anxious to get going, but we kept him at the security gate for a long round of hugs and best wishes from his aunts. On his head was a baseball cap from Yvonne. His silky black button down was from Sarah. The winter coat was from London. His snazzy sneakers were from Dakota. You're expecting me right now to say his jeans were from Jenna, but nooooope.
We were both rocking new underwear from her.
"You needed it," Jenna told me when I opened it up, "and I assumed he did too."
Whether she wanted to be a mother or not, Jenna cared. And I loved her for it.
My little man accepted the last of the hugs from my girlfriends. I was strangely calm at the last, despite my worries about him. He came to me, and I knelt so we were eye to eye.
"Thank you, Isaac," I murmured.
"For what?"
"For her. For being you. For being my son. I'm proud of you."
He glanced up at my five girlfriends, and slowly grinned. "I'm proud of you too, Dad." He put a hand on my shoulder. "Don't screw it up again, okay?"
I snickered. "I'll try not to. Kiss your mom for me. And tell Rupert I liked his book."
"I will." And in the last minute, he seemed very small, and very afraid. "Dad?"
"Yeah, bud?" Don't cry now. Don't cry now. Don't cry now.
"Love you. Merry Christmas."
Shit. Waterworks.
I grabbed him in one more hug, and whispered in his ear, "Love you too. Merry Christmas, buddy."
* * *
You don't realize how much one person can fill a home until there's nothing left but silence without him. I wandered up to his room, smiling at the dirty clothes on the floor. I asked him twice that morning if he'd picked up after himself so he didn't have a mess to return to. I was sort of glad to see he was still the same old Isaac. God, he'd grown so much these last few months.
My girlfriends returned home, but only to change. I was still in Isaac's room, idly tidying up, when Sarah came into the house and upstairs. She didn't say anything as I dusted Isaac's bookshelf and window, but when I was done, she wrapped me in her arms.
"You know, I think I'm kind of fond of you," I murmured, kissing the top of her head.
"I kinda dig your butt," she said, pinching the part of me in question. "He's the best kid."
"He is. Got a lot of love from his aunts."
"Mm. Lionel?"
"Hm?"
She pushed back away from me, looking up into my eyes. "If I wanted to go off the pill...?"
"You want Garth to be your baby daddy?"
She swatted my chest, then pretended to think about it. "He does have a cute chin."
I took her hand and we sat down on the edge of Isaac's bed. "I'd be ecstatic to be a dad again with you."
"I think the time is right," Sarah said slowly. "Work's good. And I love you and I think you'd be amazing. Same with the girls."
"Is there a but?"
She scooted in closer to me and I wrapped an arm around her, taking the opportunity to graze some side boob. "What I'm going to say is going to sound mean. But... what if I turn out like Tina? What if I do this, and I think it's something I want, and then..."
I thought about that. "Do you remember the day Isaac got sick a couple weeks ago?"
That was a pretty avoidable incident. Too much milk or cheese upsets Isaac's stomach. He simply had too much mac and cheese at lunch one day, and wound up sick. I was across the city - the real city, not just Agramonte, which is a suburb. I asked if any of my girlfriends were off, and Sarah volunteered to go get Isaac from school. Instead of dropping him off and letting him suffer alone, she came in with him, waited for him to clean up, and then took him to work with her for the afternoon. He slept on a couch brought into her office, and that evening, she drove him home.
"Of course. Why?"
"You never complained once about it. You put his clothes in the washer, you made sure he was comfortable, and you treated him as kindly as anyone could have. Tina would have complained. You, you dropped him off and then ten minutes later, you came back with kiddo stomach pills for him to put in his backpack. Sarah, you're going to make a wonderful mom because you care. Because you're already asking this question." I turned to her and she was sniffling. I kissed her softly, and squeezed her hand. "The thing about parenthood is there are no easy nights. It's never going to be perfect for them. We're going to screw up, probably a lot. I did with Isaac. So did Tina. What matters is we never stop trying. And I don't think you would ever do that."
"Thank you."
"So what do you think? Be my baby momma?"
"I mean, obviously, if Garth's available, he has dibs."
I grinned and kissed her cheek. "Well, of course."
We stood up, and Sarah squeezed my hand. "You'd love him or her? The way you love Isaac?"
"I'd love them the way I'd love them. But with the same intensity? Oh absolutely."
"Good," she said. "Come on, then. I think we can sneak in an orgasm or ten before-"
"Lionel?" Dakota called from the first floor. "You decent? Please say no."
"Damn," Sarah said, eyes twinkling. "Well, I guess we won't be greedy then."
We came back downstairs as the twins eased out of their coats. I took them from them as Sarah told them the good news about our plans to try for a kid. London actually squealed, a thing I didn't really think women did when they were happy. And here I thought she was perfect. Oh well.
We didn't jump straight into crazy lovemaking. I made tea and coffee and we gathered in the living room, talking, laughing. I was still soul-weary from seeing off Isaac, but my girlfriends made it bearable. Yvonne and Jenna came by a few minutes later, toting bottles of wine and groceries to make homemade pizza later. The hour was still way too early to be doing any drinking, but my girlfriends told me that day, and every evening throughout Isaac's Christmas break, I'd have company, or be staying at someone's house. Sounded pretty good to me.
Sarah told everyone the news that she was going to go off the pill, and she was greeted with congratulations and hugs. Sarah singled out Yvonne in the group, and said, "And what about you?"
"Um..." Yvonne said, blushing. "I mean... you and I talked about it, but I didn't want to steal your thunder. Thought I'd ask Lionel tomorrow or sometime."
"You want to try too?" I asked.
She nodded tentatively, and the twins, who were seated on either side of her, grabbed her in a big hug. Jenna watched all this, a satisfied smile on her face. She nudged me, and said, "You're going to be one busy man."
"I suppose I can make time," I said.
Dakota and London looked at each other, and Dakota stood up to come around to her sister's part of the couch. All eyes were on them as she took her sister's hand and lifted her to her feet.
"So long as we're talking about big announcements," London said, very quietly. "We... have something we need to talk about."
With that, she turned, and cupped Dakota's cheeks. Their eyes flicked all around the room, but the time was then and there, and London leaned in to kiss her sister with all the warm passion they'd shown me when I was part of them hooking up for the first time.
"Oh my God," Sarah breathed.
"That's... that's..." Yvonne added. "It's beautiful."
Dakota broke away from her sister's lips long enough to ask, "It's not too weird for all of you?"
Jenna was on her feet in an instant, and crossed the room to them. They looked scared, but she wrapped her arms around them, kissing their cheeks. "No. Not too weird at all."
Sarah and Yvonne stood up and joined them, crowding in for a great big group hug. I stayed seated, sipping my coffee, watching. Sarah said, "We knew from the stories about you and Lionel one of you liked to watch while the other was making love. So it's not so much of a stretch beyond that."
Yvonne nodded and nuzzled her head against Dakota's shoulder. "How long?"
"Just a few weeks. Since just before Thanksgiving."
Three sets of eyes fell on me. Yvonne said with wonder, "Your date. Were you there for the first time?"
I smiled and set down my coffee mug. "Yes. They let me be a part of it." We talked about our amazing first threesome together, and more importantly, their hopes and fears about keeping it secret with as large of a group as we were. Everyone agreed to not say a word, of course.
Sarah said, "This is awesome! Congratulations, you two!"
The group gave London and Dakota another round of hugs and kisses, and the twins came to me, to sit on my knees and wrap their arms around my back. "The kids thing, I definitely want to wait for a few years," London said. "Until I figure out grad school."
"Same here," Dakota said. "But someday I want you to make us both pregnant."
"Jesus, that would be something," Yvonne said. "Both of you at the same time? Mmmm. Mm mm mm."
"Well," Jenna said, "what if we got in some practice right now? Help him figure out how all the naughty parts should connect?"
"I could always use a lesson or five," I said.
* * *
Five bared asses, all lined up in a row. I hummed a Christmas tune as I inspected them all, taking my sweet time about it, slipping my hands across the juicy flesh as I passed by. Sarah's, so big and curvy. London's, taut, small, but no less delicious. Jenna's bubble butt, full and so ready for my fingers. Dakota, so athletic and taut. Yvonne's peachy, perky butt.
All five women bent over the big bed, hands on the mattress as I touched, squeezed, fondled. I sighed. "I suppose you'll all do in a pinch."
"Boooo!" Dakota yelled. Yvonne and Jenna joined in. Sarah pushed off the bed and spun.
"Just for that, you don't get to touch until we say so," she said.
"So instead I get to watch the five of you?" I asked. "How is this punishment?"
I grabbed a chair from the corner and pulled it near the bed. Yvonne headed into the bathroom and pulled out what we collectively called the toybox, full of lubes and massage oils as well as a few choice toys from my girlfriends' collection. Since a lot of kids came around, we kept it locked. She dug out the key from my sock drawer and opened it up.
"What do we want, girls?" she asked the group.
"The finger vibes," Jenna said.
"Lube," Sarah said. "When he can behave, I want Lionel to take my ass."
"Not until we've all had a go first in our pussies," Dakota said. "I don't want to take like five showers."
The doorbell rang. I hurried to grab a robe and answer it while the girls dug out their favorite aids and what we might want close at hand. It was Victoria, Isaac's teacher. I practically yanked her inside to her mad fits of giggles.
"Come on upstairs," I said, dropping the robe right there at the door. Hey, if I needed to answer the door again, it would be handy to have right there. And okay, yeah, I definitely wanted something warm, female and soft touching me as soon as possible. "Gang's all here, except Jessica. She left on vacation already"
"Oooh, how much of a head start did you all get?" she asked, kicking off her cute winter boots.
"We just got naked and they're picking out toys" I said, helping her out of her top. "I'm in time out. I can look, but not touch."
I went to unclasp her bra, but Victoria danced backwards, grinning. "Then no undressing me, or else I might be tempted to help you break the rules."
I groaned. From upstairs, Yvonne called down, "Hey, Vicky! What toys should we dig out for you?"
"Five tongues should do it for me."
"Good. Bring up the whipped cream and chocolate sauce."
We did. I came upstairs to a line of toys and lube on the dresser next to my chair. My girls were figuring out the best configuration. "Two at the base, three at the head," I said. "One of you with me, watching."
"Oooh, we could tag in or out," Sarah said, bouncing happily and drawing every set of eyes in the room to her big breasts.
They high-fived, and Yvonne joined me on my chair. She sat on my lap sideways, legs dangling off as she wrapped an arm around my shoulders. We kissed, playful and heartfelt, and she wiggled against my hardening cock.
"I love you, baby," I told her. "Did you have any idea that first time together it would wind up like this?"
She grinned. "When I brought you here, I knew I wanted to show you off. And showing Jenna meant everyone else would hear about it too. But this? How much I love you? And them?" She smiled and shook her head. "No. Nothing could have prepared me for that."
Yvonne kissed me then, the kiss of our relationship, long, slow, passionate. Despite the sexy things going on around us, Yvonne was my world for a moment. She brushed my cheeks with her fingers, and whispered to me, "Let's watch the show." I nodded, and she relaxed into me.
On the bed, Victoria was finally as naked as the others. Her taut bottom was to Yvonne and I as she asked, "Wait. You two really...?"
"Yes," London said. "And we're begging you and everyone else-"
"Keep it secret, yes, of course," Victoria said. The twins nodded. "You can definitely rely on me. This is the craziest relationship I've ever been a part of, but I wouldn't want to change it for the world."
"Dakota, London, I don't mean to put you on the spot, but..." Sarah started. She frowned, obviously thinking of how best to frame things.
"But you want to see us together?" London asked. Sarah nodded, blushing furiously.
"We thought you'd want to," Dakota said. "Besides, it's kind of hot showing off."
The twins linked up in the center of the bed and Sarah, Jenna, and Victoria took up positions around them. As the pair leaned in to kiss each other, Yvonne bore down on my hip, and I could actually hear her breathing change. This was turning her on in a big way. I think that was universally true. It certainly still had an effect on me, and likely always would.



Dakota and London, on their knees, scooted closer together as instinct and lust took over. Dakota's hands fell to her sister's butt, her back, and their kissing intensified. Lips and tongues danced. Everyone was entranced by that moment. Their bared bodies connected, knees to knees, and the tension and desire in the room loomed like a cloud.
Dakota. London. Hands all over each other. And they fell together, Dakota on her back, London always taking care of her sister.
"Holy cow," Victoria breathed. And it was like a gunshot went off. Yvonne jumped. Sarah moved for the sexy Latina teacher. Jenna scooted closer to the twins, hand out, tentatively touching London as though she were afraid of being bitten.
But the twins barely noticed her. Barely noticed anything at all. London's hand was doing something between them, and it didn't take long to guess what as soft wet squicking noises started in earnest. Her fingering of Dakota didn't start off slow. A need had been awoken in her, maybe amplified by the eyes upon them, but she was going zero to sixty in nothing flat. Her blonde hair fell across their faces together, and she pulled it out of the way twice before Jenna hurried off and darted for the bathroom. When she came back, she had a braid in hand. She pulled back London's hair and tied it in a messy ponytail. The blonde twin glanced back when it was done and Jenna kissed her, a hand on London's ass.
Dakota, my loving attention whore, pulled her sister back down and kissed her with growing fervor. Jenna gave a soft, throaty chuckle and backed off again, hand falling to her pussy. She glanced at Sarah and Victoria, who were huddling closer now, hands roaming absently over each other. Then over at Yvonne and myself, Yvonne rocking and grinding on my hip, her fingers digging into my shoulder.
At her look, Yvonne twisted on me, her slick pussy dragging along the length of my cock as she settled with her ass to my groin. I gripped her around the waist with one arm, the other going down to her pussy. I spread her wide with two fingers and slipped my middle finger into her, keeping pace with what London was doing to Dakota.
Jenna gave a playful, "Hmph!" and piled up a trio of pillows at the headboard, resting on her back, knees folded to give the twins more room. I couldn't quite see her from this angle but I heard the buzz of a vibrator starting and there was little guessing where that was coming from.
Victoria picked something up from the pile of sex toys, a dildo I think I used on Yvonne once upon a time when I took her ass for the first time. Sitting on her knees right beside Sarah, she gave it a long suck and a messy lick, then brought it to the other woman's pussy as they watched the show. Sarah helped guide it in and moaned, rocking slowly as Victoria slid it in and out.
Meanwhile Yvonne clutched at my fingers and pulled them out. She repositioned herself so she was riding me reverse cowgirl, ass to me, her tight pussy sheathing my straining cock. She let out a pleased moan, and followed it up with, "London, Dakota, you're beautiful."
The sisters glanced at her as one and both said, "Thank you." It was the most twin thing I'd seen them do and it even took them by surprise. Dakota burst out in a fit of giggles. London scooted across the bed for a moment, grabbing a pair of finger vibes and slipping them on as she returned to her sister. Yvonne eased up and down my rigid prick, moaning softly as London flicked the vibes on and buzzed them against her sister's pussy.
The buzzing of Jenna's vibrator and the finger vibes almost dwarfed the moans and breathy sighs of my six girlfriends - and yes, over those two weeks without Isaac, I started to think of Victoria that way too. Speaking of the sexiest teacher I'd ever laid eyes on, she slipped behind Sarah in a move reminiscent of their first time together not all that long ago. She rested her chin on Sarah's shoulder while sliding the dildo in and out of her busty lover at an easier angle. Sarah rocked with it, her lips parted. Neither of them looked away from the twins. No one was.
"Fuck," Jenna breathed. All I could make out of her was her shoulders rolling as she worked the vibrator against her pussy. "Oh my God, I'm going to come so fucking hard."
"S-same," Dakota moaned.
London leaned down and sucked one of her sister's nipples into her mouth, her ass rocking back and forth as she got into it. The way Dakota's feet were rolling, she really wasn't far. She was getting off on being watched, that much was certain, but London always had a gift for feeling her sister out too. Combine those things along with the sensations of the finger vibes against her pussy and her clit, and Dakota had the recipe for a potent cocktail of sensations. Her hand rose above her head, dropping against the sheets and gripping them as she moaned her sister's name over and over again.
"London, London, mm hm, like that, just like that, Londooooon..."
Yvonne's slow rocking on my cock turned to harder grinding, and I guided my hand to her clit. She strained backwards against me, breaths coming shorter and shorter as she feasted her eyes on the sight of the twins about to come. Jenna was really rocking too, her body bobbing back and forth as she worked her pussy. Sarah and Victoria were furthest from orgasm, but they were starting to get drawn into their own world, trading kisses now as the room filled with cries. Victoria filling her free hand with one of Sarah's big boobs was a sight that really set me off, nearly making me lose myself to my pleasure far faster than I usually did. But I held on, determined to make it good for Yvonne first - and longer, if I could manage it. In this room, though, with these gorgeous women, that might be impossible.
"Mmmm, London, I'm close," Dakota whimpered. "Lick my pussy?"
Her sister shifted down her body so fast it would have given me vertigo in her place. She kept one finger vibe against Dakota's clit, stroking it fast but only barely connecting to it. I tried to remember that, wanting to emulate the move sometime, but my brain was quickly devolving into a pile of warm goo, especially when London began to noisily lick and slurp on her sister's pussy.
"Ohhhh, fuck, right there right there, fucking lick my cunt, mmmmm, fuck, fuck, FUCK!" Dakota screamed. Her hips pistoned upward, driving her own sister's face up too before her butt slammed back down. Moving fast again, London spun a clockwise circle, her hips over her sister's face, driving her pussy down onto London's mouth even as she kept licking and flicking her sister's pussy.
"Oh shit, ohhhhh, ohhhh!" Jenna cried out, watching the pair sixty-nine. She rose up onto her knees, the vibrator still at her pussy. She pushed three, maybe four fingers into London's wet cunt as her sister licked her from below, and London's back arched, a gasp shooting out of her.
Yvonne bounced like crazy now, gripping the arms of the chair for balance. Our bodies made a wet squicking sound neither of us noticed. I strummed her pussy hard, sucking on her shoulder, her neck, whatever I could get against my mouth as we watched the lewd display. She drove back down with a single sharp, "Aiii!" like a ninja or a banshee, but we were all too far gone to our lust to laugh about it. She gushed over my cock, coming with a fierceness and a speed that woke me from my hazy lust. I pumped up into her a few times before she pulled off me and spun around, kissing me hard.
"I need to be part of this," she gasped. "Someone tag me in."
"Sarah, let Yvonne take over for you," I said. Sarah hurried to me, and Yvonne slapped her curvy ass for good luck as she passed. Just like Yvonne, she grabbed my wet, messy cock and drove down onto it reverse-cowgirl, watching the proceedings with her mouth wide open.
I was shameless in grabbing her big tits in my hands, pounding up into her pussy as I watched Yvonne shove Victoria down onto the mattress in her haste to lick her cunt. My nearly-platinum blonde girlfriend's ass made for a great view as she worked her mouth on our Latina fuck goddess. I think she was working the dildo too, but I couldn't see Victoria all that well from this angle, apart from her feet kicking in the air.
"Oh, God, oh shit, oh shit, Yvonne!" Victoria gasped. I don't think she came, at least not that fast. I think she was just surprised by the new pleasures. But I had little time to think and none to ask, because Jenna was about to demand the room's attention.
Her face dropped against London's backside, and the twin's head whipped up. "Ohhhh my fucking fuck, she's, nnnngh, oh God, she's licking my asshole."
Dead silence, then Dakota sputtered, "Ohhhhh, wow. Oh wow. Oh holy crap. That's... that's..."
Jenna chuckled against London's ass, and the buzzing of her vibrator intensified between her own legs.
"F-fu..." Victoria whimpered, grabbing Yvonne's head.
Sarah bounced up and down on my cock. "Lick her asshole, you dirty slut, nnnngh, nnngggh, fuck..."
I waited to be unleashed, still grabbing hold of Sarah's bountiful breasts, eyes locked on the show. I felt like a caged animal, but Sarah was so sloppy wet already I knew she wouldn't last long. I didn't think London was either, the way she was thrashing around, and Victoria was going to come for the first or second time. Everyone was on the edge.
It was Victoria who came first. She grabbed Yvonne's hair so hard it had to have hurt and clutched her to her pussy, the dildo making wet, sloppy sucking sounds as it plunged in and out. She wasn't much for dropping f-bombs, but she gasped, "FUCK!" Her body stiffened, toes pointing towards me, and must have come, because Yvonne was moving again, wiping at her mouth, tossing the dildo aside to take the vibrator from Jenna and work her pussy as the model licked London's ass.
London broke second just minutes later. It was too much, the sensations, the tongue on her most delicate hole, the fingers buried in her pussy, her sister licking her. She arched her back and yelped, "Oh, fuck, Jenna!"
And like that, the twins were toppled, at least for now. But they stayed in place as Jenna humped backwards against Yvonne working her over with the vibrator. Juices gleamed on Yvonne's chin as she stared intently at the task at hand, making Jenna come. The model rocked backwards, a hand at her clit, looking over her shoulder at her girlfriend.
I never wanted to erupt so hard in my life. I thought for sure I'd come first, but Sarah yelped and fell back against me. Thinking she was hurt at first, I grabbed her tight. Her head fell back against my shoulders and she moaned, "Close, so close, fuck me with that big fat dick..."
I did, jackhammering up into her, desperate for my orgasm. I fucked her and fucked her and fucked her, pumping my hips against hers, our flesh slapping together. She came, and I still wasn't done, hitting her depths with a ferocity I couldn't control. Jenna came somewhere in the distance with a sharp yelp and someone was there between our legs.
Dakota, back in the game. "Help Sarah," I snarled. "She's coming again."
Dakota nodded and cupped one of Sarah's tits in her hands, leaning down to suck the nipple into her mouth as the curvy woman slammed down against my cock with every thrust. How I was still going I had no idea, but Sarah came again with a gurgle, and Dakota was pulling off her. She mounted me as Sarah stumbled towards the bed, looking like she was drunk. I barely paid any attention. All I knew was Dakota grabbing my cock and dropping down onto it. But this time, I wanted control. I grabbed her ass and stood up, my prick buried in her small pussy. She moaned and shivered on me as I walked her to the bed beside a facedown Sarah, dropping Dakota onto the mattress and pumping her so hard the bed squeaked with it.
Victoria fumbled over, all of us gone to lust, no one trying to deny themselves anything for the sake of the others anymore. She rode Dakota's face, ass to me, cupping her own tits until London was there sucking them, a hand between her thighs, playing with herself. I fucked Dakota like I hadn't ever before. Usually I was sweet to her, taking my time, but my need overwhelmed me and I was grunting as my hips slammed against her thighs, my balls knocking against her ass.
Jenna. Yvonne. Their hands caressed my muscles, tracing every ridged line, cooing to me. Yonne licked my neck, my ear. Jenna pressed against me, whispering such hot things in my ear, what I could do to her, to all of them, how I could take their asses, their mouths, their pussies, whatever I wanted, that they were mine that break, that all of them were forever mine.
My cock slammed hard one last time into Dakota and she was coming so hard she went voiceless, keening against Victoria's pussy. I jerked out of her and three hands went to my cock. I came with a just a few short jerks, hitting Victoria, Dakota, Jenna, Yvonne. London was there, licking it off her sister.
Everyone was breathless. Everyone was staring around, still wild eyed. Vibrators still buzzed. I had come once, but this? This was far from over.
* * *
Sarah and Yvonne were in the shower, Yvonne on my bench seat, Sarah with one foot up beside her, thrusting her cunt against the blonde's mouth as Yvonne gripped her ass. Victoria was being eaten out in the bedroom by the twins, hoarse and unable to speak with the number of orgasms she had by that point. We were all sounding a bit like strep throat hit the household hard, I guess.
I'd showered first before the girls made it in there. The water was off now. They cleaned up but the bench seat gave them ideas. I was toweling off, watching Jenna brush her teeth after she licked London's asshole. She caught me staring and blushed, but like we were animals, she bent over slightly and pushed her butt out, presenting herself to me.
She knew I was ready again. And I took her.
My mind wasn't quite all returned to me, and I knew with time I'd go right back to the incensed state of animalistic lust. I wanted all my girlfriends in as many holes as I could take that afternoon. Or evening. Or... whatever it was, now. But as I drove myself to the hilt into Jenna's wet pussy, I had enough presence to tell her, "You're mine. No leaving again."
"Never," she whimpered, staring at us in the mirror. And we were a sight. Her body bobbed back and forth with the force of my thrusts, not nearly so hard as I'd been fucking Sarah or Dakota, but plenty hard. I gripped her tits in my hands, cupping and presenting them to the lustful couple in the mirror. She smiled, but it was a vapid thing. I think she was as gone to need as I was, given the way she was bouncing back at me.
"L-l-love you," she moaned.
"Love you too, baby," I murmured, my cock deep in her cunt. From in the shower, I heard Sarah moan as Yvonne licked her pussy. Out in the bedroom, Victoria's grunting was rhythmic and dire. She was close again, for... what, the fourth time? Fifth? She was being made a target of all our lust that day, since there was no fear of Isaac coming home to discover his teacher getting fucked stupid. I'd yet to take her myself, but I wanted to, on her hands and knees so I could stare at her taut ass as she licked... hmmm. Someone. Anyone, really.
Thinking about Victoria's ass, one of my hands dropped from Jenna's tits. I smacked her ass hard, and she gasped with it, eyes closing. I spanked her again, hard, and fucked into her with even more passion. "My pussy," I snarled, smacking her other cheek so hard it left a red imprint.
"Your pussy," she agreed.
"My ass."
"You're being dominant today." I smacked her ass again and Jenna yelped, even as she thrust back harder against me. "Your ass!"
"My kneecaps!"
"Your... what?" Jenna asked, and from the shower, Yvonne burst out laughing.
I massaged Jenna's reddened cheeks, and pulled out of her with a kiss to her shoulder. "Come on. I want you on the bed."
We headed out there, and I damn near lost my focus again when I saw Victoria with her knees nearly to her chest, the twins licking her pussy and her asshole. Jenna stopped too, and I had to nudge her along, still groping her ass. She started on to the bed with one knee on the mattress, and I said, "Stop. Just like that."
Jenna looked back as I aligned myself with her pussy. Her ass thrust out at me like it had in the bathroom, but at this angle, I could pound into her slightly downward and really put some pressure on her spot. I was proven right when her head twisted and dropped, her knee sliding further sideways until she was nearly doing the splits with one foot on the floor.
"Hooooly crap, that's good," she gasped.
London looked back just long enough to say, "Looks like cramp city to me."
"You're next," I growled. "Keep it up, Mouthy McMoutherson and I'll bend you like a pretzel."
"Now he's just making me jealous," Victoria panted. "Oooooh!"
London's mouth returned to her, and fingers became involved. I was just starting to build up steam when Sarah passed me by on the way to the chair we occupied earlier. She slapped my ass and said, "Keep it up, slugger."
"Plan to," I grunted, sheathing myself in Jenna again as she cooed her pleasure, face against the mattress now.
Yvonne joined the other three, settling her pussy down on Victoria's waiting mouth. Just as I was about to flip Jenna over so Sarah could do the same to her, my doorbell rang.
"Let it go," Sarah said.
It rang again, and I pulled out of Jenna, listening.
London pulled away from Victoria again, and said, "I bet it's the Fettermans. They were out earlier dropping off-"
The doorbell rang twice more, and faintly, so faintly I thought I was imagining things, I heard someone cry, "Lionel, please!"
All my girls were at attention now. I rushed into the bathroom to look for my robe, and Victoria said, "It's downstairs, remember?" I hurried out, my prick settling in for disappointment. Down the stairs I hurtled, because maybe it was crazy, but I thought I knew who it was. Or I hoped, anyways. I snatched up my robe, threw it on, and shouted for whoever it was to wait, just wait.
When I jerked open the door, I was right.
It was Morgan.
And she had a black eye.
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Morgan and I clung together at the front door, me still in my bathrobe, her in clothes from a day or two ago. She buried her head into my shoulder, shaking like a leaf. I worked my way slowly backwards, pulling her into the house, nudging the door shut with my toes. When I got her into the dining room, I made tea. Chamomile, her favorite. Morgan didn't get further than five feet from me, and when I poured the hot water from the electric kettle, she burst into tears. I wrapped her in my arms again, and we rocked together, me kissing her forehead, her skull. We sat, and I said quietly, "Talk to me."
Morgan brought the mug to her lips, her hands shaking. "We've been arguing. You knew that." I nodded, and she settled the mug down. I don't think she'd actually taken a sip. "He wanted to know what I wanted for Christmas. He was so... cheerful, I should have known something was wrong. I told him..." Her words crumbled, and I thought she might start crying again, but instead, she held her hands against her chin, one over the other, and drew a deep, shaky breath. "I told him if he was serious, I wanted us to go to therapy. That's what I wanted for Christmas. To try and mend things one last time."
I nodded encouragingly. I understood that.
She sniffed and sipped her tea, and this time I was certain it touched Morgan's lips. I wanted to wipe away a drop with my finger. Not the time. So very not the time. "He started listing all this other stuff. Jewelry. A new TV. A car. A trip to Europe. Just insane babbling, things we really couldn't afford, and finally I snapped at him that I told him what I wanted. He took my phone, and he broke it in half. Just like that. No warning. Douglas told me... told me he saw how long I'd been talking to you that one night, and that he smelled the sex when he came in. He figured it out, and I... I didn't try to deny it. I told him about listening to you sleep with Sarah and Jenna, and..." She gestured at her eye, smiling bitterly.
"Did he hurt you in any other way?" I asked
"No," Morgan said. She reconsidered, and held up her wrist. A few bruise marks glared against her skin. "That." I nodded, and she continued. "He started throwing my things. Everything, really. I think he would have hurt me more. I ran. I didn't grab anything but my purse and my keys. I've been driving since last night. Lionel, I'm so tired."
My girlfriends shuffled in, quiet as cats. They formed a loose semi-circle around Morgan, reaching out to brush her shoulders, her arms.
"You heard?" Morgan asked no one in particular.
Sarah said, "Yes. We didn't mean to, but..."
"It's okay," Morgan said.
Jenna said to me quietly, "The bed is made. We're going to give you two some time."
"Thank you," I said.
"Morgan, what can we do for you?" Yvonne asked.
"When I wake up, we can get to know one another," Morgan said. She smiled, but it was a wan thing. "I'm sorry to have-"
"No," Dakota said, squeezing her arm. "No. Absolutely not. You don't apologize for a thing. We're so glad to finally meet you, but it's shitty it has to be like this."
"You have a home here," London said. "Not just with him, but with all of us. We're serious. Anything you need, you let us know. We'll leave our numbers and our addresses here."
Morgan cried again, just a few more tears, and then I was guiding her upstairs as my girlfriends shuffled out of the house. The only clothes Morgan had were what she wore. I loaned her one of my shirts, and gave her the privacy to take a shower and change into it. When she emerged, she said to me, "Before I go to bed, can I see his room? I just... I just need to."
"Of course," I murmured, and walked her down the hallway to Isaac's room. She wandered through it, touching everything. His blankets, his pillows, his action figures, his books, his clothes. When she came back to me, she embraced me without hesitation, looking up into my eyes. I leaned down and kissed her, and she melted into me.
"I love you," she breathed against my lips. "I love you so much."
"I love you too. You're home now," I murmured back.
"Do me one favor?"
"What's that?" I asked.
"Don't tell him I'm here. I think it'll be fun to surprise him."
"You'll stay?"
Morgan stared up at me. "As long as you'll have me."
"Forever, then."
* * *
Morgan pulled the thick comforter up to her chin and rested on her side, curled up in the fetal position. I rested on top of the blankets beside her, stroking her shoulder through the material.
She opened one eye and looked at me before she slept. "You're going, aren't you?"
I nodded. "I'll be back as soon as I can."
I thought maybe she'd try to tell me not to go, but Morgan knew me well. She held up her hands, and with a long breath, she plucked off her engagement ring and wedding band. "Throw these somewhere along the way. Somewhere ugly and terrible."
"I will."
"Kiss me again?"
I did, stroking Morgan's cheek until her eyes closed and her breathing evened out. I waited twenty minutes. There was no rush, and I wanted to drink in every detail of her. Then I was out of bed and moving. Not furious, not even angry. Just cold. I grabbed a shirt and a pair of boxers, and then I was rushing downstairs, snatching up my car keys and my wallet. Snow was falling again outside. Had to move, had to move, had to move.
Jenna opened her door before I could even knock. I said without preamble, "She's sleeping. I'm going back there. I need some of you watching and taking care of her. She doesn't have a damn thing, and if I know this asshole, I'm not coming back with any of it. If one of you could, take her shopping. I'll pay you back."
Behind her somewhere, Yvonne said, "Stop. She's family. Of course we'll help her." Jenna nodded too, and I kissed them both.
* * *
That trip back isn't something I care to relive. Once I got over the adrenaline, I was tired, but I kept on throughout the entire night, sometimes only making fifteen or twenty miles an hour through the snow. I drove through conditions bad enough that they closed down highways just hours after I passed. At times, I wondered what the hell I was doing, why I didn't stop at a hotel. I didn't know the answers then, and I don't know now.
Instead of going into the details, I'm going to lecture you.
None of my girlfriends argued with me. None of them tried to tell me to stay, that violence wasn't the answer. But here's the goddamn truth of the matter, and it's ugly, and it's bleak. Sometimes punching a fucker in the face Is justified.
That's not a popular opinion. We live in a society where modern culture has instilled in us a form of tacit pacifism. That we should let authorities handle it, except take a fucking look around you. There's no authority anymore. There's no culpability. No responsibility. No one is being made to suffer the consequences of their actions and we're burning for it.
I'm not talking about insane, unwarranted acts of revenge. I am talking about justice. About standing up when there's a wrong that's been done. A man touches his wife or his child, the odds are depressingly slim that he'll ever experience any sort of repercussion from it. The abuse will stand for a thousand shitty reasons. Maybe people don't know who they can call, who they can trust. I mean, fuck, look around you. Bad apples have ruined the bunch, and even a good cop can only do so much with a system strained to its absolute limits. Maybe the victims think it won't be any better without the abuser. Maybe they've just been abused so goddamn long they don't know any better, that they've stopped crying out for help to a world that keeps on ignoring them.
One in seven kids are abused. One in fucking seven. In the United States alone, there are over three million incidences of marital abuse. And that's just the shit that gets reported. How high does that number go when the wife won't talk about it? When she just takes it?
Their abusers know they can get away with it too. Oh sure, there are waves of victims getting brave enough to call them out, and those times are extraordinary. But abuse is, by and large, a silent crime done by cowards who know at worst a cop's going to come around and they'll have to pay a fine, and that's even if the cops listen to the victims.
Not every solution is to drive nearly a thousand miles and pop an asshole in the jaw. What I'm talking about is standing up and making sure people who do wrong are told that there are people who won't stand for it. You ever see the guy in a restaurant snapping at his wife and kids? Maybe the asshole at the store who treats a clerk like shit because he got overcharged for his merlot? Maybe the fuckwit on TV making fun of the disabled or women and the people around you laugh at it? Maybe the people you consider to be leaders keep moving their moral goalposts to match whatever greedy needs they have at the moment? Instead of rolling over and letting it pass, stand up. Say something. Tell them that shit isn't right, that it won't stand with you. Maybe you'll take a punch. Maybe worse.
The point is to try. Just try. It's not going to land you my six girlfriends and my stunning, lovely wife -- and oh yeah, spoiler here, but Morgan does marry me. If you're doing anything in life because you think it'll get you the girl, or the promotion, or the Internet fame, go fuck yourself. Stand up because you've got morals. Because you see something wrong and you don't want to be another lemming going along with it. Stand up because in this world, not many people are going to. Stand up because someone's gotta shout down the assholes.
Rant's over. I got there eventually. Douglas was at work. I drove there, I walked into his office, and I punched him so hard he crashed backwards on his chair and into a filing cabinet. When I stood him up again, I asked him for his keys so I could pick up the last of Morgan's shit. Like I thought, he told me through a bloodied mouth there was nothing left. He tried to goad me into another fight when his coworkers arrived, but I was done. The message was sent.
"When she divorces you," I snarled at him, leaning onto his desk, "you act like a man for once in your fucking life and you let her go without trying to hurt her again. You hear me?"
"Fuck you," Douglas said, but it was more miserable than angry, and when I walked away, he was sobbing.
* * *
I stayed at my parents' place. They were shocked to see me. I offered no explanation, except that Morgan would be staying with me, and that they could expect a bit of awkwardness there. Then I walked up to my old room, and dropped face first onto the mattress and slept until my mom's cooking woke me up again.
Once I wolfed down three helpings of cottage pie and drank about a gallon of coffee, I hugged them both. My mom gave me a small box. A small jewelry box, of the ring variety. My grandmother's, by means of my grandfather. She also sent with me a tin of cookies and fudge, and my father told me with honest-to-God tears in his eyes that he was proud of me. Don't think I've ever walked out of my parents' place with my head higher.
Then I went home. I talked to Isaac for a good hour or so along the way. He was having fun, but he confessed he was lonely too. There were few kids at my ex-wife's.... compound? Commune? I'm not sure what you'd call the gathering of ecologists and scientists Tina was working with. At least they were close to Anchorage. She had a week off soon and planned to drag him into the city proper, so I assured him there would be fun to come. I wasn't sure if that was the truth or not, but hey, sometimes you have to help the ex-missus.
My girlfriends called too, and through them, Morgan. I was on the phone with her when I pulled off the highway and threw her rings out into an empty field. She cried some about that, but it was a good, healthy cry. The kind of cry that helps you let go.
The weather was better going home, and not long after dawn, I pulled up to my house. Jenna, Yvonne, and Morgan came out to greet me. The original trio, I called them, not sure why except that I was bone tired and loopy. I kissed them, each of them, a good, long, passionate kiss. Even Morgan, who seemed unsure of things still.
Outside, by the truck, Jenna and Yvonne held each other's hands. Jenna said, "Lionel."
"Yeah?"
They looked at each other, then at me. Yvonne sniffed and smiled. "All of us agreed to give you two through Christmas together."
I broke away from Morgan, not even aware I'd been holding her hand. "No, hey-"
"Stop," Jenna said, and her smile was honest and beautiful, if pained. "We love you. And we're not going anywhere. Spend some time with Morgan. Love her. Please. We'll be fine."
Yvonne added, "Seriously, you're not the cornerstone of this... what, six way? We can spend some time apart and things won't break. We're going to enjoy exploring what we all mean to each other. So no guilt, no hard feelings. It's not forever. It's just a few days."
I nodded, mute. They came to me one more time, and when they kissed me, they wished me a merry Christmas. They headed across the street, and both Morgan and I distinctly heard Jenna wonder out loud how long I'd wait until I proposed.
When they were gone, I looped my arms around Morgan's waist, and she wrapped hers around my neck, staring up into my eyes. "Make love to me?" she murmured.
"Here? Now?" I asked. "Well, it might get a little cold, but I'm down to try it in the driveway if you want."
She laughed, and pulled me in for a very long kiss. Her hands fell to my back, then my waist, and down to my butt. Mine roamed her back, squeezing her tighter to me, our lips dancing in the most wonderfully natural way I'd ever felt. Morgan was safe. Morgan was home. Morgan was mine. Finally.
Then she pulled away, blinking. "What?" I asked.
"There is something very squarish and very hard in your pocket. Am I crazy, or is that a ri-?"
I dropped my hands to her ass and lifted her. "Time to go upstairs and make love like teenagers," I said, ignoring her question.
For the moment, anyways.
* * *
"Morgan," I said, peeling her blouse off her and staring down at her perky breasts in a new pink bra. I forced myself to look upwards, into her smiling face. The black eye was gone, or at least covered in enough makeup to hide the bruises. "Before we do this, I think we need to talk."
"About your other girlfriends?" She worked my belt with deft fingers, not even looking. Impressive.
I drew a deep breath, and nodded. "I do love them. All of them."
"I know. I like them too." She shrugged. "I'm not here to break anything up."
"You're always going to have a place here in my bed. You and I, there's always going to be something there that the others-"
"Lionel. You don't need to make the sales pitch." Her eyes searched mine. "We have to find out if we're compatible, but I had dinner with them last night. They're wonderful. I'm very much looking forward to getting to know them."
"Okay. Good. What Sarah said when we were, ah, on the phone with each other, about wanting me to give her a baby, she was serious about that. Yvonne too."
She undid the fly on my jeans and slipped a hand inside. "Ohhhh wow. They were not exaggerating."
I grinned. "Thank you. But focus."
"Lionel."
"Hm?"
I unclasped her bra as she spoke, and this time, I didn't peel my eyes away. But she broke me out of it completely when she leaned in to whisper into my ear, "I was serious too. That night when you asked me what it was I wanted. I want kids. With you. And I'm not on the pill."
My eyes widened. She smiled, and our bodies pulled together again, hunger and plain simple human need taking over.
Morgan and I were together.
We finished undressing each other and took our time looking over one another. Morgan traced the hard curves of my muscles with two fingers, eyes alight, and practically purred when she reached the vee of muscle above my cock. I stroked her cheeks, then let my hands wander where they wanted to touch, holding nothing back as I cupped her breasts and stroked her hard dark nipples. Then lower, to the thatch of unruly hair above her pussy, and down to tease her lips. I slid a calloused finger through her wetness and her thighs widened for me, her mouth opening in a silent whimper of my name. I brought my finger to my lips and tasted her for the first time.
"Don't tease this first time," she murmured. "We can play all we want to later. Right now, I need you."
I nodded. There was only one way I was going to take her that first time, the way we both wanted it. I followed her onto the bed, unable to help a warm kiss of her thighs and her delicate pussy lips. I slid up her body, kissing her stomach, her breasts, her neck, her chin. As Morgan rested back against the pillows and I guided myself to her entrance, I marveled that I could be this content, this fulfilled. Our hands joined on my prick, and I searched her eyes as I spoke the words again. "I love you."
"Show me," she whispered.
And for the first time, I sank into the woman I loved most in this world.
Morgan's body accepted every inch of me. Her core gripped me, but not too tight, and from the spreading of her thighs and the deep moan she gave me as I reached her depths, this was as good for Morgan as it was me. A wicked idea crossed my mind, and I squinted, making a sour face.
"Oh God, it's too good," I grunted, stiffening.
"Wait, what?" Morgan asked.
"HEEEYAAAUUURRRGH!"
Then I blinked innocently into her eyes and grinned. She burst out laughing so hard she snorted, my favorite thing to make her do. Her hands joined behind my head and brought me down for a long, good kiss.
"Way to ruin the mood," she said, booping me on the nose with her fingers.
"Let me try to make it up to you."
One of my hands slid down between us, down to her prominent clit, and her smile vanished in a hurry as I began to rock into her again, this time teasing her bud along with the gentle thrusts of my hips. Her hands rose, tentative at first, then looping around my neck again.
"Tell me how you like it," I murmured.
"Just like this," she whispered. She leaned up to kiss me, and again, until our lips were as much a connection. I dream of that moment in time, of her beneath me, her legs coming up slowly as her pleasure arced. Morgan's spill of reddish-auburn hair on the pillows, the beautiful doe eyes closing slowly like she was sinking into sleep, the way her kisses trailed off, breath hot against my lips. And then my name, spilling from her lips. "Lionel... Lionel, tell me you love me again."
"I love you." I thrust into her and her legs jumped, rising high. "I love you forever, Morgan. Be mine."
"Yesss," she cried out. "Yours... forever..."
Her body clenched. She came, liquid warmth bathing my cock. She was always so wet like that, so ready for me. I eased back and into her, my passion, my devotion to Morgan in every thrust of my hips. Her foot came down, twined around my ankle, and she cried, cried for us, cried for what was lost, cried for happiness and love and a fulfilment so deep it seeped from her soul into mine.
There would be costs to our love. Her parents' and extended family's derision would hurt Morgan the most. Her divorce would drag on and on, leaving her sobbing in my arms some nights at the cruelty of her soon-to-be-ex-husband. Walking out on her job like that, even given the circumstances, came with a severe loss of credibility.
But in each other's arms, we would find refuge from all of that, and so much happiness. Together, our old hurts would heal, and it began that morning together, that wonderful, life-changing morning.
When Morgan came down from that first orgasm and I kissed her tears away, she laughed softly again and nudged me until I was on my back. Now it was her turn to make love to me, and she did so with no more tears, just raw pleasure. My hands roamed all over her as she bounced more than rocked back and forth, taking control and having fun. She made a game of teasing me with kisses and pulling away when I tried to reciprocate.



"I've wanted you since you were twenty," I told her.
She grinned back at me and leaned back so her hands rested on my thighs as she ground down at my cock. "I've wanted you since the day Tina brought you home."
"You make me sound like a stray puppy."
"I mean..."
For that, I gripped her butt and pinched it. She yelped, but it was all in fun and soon she was rocking back and forth on me again, smiling beatifically. "Remember that Christmas party two or three years ago at your house when you grilled shrimp and steak?" she asked.
"Mm hm," I grunted, still holding onto her hips as her pussy ground down on me.
"Welllll," Morgan said, her smile going more devilish, "I maybe snuck up to your room and watched you while you were out back. And I... mm... did things."
"Morgan!" I said, mock stern. "What kinds of things?"
"Maybe I got a little turned on," she murmured. "And maybe I pulled my skirt up and, mm, imagined it was you, holding me tight from behind as we watched the snow." She lifted a hand off my thigh and played with her mound and her clit. "I c-came so hard that night I had to sit down on your bed. And I was so wet I left it... messy."
"Fuck," I breathed.
"Your turn. Tell me, mm, tell me something dirty."
"Used to feel guilty because I'd walk in sometimes and see you doing yoga. Your ass in those tights... God. I'd go home and fuck Tina so hard thinking about you."
"I know you liked it."
"You did?"
She giggled and immediately her hand shot to her mouth. "I did something bad," she said behind her hand. "I maybe kinda sorta waited around a few times in my workout clothes for you to show up, then I'd start exercising."
"Holy shit," I breathed. "Naughty girl."
"I loved you," Morgan whispered. "I wanted you so bad it used to make me cry at night. And now, now we're together, and I love you even more."
"I love you too, Morgan."
At the end, I took back over. Morgan, on her back again, brought her knees to her chest as I drove in and out of her faster and with more emphasis. We didn't kiss, not then, but studied each other, a faint smile on her face, mine I'm sure serious and contemplative. She came once more, a slow, rolling orgasm that took her attention for a full minute, eyes closing, her breathing uneven. When she looked upon me again, I asked her, "Marry me?"
She nodded, and whispered, "Yes."
* * *
Those days before Christmas stand out to me as some of the best of my entire life, dwarfed only by the day itself and the weeks to come afterwards.
I still had to work. Isn't that a shitter? After the most heart-swelling sex of my entire life and newly, wonderfully engaged, I had to get up early, shower, shave, and kiss my fiancée goodbye every day. But that word, fiancée, that got me through it. I floated through my contracted work with a big dumb smile on my face until noon, when Morgan and I could meet up for a half hour's fun, leaving us both breathless and sweaty, and me coming back to work smelling of sex.
At night, it was much the same. The first time I came home, Jenna was just pulling in too. I pulled up to her driveway first, hopped out, and induced some jelly legs when I bent her nearly to the ground to give her one hell of a long, good kiss. When I lifted her back up, she was giggling and gripping me hard.
"So I take it that means Morgan's okay with... us?" she asked.
"Yes," I said. "And now, if you'll excuse me, I'm going to go make her scream in about three languages she doesn't know."
Jenna whooped and slapped my butt. Yvonne was coming down the street too, so I waited, gave her a kiss and a good old shameless butt squeeze, and returned home.
Home to a lingerie-clad Morgan laying sideways on the couch, head propped up, smiling at me.
"I peeked out and saw you with them," she said as I began to strip in a hurry. "That was a pretty hot kiss you laid on Jenna."
"Uh huh," I agreed, already going to my mental happy place where we were sweaty and driving against each other. I thought I'd fuck her there on the couch. Oooh, or on the kitchen table. Hell, why not both?
"Yvonne's sexy, but I keep thinking about you with Jenna and Sarah that night on the phone and..." She shivered, and her hand slipped down to her lacy red panties -- and inside.
"Oh, that turns you on, hm?" I asked, kicking my pants away.
Morgan nodded, blushing. "I felt so dirty listening to you fuck them, but oh my God, those were the best orgasms of my life."
I came to her, tossing aside my shirt. "Really? Then I'll have to try for a new personal best."
I guided her into a roughly sitting position, her butt just hanging off the edge of the couch as I dropped between her knees. I wasted no time jerking the flimsy panties down her legs and away before diving in and eating her out. Her pussy was now shaved clean, which maybe should have been my first signal something hinky had been going on. Or maybe the lingerie, which was brand-new as of that day. Hmmmm. Hm! I wonder what I might be hinting at!
She laughed at my rough handling of her, but that laughter broke into a sharp moan when I pulled her pussy lips apart and dove in, a hunger on me that wouldn't be denied. I gave her my everything, holding back no trick as I licked and teased her pussy lips before dragging my tongue up to her clit to play with it for a while. Morgan got so wet, so fast. It embarrassed her those first few times together, but my assurances that I thought it was hot as hell were genuine and soon she believed it. I relished every drop of her messy pussy, and ate her out with a passion.
Her thighs squeezed my head and wrapped around my back as she clawed at the cushions, throwing her head back. "Oh fuck, oh Lionel, ahhhh, you're very, very good at this."
For a response I curled my tongue at the tip of her pussy, not quite at her clit, but so close that the sensations would have teased that magical little button. She shivered and brought a hand to her breast. I joined it with one of mine, using the other to pump two fingers inside her while I focused more on her clit.
She was electric, and I'm not shitting you, Morgan only lasted maybe two minutes before she gushed on my tongue. Two minutes. Fuck me. I didn't let that stop the fun, though, and kept eating her out. I wasn't going to lose any second I could get with her, and so as she was still coming down from that first orgasm, I sucked her clit into my mouth and added a third finger to her wet pussy. My other hand squeezed her breast and pinched her nipple, testing whether or not she liked that. Oh, she did.
"Harder," she gasped. "You can make it h-hurt a little." I obliged, and tweaked it harder. Her back rose and fell. "That's it, that's it, that's it, oh fuck."
The sensations made Morgan twist her torso sideways as she locked her feet together behind my back. I drove my fingers in and out, her pussy making wet squicking noises as I worked. Her hands grabbed mine at her breast and she began humping against my hand, unable to help herself. Morgan was so responsive like that, so very fiery and alive.
Her whimpers grew more and more desperate, her breath ragged and sharp. At the last she cried out and came again. I helped her onto her back again and hoisted her up, legs still locked around my ass as I gripped hers and held her to me. She kissed me with feverish passion as I walked her to the nearest wall and pressed her back against it. My playfulness disappeared as I plunged my cock up into her, fucking her against the wall with every bit of passion I could put into it.
"Unnngh, fuck me, baby, fucking me so hard," she cried out, her head rocking backwards as she tried to hump down at me as I pistoned up into her. Our bodies slapped together as loud as high fives, and oh holy hell, I was not going to last long. I squeezed her ass and pumped into her, her name exploding from my lungs.
"Ah fuck, Morgan!" I grunted.
"Come in me," she panted, "come in me, fill me up."
I plunged into her one last time, coming, coming, coming. I had her pinned against the wall as I stilled, her fingers digging into my back. She gave out a half-laugh, half-gasp, and I knocked my head against the wall, eyes squeezed shut.
And then, like it was completely normal and just a part of our lives, we dressed again, and started talking about dinner and our plans for the evening. It was amazing how comfortable I was around Morgan, how easy it was to fall into a domestic life together. We would have our down moments, sure, and I knew we had the sort of personalities that would clash on occasion. But where Tina would never really talk to me until things were far beyond the point of fixing them, Morgan was refreshingly honest and forthcoming. If she wanted something from me, she asked it. If she thought I was being a dumbass, she was willing to tell me, generally with a grin. If she wanted something new in bed, she told me -- or on one memorable occasion, when she wanted to try anal, she begged me for it in a skirt and bralette.
Good days, all of them, even with work keeping me from her. We loved, and without even blinking, we were healing.
What I didn't know was what my sexy-wife-to-be had planned for Christmas. And oh boy, what a final act of debauchery to tell you about before we bring this to a close.
* * *
I woke long before Morgan, as I usually did. I snuck out of bed as quietly as I could manage, and in short order I did my morning business and brushed my teeth. When I slipped out of the bathroom suite, she had the covers peeled down, watching me with a twinkle in her eyes.
"Our first Christmas together," she murmured, then rethought that. "Well.... like our eleventh or twelfth, but together together. This was all so much sweeter in my head."
I laughed and sat next to her on the bed to hold her hand. "Merry Christmas, baby."
"You too," she murmured. She was still red-eyed from the night before. A phone call to her parents to wish them merry Christmas had ended in a lot of yelling on their part and a flood of tears on hers. It was all so... unnecessary. We told Tina pretty early on what was happening and that Morgan was now living with me, and she'd been genuinely happy for us. Don't get me wrong, there was and would always be some awkwardness there, but Tina understood and accepted what was going on, not to mention she was also in on the fun of not having told Isaac yet.
"Want to grab a shower with me and then I'll make you breakfast?"
"Mm, heaven," Morgan murmured. I peeled down the covers, opening my first and best present of the day. When she was revealed to me, I stroked her belly, and she took my hand in hers and brought it to her lips. After she'd kissed it, she pressed it to her breast, studying me carefully. "I love you, Lionel."
"Love you too."
"I've never been this happy."
"Me either," I said.
She guided my hand lower, lower, until we pressed our digits together against her shaven mound. "But you know what would make me that teensy bit happier?" I raised an eyebrow, smirking, and she let go of my fingers. "Coffee."
I barked out a laugh, and leaned down to kiss her. "Be back up in a minute."
Later, in the shower together, I tried to get Morgan to join me on the bench for some fun, but she swatted my hands away. I wasn't going to be denied so easily, though, and my hands roamed her butt, squeezing, pinching. She settled back against me, moaning softly under the shower's spray as my cock slid between her cheeks. She stared at me over her shoulder, and reached behind herself to grip me.
"You need to save it," she murmured.
"For what?" I asked, and thought I heard something thump in the house.
Morgan grinned. "Perfect timing."
I turned off the shower and we hurried out of the bathroom together, Morgan just a step behind me.
And oh holy hell, was I glad I saved it.
Six stunning beauties stood at the foot of our bed, dressed in identical slutty Mrs. Claus red outfits, Santa caps on their heads. My jaw could have hit the floor and run for a few miles as wide open as my mouth was.
"Merry Christmas!" Jenna, Sarah, Yvonne, Dakota, London, and Victoria chanted as one.
Morgan wrapped her arms around my nude waist, nipped at my earlobe, and whispered in my ear, "Merry Christmas, baby."
* * *
There were so many of us, we couldn't possibly play in the bedroom, even as big as it was. Thankfully, I had a nice big living room, but one spot was off-limits.
"No one gets up to anything frisky on Isaac's recliner, agreed?" I asked.
Everyone was okay with that. Morgan brought up an upbeat instrumental Christmas channel, and before we got started with anything, Sarah poured us all mimosas and we cheered each other a merry Christmas.
"And to the engaged couple," Jenna said, holding my eyes and giving me a dazzling, genuine smile.
"I wish the laws were different," I said. "But I want you all to know it would be each of you I'd marry if I could."
"We get it," Victoria said. "Morgan, you, Isaac, there's a special bond there. Besides, we've all got each other." She wrapped an arm around Sarah's waist, and my busty girlfriend kissed her in response.
My phone rang, and I grinned. "Isaac. Excuse me for a few minutes."
"Aw, no, put him on speakerphone," Dakota said.
"I miss him," London said.
"All right, but he doesn't know about Morgan. We're keeping it a surprise for when he gets home."
I hurried and grabbed my phone. By the time I got to it, it had stopped ringing. When I came back with it in hand, I dialed him and put it on speaker. He answered with a mock deep voice.
"Ho ho ho, meerrrrry Christmas."
"Merry Christmas!" my girlfriends chanted. Victoria and Morgan mouthed it too, and my fiancée came to me, taking my hand in hers and resting her head on my shoulder. I kissed the side of her head and held her close.
"Oh hey!" Isaac said, reverting back to his boyish voice. Not long now and he'd be speaking as deeply as me. "Merry Christmas... is everyone there?"
"Yeah, bud, they're all here," I said, squeezing Morgan's waist.
"Then merry Christmas..." He drew a deep, dramatic breath and spoke as fast as he could. "...Aunt Yvonne, Aunt Jenna, Aunt Sarah, Aunt London, and Aunt Dakota!"
"Aw, we love you and we miss you so much," Yvonne said.
"We do," London agreed. Everyone else chimed in with much the same, and I chuckled.
"Did you have a good Christmas?" I asked him.
"Oh yeah! Mom and Rupert got me the Lego London set."
"That's awesome!" I said.
"And Rupert's making eggnog French toast. He's really good at cooking." Very quietly, Isaac added, "But I kinda miss Aunt Sarah's food."
"Awww," Sarah said. "I made your dad and everyone else tarts this morning. When you come home, I'll make you some too."
"Okay!" Isaac said. "And do you think we -- hang on..." He spoke away from the phone for a minute, and came back on. "Mom says merry Christmas. Rupert too."
"Tell them I said the same." I grinned, and asked, "Did you call Aunt Morgan yet this morning?"
"No, she's next."
"Okay, well, when you talk to her, tell her I send lots of love and happiness." Morgan pinched my side for that and sniffed audibly.
"Okay. She hasn't seemed so sad lately when I talk to her."
London clutched her breast, and mouthed, "Awww."
"That's good to hear, buddy. All I ever really want for her is to be happy."
"Yeah," Isaac said. "Me too." Then strangely, he added, "She should move to Agramonte."
That froze me. I said carefully, "You think?"
"Yeah. Douglas is a real butthole."
Morgan choked out a laugh and clapped a hand over her mouth. I heard Tina crack up in the background, and I couldn't help a chuckle either. "Well, I agree. She should move out here. Then she could be close to you."
"She'd like everybody." Isaac sighed heavily. "Okay. I love you, Dad. I'm going to go."
"Love you too. Hug your mom for me. And... I don't know, high-five Rupert? Something cool like that."
He laughed, and hung up.
Everyone stared at the phone. "From the mouths of babes," Yvonne said. I shook my head, and turned off my phone. It was time to get Christmas really started.
* * *
For the first time, I realized Morgan and I were still nude, and everyone else wasn't. Yvonne eyeballed her like a piece of meat, and took her by the hand.
"We haven't really talked about if you might enjoy, mm, everyone else's company," Yvonne said.
For an answer, Morgan pulled her towards the couch. They dropped together, Morgan seated, Yvonne on one knee, already chasing her lips. Morgan caught my wide-eyed staring and giggled. "What? Get to work, stud. You have a whole bunch of us to satisfy before the day is done."
"You're okay with-"
She gave an indignant sigh. "Yes! What do you think I was doing while you were gone? Getting to know them. They're the ones that took me to the spa to get waxed. And yes, I already know about the twins, and yes, it's kinda weird but really hot, and yes, I'm totally okay with everything. Now get some boobs or asses in your hand, now!"
Well... okay then.
The twins came to me, and I wrapped my arms around their waists, kissing them each. "We missed you," Dakota told me, stroking my bare ass.
London cupped my other butt cheek, and with her other hand, traced my chest. "We really did."
"I missed you too. All of you. Thank you for the time with her."
"What did you two do?" London asked, hand sinking lower across my hard abs.
"Oh, this and that," I said. "Crocheted. Backgammon. You know."
Dakota dropped to her knees in front of me, staring up. "Are you sure you weren't teaching Morgan just what you can do with this big fat fuck stick?"
Morgan said, "Oh yes, he showed me lots and lots of times."
London sank to her knees beside her sister, and both of them gripped my cock with one hand each. "Did you teach her what you can do with your tongue?" she asked, leaning in to give my tip a kiss.
"Uh huh," Morgan moaned from the couch as Yvonne slipped out of her outfit. A look around the room revealed much everyone else was too. Victoria was pulling Jenna and Sarah towards the loveseat. She directed them to sit down side by side, and knelt between them, hands going for their pussies as Jenna and Sarah kissed. My attention shot back to the twins, and in a hurry.
"Did you make her your dirty slut too?" London asked, and sucked down my first inch before letting me go with an audible pop. "Does she take every last drop of your tasty Lionel come like your good girls?"
"Yesss," Morgan hissed, and now I wasn't sure if she was answering the twins or telling that to Yvonne. The blonde's hand was between their naked thighs doing something I couldn't see but damn well could imagine.
And with that, it was on. I gripped the backs of both twins' heads and brought them to my tip. They kissed my cock at the same time. Morgan watched me out of the corner of her eye, but looked up guiltily at Yvonne when the other woman kissed her neck.
"Look all you want to," Yvonne said. "All of us did the first time we saw this."
"It's so... mm... dirty and taboo," Morgan murmured. She cupped one of Yvonne's tits and sucked on the nipple.
Meantime, as Dakota and London kissed and licked the tip of my dick, Victoria slid three fingers from each hand into Jenna and Sarah. Their moans brought Morgan's attention, and her lips parted as she watched the sexy pair get fingered by the teacher. "That time on the phone with you three," Morgan moaned, "I came so hard."
"So did we," Sarah said. Her and Jenna's hands were all over each other's clits. There was little build-up to the charge in the room. We barely got started and already it felt like we were cresting a mountain of lust and need.
Dakota engulfed me, rocking back and forth on her heels as she corkscrewed her petite mouth up and down my fat cock. She passed me quickly to her sister, her saliva still glistening on my tip as London sucked me down next and held me deep, sucking in her cheeks and staring up at me. Her eyes watered with a lack of oxygen and she came off me gasping for air before Dakota took me down much the same way. While one sucked, the other stripped out of her Christmas outfit, and then they switched again.



Yvonne pushed Morgan down until she was resting on her back on the couch. She then guided one of Morgan's legs so her foot was resting on the floor, and snaked down with her ass high in the air so she could lick Morgan's pussy. Morgan jumped immediately at the feel of Yvonne's long, expert tongue.
"Baby, Yvonne's licking my pussy," she whimpered.
"Enjoy it," I said. "Every one of them is going to lick your cunt before the day is over. And you're going to lick every single one of them."
"Oh fuck," she whimpered again.
London reached between her sister's legs and started fondling her slick pussy. Even if I couldn't see it, I could hear the wetness as her fingers plunged in and out. That drove me to start rocking my hips as they sucked me, driving my cock even deeper into their throats.
"Ark! Ark ark ark!" Dakota gurgled as I pounded her mouth and her throat.
I jerked out of her and, gripping London's hair, fucked her face too. I couldn't maintain this pace for long without coming, so I jerked out of them and said, "On the floor. Sixty-nine. Who gets fucked first?"
"Dakota," London said a split second before her sister spoke her name. I positioned London on bottom with Dakota riding her face, then dropped to my knees between Dakota's, my cock in hand. I looked over at Morgan in time to see her pretzel her legs around Yvonne's head and shoulders, wriggling on the couch with her pleasure. Her eyes flicked between the sight of me guiding my prick into Dakota's entrance, and Yvonne licking and fingering her with growing fervor. Then I glanced over at Victoria. It's odd. Even with Morgan there with all of us for the first time, Victoria was about to pull off one of the most erotic sights of the night -- hell, of our entire eight-way relationship. And it's not like she did some super athletic or terribly dirty thing.
All she did was rise to her feet. But she stayed bent over, her fingers still in Sarah and Jenna's pussies. She dropped her head at an angle to lick their clits. It absolutely could not have been comfortable. My neck hurt with a sympathetic phantasmal crick just watching her do it. But goddamn if the sight of her so desperate to make them come, with her ass jutted out and dark hair spilling down, didn't nearly set me off.
My Victoria, so sweet with me, so debaucherous with the other women. I loved her.
I hilted myself in Dakota hard, and she cried out into her sister's pussy. Morgan watched us, moaning, hands all over herself and Yvonne's spill of blonde hair. I winked at her, and without much warning, I rose a hand and smacked Dakota's firm bottom. She yelped but thrust back harder at me, her sister's tongue licking at what she could reach.
I thought Dakota would come first but I didn't know how turned on Morgan was. She rocked her hips up against Yvonne, tensing, relaxing. Her attention drifted back down to the blonde then at nothing at all as she neared her climax. Her fingers gripped at the couch, then at Yvonne's hair, pushing her down harder into her wet pussy. Yvonne wiggled her tongue side-to-side across Morgan's clit and that was all she wrote.
"Oh, ohhhh, Yvonne, I'm... I'm..." Morgan's eyes rolled up and she gasped out, "Coming!"
Yvonne rushed up her body to kiss her as she came, her hand still between Morgan's thighs. The sounds of their smacking lips drove me wild, and I gripped one of Dakota's hands, pinning it behind her back as I plunged in and out of her needy pussy. Somewhere in the next few minutes Yvonne and Morgan shifted positions just a hair, Yvonne, now riding Morgan's face, my fiancée's hands at her waist, licking and slurping for all she was worth.
I don't know how I didn't come at the sight of Yvonne cupping her own breasts as she rode my Morgan, one foot down on the ground, the other resting under her butt beside Morgan's head. I fucked Dakota with a rare intensity before I realized this wasn't how she would want it, given a choice. I think London came sometime in there, because when I pulled out of Dakota and encouraged her onto her back, London was unable to move for a solid minute, eyes fluttering. I guided myself back into Dakota, my hands under her knees, pulling them up slightly as I bent down to kiss her with the gentle need she liked so much.
"Mmmm, fuck, fuck, I'm close," Sarah gasped.
"Come on Vicky's fingers, pussy slut," Jenna said to her, her own cheeks bright, flaming red. She had to be close too, given the way she was rocking and rolling. Victoria was really pounding into them with her fingers, so no surprise there. "Fuck, I want to taste you again."
Morgan moaned at that. She would come to love every combination of our group possible, but Sarah and Jenna would always hold a special erotic place in her heart for that night on the phone together. Almost any time the four of us hooked up, she wound up watching from the chair or beside us in bed as I fucked both Jenna and Sarah. It was one of her greatest kinks.
Again, I was surprised, because Sarah didn't come first, despite being the most vocal. It was my Dakota who did, suddenly gripping me behind the head and pulling me down to her neck, wrapping herself tight to me as she cast her head back, whimpering softly into my ear. It was a nonsense sound, a sort of blend of my name and an oh, God, but it very nearly set me off. I pumped into her a few more times and she came, fingernails digging into my back. I gave her a minute, my cock buried deep inside her, and hen I pulled out. London was sitting up by that point and pulled me to her by my cock to suck my length down, tasting her sister on me.
As Sarah cried out with her own orgasm, I guided London to her feet and walked her over to the couch beside Morgan and Yvonne. I meant to bend her over and have her rest her hands on the arm, but she turned to me and said, "Around the back. Then I can kinda play with Yvonne, too."
"A genius idea. You are the Einstein of sex," I said, and I heard Morgan groan good-naturedly underneath Yvonne. Jenna giggled at that, and I cast her a mock glare. She stuck her tongue out at me and winked.
I bent London over behind the couch so she could rest on the back with one elbow and fondle and touch Yvonne with the other. What really set Yvonne off I think was when London took her hand. That's it. I know you're expecting some great big erotic reveal there, but hey, handholding is almost as intimate as kissing or sex, and Yvonne is an intimate person. In any case, not three minutes later, Yvonne squeezed her hand and rocked her hips hard on Morgans face before coming with a soft gasp.
When she pulled off Morgan and crashed down on the floor next to a still-dazed Dakota, Morgan sat up, her chin gleaming with Yvonne. She kissed London then, watching me, and I fucked the twin even harder, the couch quaking with our every thrust. But Morgan wasn't going to lack for company long. Sarah was back in the game and exploring her ass. She dropped down to her knees behind my fiancée and Morgan's eyes shot wide.
"Oh my God, she's got her tongue, um, um, oh wow, in my..."
"Your ass?" I breathed.
Everyone's gaze shot to Morgan and Sarah, and Jenna breathed, "Oh, oh, wow, Sarah."
"What?" Sarah asked innocently. "She's got a cute butt. And it's mine, all mine!"
Morgan glanced back over her shoulder, blushing. "Well... then get to licking, our pussy-eating, dick-worshipping, ass-loving slut."
Yep. I was going to marry that woman.
Then she added, "Oh no, was that too much?"
Sarah giggled. "Honey, there is no too much when it comes to me. I loved it. Honest." Then she dove back in.
Morgan shook her head. "I've died and gone to orgy heaven."
"Right?" I asked, happily popping my cock in and out of one of the most beautiful twins on the planet.
About that point, Yvonne had to go to a family brunch. I felt a little guilty about not getting to fuck her and give her an orgasm that morning, but she laughed me off and told me I was being silly. Besides, she'd be back in a few hours for round two. She kissed us all, and smacked my ass on the way out the door.
Jenna and Victoria had collapsed at some point together on the loveseat, mouths locked together as they fingered each other feverishly. I wanted Victoria next, I decided, if I could hang on that long. Going slow with her would re-energize me, and I could hang on a while longer. That I hadn't come already was some sort of Olympian feat in and of itself, and I was going to pleasantly hurt for days afterwards. Totally worth it.
I focused my efforts on fucking London. Each time I rocked her forward with a hard thrust, she would kiss Morgan, a light game until Morgan caught her behind the head and pulled her in for one of the longest, hottest kisses of the day yet. I slicked my middle finger as they did, and slipped it around London's bud, making her moan in surprise against Morgan. Soon I was emulating Sarah's tongue in Morgan's butt, sliding my finger into the second digit into London's ass as I fucked her rigorously.
The combined sensations set her off and in a hurry. She closed her eyes and wailed against Morgan's mouth, a singular sharp cry accompanied by her knees nearly giving out. I had to pull out in a hurry, as she went practically boneless on me. I lifted her up in my arms and brought her to the kitchen table, one of the few unoccupied places close by. I stroked her face and asked, "You okay?'
London nodded and smiled, crying a little from the pleasure. "Yeah. Get back in there. Finish the inning."
"You got it, coach."
She gave a half-hearted whoop and dropped her head back down, arm going across her eyes. I walked to Victoria and Jenna, and without much of a warning, I grabbed Victoria and tugged her butt backwards so I could fuck her pussy in one smooth motion. She was and always would be so damn tight I couldn't go very fast, but that was what I needed at the moment. She threw a glance back at me, lips parted, cheeks burning up, and Jenna gave me a coquettish wave underneath her.
There was one great big error in my calculated move to slow things down with Victoria. I was now at the perfect angle to watch Sarah's curvy bottom as she licked Morgan's ass and fingered her pussy. That sight was going to be indelibly burned into my mind. Regardless of my wishes, my cock was humming In the Hall of the Mountain King. I was not going to last long, but damn it, I was going to get Victoria off first.
By now, her clit had to be pretty stimulated so instead I focused my attention on Victoria's other pleasure centers. She loved having her hair teased and pulled a bit, so that's where I started, running my fingers up her neck and through her long silky black waves. She loved that, and gasped when I gripped a handful and tugged back. Not hard -- Victoria wasn't into the rough and tumble like my other girlfriends. But enough to get her attention, and to bring her back up just far enough that I could cup her neck with my other hand, tracing the skin, teasing the soft delicate bones there as I eased back and forth inside her.
Ah shit. Adding to the visual stimulation, Dakota settled onto the couch next to Morgan, her fingers tipped in vibes. She flicked them all on and brought her hand to Sarah's curvy behind.
"Ooooh, Dakota," Sarah moaned. "You're the devil."
I agreed. My cock was already straining past its limits, and I had nowhere to look that wasn't visual stimulation overload. I settled on staring at Victoria's ass as I moved my hands down her sides, teasing the delicate flesh under her ribs and running one hand under her to cup her mound. She was kissing Jenna with more and more urgency, so it was a dead heat between us as to who would come first.
"Oh God..." Victoria whimpered. "F-filling me so... so deep..."
"Fuck, Victoria," I grunted, trying so hard to hang on. "Baby, you are so damn tight."
Morgan was watching us over her shoulder, bouncing back against Sarah's exploring tongue and wandering fingers. She looked as desperate to come as me. I was there, right there, and I thought I'd come, but all of a sudden, Victoria arched backwards up off Victoria, getting up on her knees and throwing her hands behind her head for mine. She gripped at my face as she came with a gasp, her tight pussy clenching on me. I jerked out of her as fast as I dared and stormed over to Sarah, my Sarah. She was wet, of course, and I nearly shouted my need as I thrust my cock into her to the balls, her warm, wet folds encompassing me.
Still I hung on. I was in pure, feral fucking mode. There was no slowing down. I took the woman other than Jenna who I knew could handle me the best, and I fucking slammed into Sarah's pussy, my body slapping off hers. Morgan twisted around, dropping back down to the couch and spreading her hips wide, fingers at her pussy. She finger-fucked herself as Sarah bounced back and forth right in front of her, eyes closed, gurgling my name and half-formed swears.
"F-fu-uh Lio... Lionelllll... so deep, fu-uck, uck, shit..."
Someone was there, a hand on my ass. Jenna. She stroked my butt and kissed my shoulder. I turned my head and grabbed her to crush her to me, my hips flexing as I buried my dick in Sarah time and time again. Other hands too, now wandering Sarah, Morgan. The twins. Someone spoke something and Morgan moved sideways, contorting her body in a way so she could sit on the middle seat. The twins pulled her to her feet, and one twin on either side of her dropped to their knees. Dakota licked Sarah's pussy, London her ass.
Morgan went wild. "Oh, fuuuuuck!" she cried out, half-twisting so she could grab both twins' hair, holding them even tighter to her. Her body didn't know what to do, how to respond. She jerked every which way, a foot rising, falling, hands going to her breasts, her hair. She came with a gleeful cry, nearly collapsing.
I lost minutes.
Somehow I was on my ass, Sarah on top of me, frantically humping the everloving fuck out of me as I feasted on her big tits, Jenna beside us both, Morgan collapsing on the other side. They touched me and I snarled, "Her, she comes first, then Jenna."
Thank Christ they listened. If they hadn't, I was going to explode.
Sarah slammed down on my hips, taking every bit of my cock into her as she panted and gasped. Morgan leaned forward, utterly drained, hands shaking as she stroked Sarah's ass and tried to chase her tits with her mouth. She gave up on that, instead kissing whatever she could catch of my bouncy, curvy girlfriend. Then Jenna was there, sucking on Sarah's neck. The twins too, hands on Sarah's back, her ass.
Sarah came with a scream.
"OH MY FUCKING... FUCK!"
She fell. She literally fell. Shades of our first time in her house together and I was on the carpet with her, making sure she was okay. She was, still gurgling her pleasure in between fits of laughter. If she hadn't fallen, I would have come in her. I know that.
I felt like a runner hitting the brick wall. I staggered to my feet, sweat dripping down my face, I grabbed Jenna and led her to the kitchen table, my cock pulsing, balls aching. I bent her over, her big tits rubbing against the wood grain, and I slammed into her like I had Sarah. Everyone else tended to Sarah, but for Jenna and me, it was this moment.
"Mine," I snarled, gripping her hips and pummeling her with my dick.
"Yours!" she gasped, up on her tiptoes, her body bouncing back and forth on the table. We made the damn thing squeak and thump with every hard thrust.
I smacked her ass, hard. "When I'm gone, you take care of her."
"Yesss!" she howled. "I'll be Morgan's good pussy slut! Just like Sarah!"
"Just like all of us," Dakota said, coming into the room. Her sister echoed her. They were hanging onto one another for balance, looking as drained as I felt. Morgan and Victoria braced Sarah, walking her into the room as she hummed, her hair falling down across one eye. Neither she or Victoria could do much more than collapse onto the kitchen chairs.
"We are all yours," Victoria said, smiling fondly at Morgan. "Just like you and Lionel are ours."
Morgan nodded, smiling. "Yours."
The word did something to me. Soothed me. I still fucked Jenna hard enough to send the table a few feet north by the time we were done, but I spoke the word, almost dumbfounded by its truth. "Yours."
Jenna came.
It was a tiny thing, drawn out of her with a soft sigh and a shake of her body. Just that. A tremble. But she came.
I fucked into her a few more times and she stretched a hand back towards me, fingers shaking. "I can't, Lionel, I can't, too much," she gasped. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry..."
I pulled out. My hand went to my cock, but Morgan was there. "No," she said, and pushed me down into an unoccupied chair. My Morgan, the greatest love of my life, straddled me and guided me into her. I tried to hold on for her. I tried to make it good for my last woman. But I looked into her eyes and I saw... warmth. Love.
The future.
I came.
* * *
That day... that day stretched on forever and was over in a blink of an eye. We wound up back in the living room together after some showers and general cleanup. I was still aching when they started up again, but with Morgan on my lap, I could finally give her the two or three orgasms she deserved from me, albeit with my fingers at the start.
It was a fun, easy-going orgy. I mean, that's the best way to describe it. My girlfriends dropped in and out, grabbing a bite of Sarah's delicious pastries, finding a quiet corner of the house to call family, friends, take a nap. I found Dakota and Sarah curled up in my bed at one point, getting one of the best pictures of our relationship as they slept face to face, a pair of angels, utterly exhausted.
I made Yvonne my first of the afternoon delights after Morgan, rectifying my earlier inability to make love to her before she had to go. I was sore and exhausted, but determination makes for a hell of an equalizer, and I brought her to a pair of panting orgasms one right after the other as Morgan and Jenna helped her along.
Easily, it was the best Christmas of my life. I don't think I wore clothes more than ten minutes the entire day. Come to think of it, neither did Morgan. We capped it all off before people had to go to family obligations that night with a photo together, all of us wearing Santa hats and not a stitch else. Let's just say that one never made it to a Christmas card.
I love them.
* * *
Isaac walked out talking to a stewardess I probably would have flirted with just six months before. He was clearly smitten too, not quite noticing me until she finished saying something. Then his gaze flicked down, and like he was five and I was coming home from work, he sprinted to me, arms out wide. I dropped to my knees and hugged him hard.
The stewardess checked just to make sure I was the father, and I palmed her a twenty for the trouble. But she was already a fading memory as I turned back to Isaac.
"I'm so happy you're home, buddy," I said, curling my fingers behind his back in a come-on gesture.
"Me too," he said. "It was so cold." He shivered for emphasis, and I laughed, but there wasn't much humor to it. I was too nervous.
I was still kneeling, so I kind of half-assed a knee walk so we got out of the way of the rest of the passengers. "Isaac, there's... there's been some big news."
"What's that?" he asked, never noticing the woman creeping up behind him. Morgan stayed hidden behind a pillar until I made the come-on motion, and now she was just feet away.
"What if I told you Aunt Morgan was coming to stay with us?"
"Oh wow, really?" he asked, eyes going huge. "That's awesome! When is she coming?"
I grinned, but my throat was so choked up tight I could barely speak. "Turn around."
He froze. Absolutely froze. His eyes held mine, his lip quavering. When she touched his shoulder, he jumped. And when he turned, Morgan said, "Hey, so..."



Isaac grabbed her in a hug. And for long, long minutes, minutes when I went and grabbed his luggage, all he could do was bury his head in her coat and cry.
* * *
Jump forward.
He's sitting with his class now in front of the podium. His tiny sixth-grade graduation gown is a foot too long for him and bunched up with bobby pins. My heart swells like it never has before. Just a year ago, I grumbled to Christy and Garth about how unnecessary a sixth-grade graduation was, and now I'm the proudest goddamn father in the world.
Beside me was Morgan, sans our toddler. The little guy made it five minutes into the ceremony before he was making too much noise, so Sarah and Yvonne took him outside to play. Their own little ones are with a babysitter. Sarah and Morgan are both pregnant again, Sarah just staring to show, Morgan complaining that she looks like a blimp. I disagree vehemently. I don't think she's ever been more beautiful, save when she was pregnant with Caleb. Our second's going to be a little girl. Good God, I'm outnumbered.
Morgan and I married a week after her divorce was finalized, a short service at a classy little church. Tina and Rupert showed up, the only ones from her side to do so. It broke my heart, but Morgan has so many sisters-in-lust (her words, not mine). The reception was something else, full of dancing, laughter, good food, way too much champagne, and more cake stuffed in people's faces than we actually ate. Everyone got in on it, even the pastor and his wife.
For a while after she came to live with Lionel and me, Morgan tried to find a job. She worked for a few months as a teller, and it was okay, but her heart wasn't in it. Over a long night's talk, just the two of us, we finally brought up the idea of her becoming a stay-at-home mom. Being a mother's what she's always wanted most in life, and I was happy to support her decision. She's occupying some of her free time -- not that there's much -- by writing a children's book about a mother and her adopted son and daughter. She and Rupert are thick as thieves on that front.
And speaking of, I wasn't the only one to get remarried. Tina and Rupert tied the knot the spring after Morgan came to live with me. They're not at the graduation. I love them dearly, and Isaac does too, but they've been pulling away from our lives slowly. They're going to Europe for a month-long vacation soon, and asked Isaac if he wanted to go. He didn't. There wasn't much of an explanation on his part, but I think when Morgan came to live with us, he started letting that part of his life go, including Tina.
He called Morgan "Mom" three weeks after she came to live with us. It was a slip of the tongue, and it upset him when he realized what he said, but Morgan embraced him and told him with an absolute onslaught of tears that if he felt comfortable with it, so did she. For the most part, it's been Mom ever since.
Jenna's modeling career has continued to take off. She was even in a movie -- you might know her as Cyborg Shark Victim #2. Yeah, the topless one. That got her some attention. Too much, even. Her shoots took her from home for longer and longer periods of time. Yvonne's baby changed that, despite our blonde girlfriend protesting that it shouldn't. Jenna might not have wanted to be a mother, but she wanted to be there for the woman she loved, and she took on fewer shoots for a few months. Nowadays she's back at it with a passion, even dragging Yvonne across the world -- not that taking her and the baby to the Bahamas is exactly "dragging her," but hey.
Victoria and I finally could be public about our relationship when Isaac passed her class. We arranged a meet-cute at the grocery store when he was around, and he even asked me afterwards if I was going to date her too. I chuckled and asked him if that would be so bad. He told me no, that he really liked her. He even sent her an email saying his dad thought she was cute and they should have a date. Victoria laughed about that one until she was nearly hoarse. Of all my girlfriends, save Morgan, obviously, I think she's his favorite, just because of the closeness of the teacher-student thing.
She and Sarah are also now officially a couple. Some relationships build off the page, and I didn't even know they were kind of dating back when we all hooked up at Christmas. I mean, we were all dating, but within the group, they definitely began to develop ties with each other. Victoria's thinking about a baby too, and maybe quitting her job. She's earning peanuts as a teacher, the stress is killing her, and Sarah makes incredible money. Plus, she and Morgan talk a lot about the joy of watching a kid grow for the first few years. I think ultimately she might try to do that, and see where she's at career-wise in a few years. Whatever she decides, she'll kill it.
The twins graduated too. They're already in grad school. Dakota will have a few more years of education beyond that for her physical therapy degree, but London and their father have begun some tentative groundwork of setting up a branch of his office there. Things are kind of wild when it comes to their family. Try as they might to keep their relationship with each other a secret, things did get out, at least with their parents. There was some drama there, but not as much as you might think. The truth is, their father loved them very much, and despite not understanding or approving of their closeness, he didn't want them out of his life. I could respect that. It would be a difficult thing to hear, and not a little bizarre, but even without his backing the twins would have had lives with us on the street.
One name you notice I haven't brought up is Jessica, my former babysitter. There's a reason for that. Jessica is a great person, absolutely fantastic. But one night, shortly before my wedding, she came to me and me alone. We made love, and she asked me questions I couldn't say yes to. Did I love her? And would I consider marrying her, not Morgan? I didn't realize the depths of her feelings for me. It's why I've refrained from talking about her overly much in this story. We broke things off at that point. I hurt her, and I'm sorry for that.
But she does keep up with the rest of us, especially the twins, and I bump into her on occasion. We had coffee the other day and boy, does Jessica have a strange story of her own to tell. But it is her story, and I'm not going to relate it here. She is happy and that's enough for me. It has to be.
As for me and Isaac, life continues being strange and wonderful. He has a girlfriend of his own now, a fiery young thing a year older than he is, and does she ever have him wrapped around her finger. They ran into each other -- where else? -- at the bookstore, and recognized each other from school. Now they ride bikes and talk books and play video games. He is good to her, and she is his fire. I am so proud of him.
He controls his anger these days by working out and swimming. He and Morgan have an "anytime" invitation to come use Garth and Christy's pool, and in lieu of their talks together on the phone, it's their bonding time. He's also become something of a baker, thanks to his residing closeness with Sarah, who loves teaching him to cook.
His name is being called now, and I'm on my feet, holding back tears as I cheer his name. He looks at me, embarrassed, but he waves and gives me that goofy grin of his, and we're all cheering him and clapping. Junior high next year. And soon, college, or trade school, or... well, whatever my wonderful Isaac decides he wants to do in life.
Is it a strange thing, having a father with a wife and six girlfriends on the side? Undoubtedly. Is he loved? Unquestionably. He is surrounded every day by a family that neither of us could have expected, by women who help him become the finest young man I could have ever hoped for. Isaac is my everything. But he is their everything too.
He is loved. He will always be loved.
He throws his cap in the air.
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Jessica felt like she was drowning in her own stupidity.
She knew it was a mistake to come to Lionel just before his wedding to sleep together and tell him her true feelings about him, the love she held in her heart since their first hookup. But she never stood a chance. Not against Morgan, his fiancé, or the six stunning gorgeous women they both dated on the side. Lionel loved his wife-to-be and his other girlfriends with all his heart. He tried to tell Jessica he loved her too, but she didn't want that life anymore. She didn't want to be part of a harem, and that's what it was, even if Lionel and everyone else refused to call it that.
Instead, Jessica walked away. He didn't try to stop her, and that hurt almost as much as his rejection. Would he have gone after any of the others? Jessica was sure of it. But instead of trying to convince her to stay, Lionel went back inside his big house, doubtless already forgetting her and preparing for that night's orgy.
She walked away and vowed never to let her heart be broken again.
* * *
Dr. Windsor stood with her back to the class. Corbin couldn't take his eyes off her curvy ass sheathed in her gray knee-length skirt, or the black hosiery defining her legs. His fantasies ran away with him almost immediately. He imagined her calling him to the front of the class, and he'd lift that skirt up to reveal her MILFy ass in a thong or bikini briefs. He'd tug them down just far enough that he could bend her over and fuck her, right in front of everyone.
Dr. Windsor was one of the sexiest women on campus, and of those, there were tons. Agramonte University attracted them in droves. It ranked consistently in the top ten party schools in the nation, and with its emphasis on good pay right out the gate, the teachers tended to be young and beautiful or handsome too. There were thirty or forty professors arguably just as hot as Pamela Windsor, though she was definitely Corbin's pick for number one.
She turned, saying something, but Corbin barely noticed. His eyes were drawn to her breasts in the sleeveless top under her sharp blazer. Of course they were. Every guy in the room seemed to stiffen every time they came back into view. There was never anything outright sexual about her choice in clothing, but she had the kind of hourglass figure perfect for Italian runways. And there was always a tiny bounce to her movements, as deadly hypnotic as anything Corbin ever saw.
Rumor had it she had a smoking hot daughter on campus too. That was hard to believe. No way was Dr. Windsor out of her thirties. She had to be too young to have a daughter in college, though Corbin supposed his own parents would be about her age. They had been young when they had him. It was hard to reconcile that fact, though -- his father was already nearly bald, and his mother was a joyously round woman who had always looked older than her years, even when she was a teenager.
Dr. Windsor spoke again, and this time, several of Corbin's classmates looked around at him. He didn't notice. He was fantasizing about puling that top up and the cups of the sexy professor's bra down so he could suck her fat, full nipples into his mouth and-
"Mr. Block!" Dr. Windsor said.
The snickers around him finally snapped Corbin out of it. He blinked, aware he was achingly hard under the desk and glad there was a small lip so no one could see his jeans tenting.
"The Geneva Convention?" Corbin said. They were talking about that at some point, right? Worth a guess.
The class burst out laughing. Dr. Windsor's lips quirked in what might have been a smile if she wasn't trying to be stern in that moment. "And what does the Geneva Convention have to do with the year in which Joseph McCarthy came to power?"
"Ah," Corbin said. His mind began to drift as Dr. Windsor came closer and closer, her black presentation clicker in hand. He imagined it as some kind of sex toy she was about to offer him to tease her.
Focus, he mentally snapped at himself.
"Nineteen... fifty?"
"Very good," Dr. Windsor said. "And only.... two minutes on after I asked you."
The class broke out into laughter again. Corbin blushed as Dr. Windsor stood in front of his table. Her vanilla bean lotion incensed him to an even bigger bulge. He wanted to lick up every inch of his professor's skin the lotion touched. There were no lines of a bra underneath her top, either, but he could see no nipple outlined in the fabric. Was she wearing pasties?
Good God, what was the matter with him?
"And with a slightly faster response, what was Joseph McCarthy famous for?"
"He, ah, led something of a communist witch hunt when he was a, um, senator?"
Dr. Windsor's eyes crinkled and she nodded. "Very good." She moved on, and Corbin released a breath he didn't realize he'd been holding. There was one very big problem, though. His hard-on wasn't shrinking and they were only minutes away from the end of class.
Go down, he shouted at himself.
Make me, his cock seemed to shout back. Or better yet, make her. Mm, imagine that big juicy ass bouncing on me.
For fuck's sake, go DOWN!
"What was that, Mr. Block?" Dr. Windsor asked.
Corbin realized he'd mouthed the words "go down," and looked up, horrified. "Uh, nothing."
"Stay after class," Dr. Windsor said. "I'm no longer amused."
Corbin nodded weakly, and wanted to sink his head against the table. This time, no one laughed. The timer on Dr. Windsor's phone mercifully trilled not long after, and everyone rushed out of there, save for him.
His professor folded her arms expectantly, and when the last student walked out, she snapped, "Well?"
"I'm sorry. I didn't realize I was mumbling what I was thinking."
"And what were you thinking, Mr. Block?"
"Oh, um..." Corbin blushed and stared at his tabletop. "Uh."
"Then let me presume some things. I'm going to go ahead and guess that you were distracted by me, is that about right?"
Corbin's blush went red hot, and he whispered, "Oh shit."
"Oh shit is about right. Mr. Block, I am a woman. There are women all around you on a day-to-day-basis. You are, what, eighteen, nineteen?"
"Nineteen," he murmured. "I got a... a late start to college."
"I don't care. You are old enough that a pair of breasts and a butt should not distract you from your coursework. If you lose focus this easily, you are going to have a hell of a rough semester here on campus and elsewhere in life. Grow up."
"I'm sorry," Corbin said.
"Go. Get to your next class."
"I... I shouldn't... stand up." He finally looked up, his stomach lurching. Dr. Windsor stared at him, arms folded.
"Are you serious?" she hissed. "After that speech?"
"I'm sorry. It was from earlier and I have a hard time, um, making it go down sometimes, and Jesus Christ I've never been this embarrassed."
Something in her expression softened, and a flicker of a smile appeared. Dr. Windsor sighed, but it seemed more annoyed than angry. "I have another class coming in just a few minutes, so there's not much time. There's a men's room across the hallway. You have a backpack. Pretend to be digging through it and hurry there. With any luck there's an empty stall and you can give yourself a few minutes to calm down."
Despite the bulge in his pants, Corbin scrambled to his feet and snatched up his backpack. "Thank you, I'm sorry, this really isn't me, I swear."
Her eyes flicked down, then back up, and now it was her turn to blush. "Go. Now."
He did.
* * *
Whoever came up with the work-study job title "Athletic Supporter" deserved both an award and a kick to the nuts, but Corbin really liked the job. He was a jack-of-all-trades for the athletic complex. Most the week that meant he cleaned up the equipment in the school's all-purpose gym. Not exactly challenging work, but he listened to kick-ass music, watched hot women work out, and best of all, he got to bullshit pretty regularly with the assistant sports director Kenny Kilton, man-god and a young living legend.
Once the school's star halfback, Kenny went pro for three seasons. He was a good player, alternating positions where needed and providing both offensive speed and hawkish defensive smarts. In his last game, a nasty hit by two of the opposing team took him out, and rumors swirled about him suffering a career-ending concussion, but no one was really certain why he retired. He returned to the college he loved and took on a job first as an assistant coach, and then as the assistant sports director.
Kenny Kilton was Corbin's hero. Not because of his sports legacy -- Corbin liked football but wasn't rabid about it -- but because the young athletic director was the center of cool. Tall, powerfully built, and looking like he was made in a tank factory, Kenny was one of the handsomest guys around. His crooked smile drew women to him. Even his voice was freaking cool, dark and low.
His office was right across from the all-purpose gym. He wasn't in there as Corbin headed in to begin work, which usually meant Kenny was hitting the treadmill or helping one of the students get in a workout. Those "students" invariably were the hottest young women who came in. Sometimes that part made Corbin a little weirded out. Kilton didn't seem to care that he flirted sometimes with eighteen- or nineteen-year-old girls ten years younger than himself.
His current girlfriend was at least a senior. Brooke Wallace sat between her man's hips on a workout bench, his arms wrapped loosely around her. She was dressed in yellow workout pants and a sports bra, leaving her tight toned abs on full display. Her blonde hair, usually blown out like some kind of surfer girl, was matted to her head and she toyed with it. Despite her knockout body, it was always her green-blue eyes that made Corbin sit up and take notice. Like her hair, they reminded him of the sea, and could still him to near-paralysis when they fell upon him, as they did now.
Brooke smiled and gave him a wave. Kenny caught the motion and glanced over to nod. Corbin nodded back, insanely jealous that the man's prick would be pressed right against Brooke's soft backside. He set to work, digging out the cleaning equipment from a small storage closet in the back of the gym. The humiliation he felt earlier in Dr. Windsor's class still burned bright, and he worked quietly and quickly, throwing himself into wiping down the machines.
Kenny eventually found his way over, grinning lazily. "How's it going, Corb?"
"Ah, you know," Corbin said, trying to sound cool. "How about you? Getting ready for the games this weekend?"
"Oh hell yeah. We're going to kick some ass across the board. Where do we got you working?"
"Taking tickets for the swim meet."
Kenny's eyes lit up. "Good deal. Let me know what people think of the new annex." The old swimming complex had been demolished the previous spring, making way for a shiny new glass-fronted building that looked like NASA redesigned it.
Corbin grinned. "Will do."
Kenny leaned in closer. "And take a break when the girls are up. Michelle Quinn, man... the fucking ass on that one."
Corbin laughed, but his eyes flicked towards Brooke as she was doing lunges. Why would a guy ever want anything more than her? "I'll have to do that. Anything I can do for you tonight?"
"Nothing you're not already doing. Keep it up, and I swear, you're going to be chasing me out of a job when you graduate."
A woman came into the gym, drawing both their looks. Even Kenny stood up straighter, grinning. She was without a doubt one of the most beautiful women Corbin ever saw, with long, silky black hair, huge eyelashes, high cheekbones, and small, dark eyes. Whoever she was, she wasn't there to work out, not in a silk blouse and her long blue skirt, not to mention the heavy makeup. She could and should have been on the covers of magazines.
She looked around the room, spotted Brooke, and hurried over. "Who is that?" Corbin breathed.
"Jessica Nakamura. A senior here." Kenny saw Corbin's dazed look and grinned even wider. "Incredible, isn't she?"
"She's... wow. I've never seen anyone that gorgeous."
"Want to meet her?"
"Uh. Sure?" Corbin cleared his throat. "Sure."
They ambled over as Brooke wrapped an arm around Jessica's shoulder. They glanced at the men as they approached, but largely ignored them.
"...so come by if you want to," Jessica said.
"I will. Can I bring anything?"
"I'll have plenty to drink but if you want something specific, yeah,"
"We planning a party?" Kenny asked.
"We are," Jessica said, and sniffed. "But if you want in, bring fifty bucks. It's a Guys Are Assholes party, so all the boys have to pay."
"Okay," Kenny said agreeably while Corbin winced. Fifty bucks was a huge chunk of cash to him at the moment. Besides, he hadn't even been invited. "Where and when?"
"My house. This Friday, seven. And I mean it. Fifty bucks."
"Done," Kenny said. He turned and grabbed Corbin around the shoulder. "Can my man Corbin get an invite?"
"Yeah, fine, sure, whatever," Jessica said, and stormed away, muttering to herself.
"What's up her ass?" Kenny asked Brooke.
"You remember the playboy she was with?"
"The creepy older guy? Yeah, sure."
"They broke up. He's getting married."
"Ouch," Kenny said.
Brooke smacked him. "Don't you even think about it."
"I'm with you. You're ten times as gorgeous as her."
"Uh huh. Hi, Corbin."
"Hey," Corbin replied, feeling weak. He just got an invite to what had to be the biggest party of his life like it was no big deal. "Sorry, I, um... am I really invited?"
"Don't make it weird, dude," Kenny said. "Of course you are."
Brooke swatted his shoulder. "Be nice." To Corbin, "You're fine. Do you have your phone?"
"Yeah."
She gave him the address, and he tapped it out into his phone. "And you have a ride?"
Corbin's smile felt a tiny bit more natural. "Yes, I have my own car."
"Okay, cool." Brooke poked his chest. "We're going to have so much fun corrupting you."
* * *
Corbin stared at himself in his car's rearview mirror. The shirt was brand new, bought for that night. But he forgot to get a haircut and he hated how shaggy he looked. He tried to run his fingers through it but it was no use. He got out, locked his doors, and swallowed hard. His first real college party, and it would be with some of the coolest people on campus. No pressure.
Thank God he brought Tums. He chewed one as he walked in the direction of Jessica Nakamura's house. There was no parking for half a block in either direction of her place, but Kenny told him that afternoon that there was a big shopping center just a few blocks away and he could park there without any hassle.
Jessica lived on a nice, bland street, which made it about a dozen times more impressive than the average college rental flophouse. Her place was two stories, brick at its base and white the rest of the way. A few people sat or stood out on a porch stretched across the front of the house and music thumped within. Corbin hesitated, then started up the sidewalk, digging out his wallet.
"Hey man, no kids," a guy with a man-bun called from the porch.
"I was invited? Uh, by Jessica. Brooke and Kenny were there too. Uh, Kenny Kilton?"
The guy flicked the ashes of a cigarette into an ashtray on the porch's balustrade and poked his head inside the front door. "Yo, Kenny? You invite Shaggy here?"
Kenny popped outside, looked in Corbin's direction, and said to Man-Bun, "He's all right." He disappeared again, and Man-Bun took a chair, apparently content to now ignore Corbin's presence.
Inside, people weren't quite packed together, but there were enough that movement of any sort was difficult. The whole place smelled like sweat, apple cinnamon, and weed. Across one wall in bright, cheerful party letters were the words MEN ARE ASSHOLES! Someone tacked up a doodle in marker of an asshole right in the middle.
Almost immediately Corbin bumped into someone with a clear plastic cup filled to the brim with a cocktail, splashing her and drawing out a curse. "Sorry," he gasped, trying to slide around her and the group she was with. Kenny was already deep inside, bobbing his head to a beat coming from a soundbar. He was distracted by a pair of women dancing together in front of him. Corbin tried to make his way to him, but the party had other ideas in mind and swept him up in a current headed in the general direction of a dining room and the alcohol.
Two women stood behind a rolling island, mixing drinks and whipping them at people as they passed by. There was a staggering wall of booze on bookshelves behind them. When it was Corbin's turn, the first one smiled distractedly at him and shouted, "What do you want?"
"Uh... I don't know."
She grunted irritably and filled a plastic cup halfway with rum and added a kiss of pineapple juice. She thrust it at Corbin and he was pushed along, sloshing half the drink all over his new shirt. No one noticed or cared. Half of them were just as booze-soaked as he was.
Corbin got a brief moment at the food, long enough to drop a slice of pizza onto a paper plate and tug it along with before he was swept up and deposited again in the living room, which seemed less occupied. The party shifted somewhat out to the backyard. Kenny had disappeared and Corbin didn't see Brooke. A young woman on the end of a couch squealed a name and hopped to her feet to run to the door. Someone shoved Corbin towards the couch and he dropped onto it, grateful to be out of the way for a while.
Halfway through his pizza, Jessica stormed into the living room. Despite her small frame she pushed right through the crowd like a force of nature, stopping now and then to snap at a guy. Each of them invariably would hold out cash, and she stamped the back of their hand. Corbin had his wallet out before Jessica made it to him. Instead of his money, she snatched his drink out of his hand and downed it before throwing the cup at his head.
"Men are stupid!" she shouted at him.
"I... agree?" he said, not wanting to anger his gorgeous hostess.
"Stupid men!" Jessica wavered as she stood there, her eyes daring him to disagree. When he didn't, she snapped her fingers.
"I only have twenties," he shouted.
"I don't have change," she snapped back, though he'd seen her just deposit three tens and a twenty into the zippered money bag she was carrying.
"Okay." He handed over the sixty bucks anyways, and she grabbed his hand to stamp it. She stomped away again, and Corbin let out a pensive breath, shaking his head. Maybe this was a mistake.
In the way of the normal, he was largely ignored. Maybe a third of the party was guys, almost all of whom were better looking or known than Corbin. He wasn't ugly, not exactly, but these guys had him licked and he knew it. They had muscles or perfect hair or dark smoldering looks or perfectly sculpted faces. He had a sort of soulful look that some girls really liked but he never knew how to take advantage of.
Corbin recognized a couple guys from the football and basketball teams, and Kenny popped up again every once in a while, but that was about it. He wasn't sure -- and he was right -- that everyone was strictly from the college, either. More than a few looked too old for that. A couple women walked by that he knew from his classes. One of them came by to say hi for just a moment, and Corbin got his hopes up she would stick around. But almost immediately someone got her attention and she took off.
A few people started drifting away about an hour later, enough that Corbin had a clear shot to the bar. He decided to risk his spot on the couch and go for another drink. A hand brushed his arm, and Brooke shouted in his ear, "Hey!"
"Hey yourself!" Corbin shouted back.
"How's the party?"
"Uh... good!"
She laughed and squeezed his arm before letting go. "Liar. I saw you squirming."



"Was it that obvious?"
She nodded and led the way to the bar. He followed in her wake and she grabbed his cup out of his hand. "What are you drinking?"
"They gave me rum and pineapple juice last time."
"Did you try the punch?"
"I didn't even know there was any."
She grinned, and shouted to the blondes, "Two punches." She spotted someone, and twirled to Corbin. "Take mine. I gotta go talk to her. Relax, have fun. Dance. Let go!"
He nodded. One of the two blondes shouted, "Hey. Hey!" He turned, and two cups of red punch came at him fast. He grabbed them and slipped through the crowd, trying to catch up to Brooke. But she was already heading outside.
Though his spot on the couch was now occupied by a pair of stunning twins laughing at something another woman was saying, Corbin found an unoccupied corner of the room. He sipped at one of the cups of punch. It was mixed even harder than the rum and pineapple juice. He might have to get a ride home at this rate.
He thought about ditching the drinks entirely and just leaving, but Jessica was coming back through the herd again. If she'd been swaying before, now she was listing. Her cheeks and forehead glowed red, and she stumbled against a couple people as she headed in Corbin's general direction.
"Hey. You," she said. She had a hard time focusing on him, but he got the general idea she was, indeed, talking again to him.
"Um. Hi." He showed her his hand. "You already charged me."
"It's not that." She held the 's' for a long time. "I felt like a jerk for overcharging you. What's your name?"
"That's Corbin!" Kenny said. Corbin jumped. He hadn't seen Kenny sneak in at the edges, but there he was, grinning widely. "Corb, she doesn't have a drink. Be a gentleman. Give her one of yours."
Corbin thought maybe that was the last thing Jessica needed in that moment, but her eyes lit up and she made a gimme motion. He handed over a cup. She took a sip and stared blearily between them. "Where'sss Brooke?"
"She's out back," Kenny said conversationally. He wrapped an arm around Jessica's lower back, pulling her in tight. His hand rested on her ass and he squeezed, mouthing, "Wow" at Corbin. Corbin smiled weakly. Should Kenny really be doing that? "Party helping you get over your guy?"
Jessica sniffed. "I don't want to talk about Lionel." It came out more like Linnel.
"Okay," Kenny said.
"Do you want some water?" Corbin asked Jessica. She stared at him, blinking, and he thought he saw a note of confusion there.
"She's all right with that punch, aren't you?" Kenny asked.
"Maybe something to eat?" Corbin suggested. "There was still some-"
"Dude. Cool it," Kenny said, losing some of his smile. His hand came around Jessica's front, and he glanced around casually before sliding it into her waistband.
"What are you doooing?" Jessica whined. "Brooke's here."
"I don't really think you should, um, do that," Corbin said.
"Brooke's all right with it," Kenny said, now giving Corbin a death stare. Stay the fuck out of my business, that look said. Corbin felt sick to his stomach. He wanted to leave. He wanted to run from this place. Kenny pulled his fingers out and brought them to his lips, savoring her taste with a long suck. "God, that's good."
"I should sit down," Jessica said, leaning against Kenny. "I need to sit down."
"I'll take you upstairs," Kenny said. "We'll get you tucked in. Want to help, Corbin?" He winked.
"Stop it," Corbin said. Kenny ignored him, and turned Jessica towards the stairs. "I said, stop! You're not taking her upstairs, Kenny!"
"What the fuck did you say?" Kenny snarled.
"I said you're not doing this to her. She's too drunk."
"You little son of a bitch, I invited you here." Kenny let go of Jessica and shoved Corbin up against a wall. "Give me one good reason I shouldn't beat you to a fucking pulp right now."
"Us," one of the twins said pleasantly. "We're the good reason."
They stood right behind Kenny. He turned. "Hey, London. Dakota. Just, ah, going to take Jessica upstairs and, you know-"
"Naaah," one of them said. "We got this. We're going to make sure she's okay. Free of any assholes."
Kenny looked like he wanted to take a swing at something, but instead, he turned on Corbin and leaned in to whisper in his ear, "You're done for at the athletic complex. You'll be cleaning dishes by Monday, fuckhead."
"Then it means I won't have to see you," Corbin said, despite every nerve in his body shouting at him to run away.
Kenny held his gaze a moment longer, then stormed out back, shouting for Brooke. Corbin breathed a sigh of relief. The twins studied him curiously as they got their arms underneath Jessica. He said faintly, "I think I'm going to go out front and be sick. Please don't let her be alone with him. Or anyone else. Okay?"
They nodded, and he stumbled away. Outside, he stumbled down the stairs and made it halfway down the sidewalk before vomiting noisily on the grass. People laughed and he hurried away, sure his future at the college was now in cinders.
* * *
Jessica woke in one- and two-second montages of color and clinks. Her head throbbed too much to put conscious thoughts together for a long while, but somewhere in the hour-long soup of trying to come fully awake, she realized people must be downstairs cleaning up. Or maybe robbing her blind. She wasn't sure which.
She finally settled into a solid wakefulness wrapped tight under her thick comforter -- a present from Lionel, one she hated to love so much. At first she thought how warm and cozy she was, but a volcanic eruption deep in her guts made her shoot for the edge of the bed. Not gonna make it, she thought to herself frantically, but someone left a wastebasket next to the bed and she dropped her head towards it, pathetically grateful she wasn't puking all over the floor.
As Jessica heaved up God knew how many cocktails, she heard two voices on the stairwell. London. Dakota. Hot tears plinked into the mess she made and not just because of the vomiting. She vaguely remembered the twins showing up to her party last night. She loved them too much to be pissed, but she hadn't really wanted to see them either. Not for a long time. Because they were still and probably always would be part of his harem.
Fucking Lionel.
"There she is," London said, keeping her voice low.
"I puked," Jessica muttered, still staring into the damage she'd just done.
"We know, hon. I think they could hear you in the next county," Dakota said.
"Let's get you up and in the bathroom," London said.
Jessica was too weak to argue. They peeled the comforter off her. She was dressed in last night's panties and tee. Jessica felt no shyness around the twins. They had done things together before, lots of things. For Lionel, of course. She saw the twins in every position imaginable, together, apart, with her, without her. Jessica was one of the few who knew their secret, that they were as into each other as they were Lionel. More, maybe. Mad as Jessica might be at them and Lionel, it was a secret she would take with her to the grave. She was not so furious with them she'd ever wreck their love for each other or him.
The bathroom was surprisingly spotless given that there was a party last night. The toiletries were all brand-new and the room smelled of cleaners. It took Jessica a long minute to realize the twins must have been cleaning for quite some time.
"You picked up for me?"
Dakota said, "Yes. Everything's just about done. Now that you're awake, we'll vacuum and that should be about it."
"Someone stole your soundbar. And I think there are some DVDs missing," London said, leaning in to start up the shower.
Jessica grunted. "That's not as bad as I was expecting. Anything else happen last night?" The twins looked at each other, then at her. "What?"
"What do you remember before you passed out?" London asked carefully.
"I... was out back. I think we were trying to make a firepit for S'mores." Jessica was starting to worry. "Why? What happened?"
"You're okay. No one slept with you. But there was a fight, I guess you'd call it." London filled Jessica in on the details.
Jessica couldn't get into the shower fast enough, shivering despite the blisteringly hot water. As the twins finished the story, she held her face up to the water and checked herself gingerly with her fingers, just to make sure. Nothing felt bruised or tender, and there was no evidence that anyone had done anything but what the twins said happened.
"Fucking Kenny Kilton," Jessica breathed. "I told Brooke about his reputation."
Dakota nodded. "We didn't catch the guy's name who tried to look out for you."
"I don't remember it either, but he works with Kenny. Brooke will know. I'll go by sometime and say thank you."
"When you passed out, I stayed with you, just to be safe," London said. "I know you didn't want anything to do with us, but honey, I wasn't going to let you be alone like that."
"Thank you," Jessica murmured. "I'm sorry I've been a bitch. You must hate me for trying to... to take Lionel away from you."
"No. No one hates you. Love is love," Dakota said. "You took your shot. No one can blame you for being human and having those damn feeling things."
Jessica laughed shakily. "I'm not even really mad at Morgan. I should have told Lionel earlier. Then I wouldn't be so attached and none of this..."
She broke down. The sobs came out of her in great big ugly bursts, and she couldn't even see when they shut the water off and pulled her out of the shower, hugging her, letting her get it out. Eventually one of the two disappeared and came back with a glass of water. Jessica drank it down with a couple aspirin, and finally let herself be led back to the bedroom. She dressed in simple sweats while London started vacuuming downstairs. A quick check in her hidden book safe confirmed she'd at least been smart enough to lock away the cash from last night before she passed out. That was something. A quick count put it over a grand and a half. Not bad at all.
When she came down, the place looked far better off than even before the party. "You two are incredible, you know that?" Jessica asked.
Dakota wrapped her arm around her friend and kissed the top of her head. "Promise you're going to be okay? It's one thing to let it out with a party like this, but I don't want to see you getting blitzed every night."
"I promise. I'm hurting but I'm not going to go nuts. Lionel made his decision and I have to move on," Jessica said. She sighed. "I really should make an effort to track down that guy from the party last night. Let me call Brooke, see if she can't do breakfast with us."
As it turned out, Brooke was in just as bad a mood as Jessica, and spat out expletive after expletive when she picked up.
"That dumb dickless dipshit."
"Nice alliteration," Jessica said.
"God, I'm going to kill him. I'm so sorry, Jess. Are you okay?"
"I'm good. Dakota and London took care of me. Are you okay?"
"No. I didn't know anything happened until this morning. Ugh. I let that fucker talk me into a blowjob last night. If I'd known, I would have bit Kenny's dick off."
"I have no doubt," Jessica said. "You want to come over? I was going to make breakfast for all of us."
"Hell yes, but I'm buying. And no arguing. I feel the need to do something to make it up to you. So get your fine behinds down to, what, Surly's?"
"Ooh, I'm not going to say no to Surly's. See you soon."
Despite the name, Surly's was a bright, cheery place off one of the big downtown shopping centers in Agramonte. It was always packed, but enough servers whirred around to make it a short ten-minute wait. And it was worth it, too. Brooke, looking as bad as Jessica felt, damn near made good on her promise of ordering everything, and over heaping platter of biscuits, gravy, two kinds of potatoes, every breakfast meat on the menu, eggs, and a big freshly baked cinnamon roll they split between the four of them, they had enough food to feed a small country.
In between bites, Brooke took Jessica's phone from her and tapped out a name and a bonus -- CORBIN BLOCK, MASTERSON BLDNG RM. 302. "Thank Nia for the last name and the address," she said. Nia was a mutual friend at Student Services.
"I will. What do you know about him?"
"Corbin? Not a whole lot. He does work-study stuff for the athletic department. He and Kenny are friends. Well... were, I guess." Brooke winced. "That's going to be awkward. They see each other just about every day. Anyways, he seems like a nice guy. Awkward. I think he might be a virgin, you know. Just kinda get that vibe. He gets tongue-tied around a lot of girls. And someone's got to tell him to get a haircut and shave every other day. He'd look ten times handsomer if he wasn't so scruffy."
"Hm," Jessica said. "Okay, thanks."
"No problem."
They took their time and finished the meal. The twins had to duck out first. Jessica knew they were going to be busy for a couple weeks with Lionel and Morgan's imminent wedding, and hugged them fiercely one last time. After saying goodbye to Brooke too, she hopped in her car and headed for the college, still feeling the loss of Lionel in her life but determined to move on. And she thought she knew just how to work off a bit of that edge.
* * *
Corbin rested on his stomach, a controller in hand. His roommate Sam leaned forward on one of the small dorm room's padded wooden chairs, a piece of licorice hanging out of the corner of his mouth. Sam was always eating something, but maybe only ran a buck forty. Corbin envied him that. He really had to stop snacking and eating so much at the cafeteria, because unlike his roommate, he packed on pounds pretty easily.
Saturdays were the only day they really got to hang out much, which was a shame. Sam was weird, but in a really harmless, goofy way. He liked old eighties music and movies but hadn't seen or heard much made in the last twenty years, so the two of them were always educating each other on the things they loved.
One thing they did have in common though was video games. Corbin loved big RPGs and Sam was more of an action guy, but they both had a huge fondness for couch co-op games. Their current obsession was Ark, but they were talking about going halves on the newest Borderlands when it came up on sale.
As a dinosaur thundered in front of them on screen, making the walls shake with the sound, someone knocked. Sam set down his controller and hurried to get it. They had a few friends on the floor and Corbin didn't bother looking back until a woman said, "Corbin?"
He damn near fell off the bed in his haste to stand up. Jessica Nakamura, and even in sweats, she was still the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. She looked between the two roommates, and told Sam, "We're going to need... mm... two hours. Okay?"
"But we had a tame going and..." Sam trailed off and his eyes bulged. "Oh. Okay! Uh. Sure. Yeah. Two hours. I can go get something to eat."
He scuttled backwards, staring at Jessica as he felt for his flip flops with his feet. When he found them, he snatched up his wallet and his keys and hurried out, stopping just long enough to look back at Corbin and mouth, "Holy shit!" Corbin jerked his head sideways and Sam nodded frantically, slamming the door shut in his haste.
Jessica stared around the room, and Corbin blushed. The shelves on his side were loaded with action figures from his childhood, his game books were scattered all over his desk, and their Wall o' Snacks, as they called it, looked like it had been picked out by a fifth grader. He shoved his dirty laundry under his bed with his foot, and said, "Last night, I, I, I'm sorry if it wasn't my place, but I thought he was going to... well, try to do something horrible."
Jessica stopped looking around and focused on him. She lifted her sweater up and over her head. The only thing on underneath was a blue bra. Corbin's words escaped him as she reached behind her to lock the door.
"You weren't out of place. And this isn't a thank you, or a reward, or whatever. You don't get prizes for being a decent human being. This is because I've been having a really fucking shitty week and... I don't know why. Because I want to. Okay?"
"Okay," Corbin whispered. He cleared his throat. "Should I... should I get naked?"
"That's generally how these things start, isn't it?" she asked, sounding more amused than sarcastic. He looked away and began to strip down. "Corbin. Have you ever done this before?"
"Yeah. I had a girlfriend when I was sixteen. Well, she was kind of a summer thing and we only did it like five times but-"
"Okay," Jessica said, leaning against the door to pull off her shoes. "That's all I needed to know. And it's not 'doing it.' It's making love, having sex, or fucking. You fucked five times. Right?"
"Well... four," he said, blushing even harder. "One was just... um... mouth stuff."
"You mean you ate her pussy? Or did she suck your dick?"
"Both?"
"Are you asking me or telling me?"
He stopped with his hands on his jeans. "Are you mad at me or something? I don't want to do this if you don't want to."
Jessica came to him, still in her sweat bottoms and her bra. She looked down and helped him with the jeans. "No," she said quietly. "Well, I'm not mad at you. Just men in general. I don't want to talk about it. I just want to fuck for a while with a guy who isn't a complete asshole."
Corbin nodded, but hesitated. "I... broke up with her." Jessica looked up at him quizzically as she unzipped him. "She was really kind of, um, loud and opinionated, and I was... I could have been nicer about it."
"Okay? Why are you telling me that?"
"Because I'm kind of an asshole too?"
Her lips parted, and for some crazy reason, Jessica Nakamura leaned up and kissed him. Her lips were so soft and warm, and she tasted a little bit like grease and gravy. Taken completely by surprise, Corbin's hands shot up, then wavered in midair, trying to figure out what he should do with them. She sensed it, and pointed at her cheeks. Corbin grinned against her lips and brought his hands there, running his thumbs across her high cheekbones. It was an awkward kiss, but one of the best of his life, and he could have stayed like that forever, if his hard-on didn't betray him.
She must have felt it poke against her hip because she broke the kiss and glanced down. Her eyes widened, and she murmured, "Not bad, Corbin."
"Um. Thanks."
She guided him out of the rest of his clothes and stripped quickly out of hers. Corbin never felt so wildly self-conscious as that moment. He was soft -- not by a whole lot, not even all that fat, but with extra padding she definitely didn't carry. Jessica was... God, she was perfection. Perky. Tanned all over. Not a bit of fat to her. Where he covered his hard cock, she held no shyness, her shaven pussy his to stare down at with a tightening throat.
"You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," he croaked.
Jessica smiled faintly at that, and nudged him back towards the bed with three fingers on his chest. Corbin sat on the edge, reaching for her, but she shook her head. "Hand me a couple pillows."
"Okay."
"And tell me why you think I'm beautiful."
He grabbed the pillows and handed them to her. "You just... are."
She fluffed one and dropped it at his feet. "For what I'm about to do to you, Corbin, you need to try harder than that."
"Oh jeez," he whispered. "Um. Um. Your face. You've got this really, um, it's really sculpted. Like... some artist or something had the perfect vision for what a face should look like, and they made you."
That seemed to take her by surprise again, and Jessica leaned forward to kiss him. "Not bad," she breathed against his lips. "You'll get a kiss every time you score a point."



"You're, like, really skinny."
She laughed and pulled away. "Oh, you were doing so well."
"I mean, um... you must work really hard to take care of yourself. There's not an inch of you I don't want to kiss."
"Ooh," she murmured, and kissed the corner of his mouth. Slowly she guided his knees apart and dropped, staring up at him. "Keep going."
"Your eyes," Corbin said. "They're the best part about you. They make me..." She stared up at him, waiting, her lips drawing close, her breath tickling his tip. "They say so much about you every minute, and it's all stuff I want to know more about. One minute you look so angry you could set fire to a forest just by looking at it. But then I saw you laugh at the party and they were like the prettiest pools. Not blue like them but... inviting." She kissed his tip, still staring up at him. Corbin finished quietly, "They make me feel like... like whoever hurt you didn't realize all they had to do was look into your eyes and that's all they'd ever need."
Jessica blinked. Was she crying? No. Not quite. But there were glimmers there, pain, and something else. She looked... pleased. Or thoughtful. Both, maybe. Whatever the emotion was, it was enough. She kissed his tip again, and whispered, "Very good, Corbin. You get the grand prize. Enjoy it."
She circled his prick halfway with fingers from both hands and brought them down to his base. He realized with some embarrassment she was pushing his pubes out of the way, then the why of it hit him. Jessica was about to blow him.
"Holy..." he breathed, and then she sucked his tip into her mouth.
There was no teasing. No hesitation. Jessica's mouth and tongue welcomed him down to her small fists halfway down his cock. With one hand still flattening his pubes against his groin, she stroked him with the other. He wasn't well lubed up yet from her mouth and she knew he would be sensitive to it, so it was more like light feathery brushes of her skin along him until she worked up enough spit along his length to really start jacking him.
He was hard already, but in her hands and mouth, he was steel. And the view of her? Stunning. Jessica was so beautiful it seemed almost sacrilegious for her mouth to be used that way, so basely and primal. Her tiny, almost nonexistent ass bobbed back and forth with her every thrust down his cock. He wanted to squeeze it, to see her from behind as he fucked her. He wanted her on her back too, where he could stare into her eyes as he took her. Her knees folded to her breasts, maybe.
"Yeaaah," he moaned. "Jessica, that's amazing."
"Mm," she purred around him.
Jessica slurped and smacked on his dick, teasing him a bit with the overexaggerated sounds, but it was also to get him good and wet for her fingers. She jerked him faster, figuring Corbin would come in a minute, maybe two. But credit where credit was due, he had stamina. A challenge, then. She liked that.
Corbin nearly fainted when Jessica opened her eyes and looked up at him. She pulled back to the tip of his cock and said, "Do you like that, Corbin? Like my lips all over your big fat dick? Like me jacking you off?"
"God yes," he moaned. "Don't stop. And... and..."
"What?" she asked, curling one finger and teasing his base with her nail, sliding it up and down his length and making him shiver. He blushed and she couldn't help a smile at his nervousness. "Tell me. The worst I'll say is no."
"Could you... um... keep looking at me while you do it? Your eyes, they really are beautiful."
Jessica's smile widened and she leaned up to kiss the corner of his mouth. "Sure. And thank you."
She settled back in and took him deep again, this time deciding not to stop for anything. Like he asked, she looked up at him as she bobbed her mouth up and down Corbin's prick. Footsteps out in the hall drummed past, guys shouting at each other, laughing. Corbin grinned too. His own eyes were soft and kind. Lionel would have been using her mouth by now, either guiding her head down faster or taking control himself. True, she probably would have been turned on by it, but there was something good about this change of pace. How long had it been since she had just sweet, ordinary fun sex?
Too long.
"Jessica, I'm getting kind of close," Corbin warned. "It might be another minute or two but I'll, um, tell you."
"Mmay," Jessica agreed. She gave his tip a saucy wiggle of her tongue and enveloped him deeper, her fingers really only working the base couple inches of his cock. She thought about what she wanted next, about Corbin's tongue inside her, and it sent pleasant thrills from her stomach to her pussy. Strange. Corbin was pleasant enough to look at, and yes, he had stamina and would no doubt make her nice and full, but it was the thought of that dopily sweet face at her folds that got her going. Such a strange day. Oh well. Roll with it.
"Jess..." he murmured, and she pulled away from him, still staring up as she wrapped her fists around his cock. She jacked him hard and aimed him at her chest. He came with a soft grunt, and so much like her Lionel, he just kept going and going and going, far beyond what she was used to a guy coming. She let him go and ran her fingers through it, then for his pleasure, she slipped two of them into her mouth and winked. "Oh wow," Corbin said. "Oh jeez. Oh wow. Thank you. That was... thank you."
"We're not done yet," Jessica murmured. "Help a girl up?"
"Oh! Right!" He did, and hurried for the wall of snacks. He pulled out a bottle of water from somewhere in the mountain of junk food, and then went to his closet and dug around while Jessica propped up some pillows on against the head of the bed. When he returned to her with a washrag, she was resting on her back, knees spread wide, a hand at her pussy. Corbin dropped the bottle of water and cursed, chasing it on his hands and knees as Jessica snickered.
This time, when he came back, eh first offered her a sip, then he gently cleaned her with dabs of the rag and the water. "My girlfriend... fling... taught me to do this," he said.
"I think you can safely call her your ex-girlfriend," Jessica said, strumming her lips with slow rolls of her fingers.
"Um. Is that what... we are?"
"Ohhh," Jessica said. "Listen, Corbin..."
"It's okay. I didn't really think we were, but... you know. I had to ask."
"You seem like a really great guy. And I'm really looking forward to you getting that mouth on my pussy. But this really is just a one-time thing, okay? Just some fun. Us blowing off steam."
"Okay," he said, and his honest smile broke her heart a little.
"But," she said, patting her thigh, "I'm also not asking you to keep this a secret. And when I tell some of my friends just how big you are, you're going to have a lot of fun the next few years."
He laughed and blushed. "Aw, thanks." He slid onto the bed. She dangled one leg off to give him more room, and he leaned down.
Corbin might have been hesitant earlier, but he was eager to make Jessica happy. Maybe too eager. His tongue slid all over the place, trying to taste everything all at once. He didn't quite know what to do with his hands, sort of jabbing at her lips. When he slid a finger into her, his nails were too long and she hissed as he scraped along one of her sensitive walls.
"Sorry, I'm sorry," he gasped.
Jessica laughed. "It's okay, stud. Slow down. Take your time with it. You need to feel me out, see what I like."
"Should I try again?"
"Oh yes. Start by kissing my lips. Slowly. Work your way up to my clit, then kiss it too. You know where...?"
For the first time, Corbin looked genuinely wounded. "Of course I do. It's on top of your belly button." She gaped at him and he grinned. "Nah, I know. Seriously."
"Then show me."
He did, and this time, it was pleasant. Still not great. But it was enough to keep Jessica wet, and he really did indeed know where her clit was. She instructed him to play with it slowly, and teased her own lips while he kissed and licked her button with much more caution this time. It was enough until he was ready again, and finally she murmured, "Condoms?"
"Um, yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Just a second."
He hurried off the bed and opened up a desk drawer. From it he pulled one out. She guided him back to her so he was leaning over her on the bed. She looked up into Corbin's sweet eyes as she stroked him back to hardness, her fingers teasing his length slowly, more like long caresses. When he was ready, she skinned the condom and rolled it onto him.
"I want to be on top," she murmured. "Is that okay?"
"However you want," Corbin said, dazed.
They swapped spots and Jessica leaned down to kiss his chest as she gripped his cock. Then she slowly worked her way up his body until her pussy rested along his length. She ground him for a minute as he swallowed, watching her with huge eyes. Jessica reached down and pointed him up, up towards the gap between her legs, the need in her about to be filled. She sank down with a sigh, his big tip filling her, going deeper, deeper, very deep.
"Oh fuck," she whimpered.
This was going to be good.
She grabbed one of his hands and brought it to her breast. The other, she brought to her clit. "Don't be shy," Jessica said. "Explo-ohhh-re. Play."
Corbin ran his hand over her breast, rapturous. His other hand moved mostly by instinct, mirroring the soft way she played with her clit. He was learning, she thought, pleased. She nodded, heat rising to her cheeks, and let him take over at her clit so she could lean back and rock. At that angle he was rubbing her g-spot so good and her mouth parted.
Jessica wasn't expecting it to be this good. This was supposed to be a quickie. She hadn't expected to get off, just to forget the world for a few minutes. Instead, as she rolled her hips on Corbin, she realized if he could keep this up, she was going to come, and fast. Lionel was more experienced and maybe an inch bigger, but Corbin was so very much enough.
"Like that," she breathed, "keep rolling it like, ah, that..."
Corbin did. Liquid heat rolled through her, building and building. His hand at her breast went to her nipple. He hesitated and she tossed her head back, thrusting her breasts out.
"Tweak it a little."
He did, too soft.
"Harder, it's okay, ohhh, fuck, it's okay, you're not going to hurt me."
Corbin licked his lips and made a motion like he was snapping his fingers. That did it for her and she gasped, "Mm hm! Like that! Now tease around it like my clit."
He did, getting the idea. He alternated between those two moves, keeping the sensations varied. His hips began to respond to her rocking of their own accord, his instincts taking over. He thrust up to meet her swaying, and she nearly lost it right there.
"Oh fuck, Corbin, yes, like that, baby, keep it up. Talk to me, ah, again. Tell me if you like this."
"I do," he groaned. "You're so tight."
"F-filling me up," Jessica agreed fervently. "Keep rocking your hips."
"You like that?" Corbin asked, giving her a sharper thrust. Her breathless moan made him grin. Good. The shyness was cute but he was even better in the game.
"Y-yeah."
"You like this?" he asked, tweaking her nipple again.
"F-fuck, right there..." she whimpered, the heat pulsing up and down her spine.
"You like this?" he asked, and thumbed her clit harder.
That did it. The heat tumbled over, and Jessica's pleasure hit its crest. She came with a breathless cry, and someone outside in the hallway shouted, "Yeah, buddy!' Neither Corbin or Jessica noticed. Her whole body stiffened, her orgasm stretching out over long seconds. Her breath caught and she only let it out again as the orgasm finally released her, making her shout, "Fuck! Corbin!"
He thrust up at her faster, his hands temporarily stopping what they were doing. Jessica collapsed onto his chest, gasping erratically as his big dick pumped up into her. She kissed him with frantic need, his lips, their corners, his chin, even his nose. She couldn't control herself. He reached around her and grabbed her ass, his hands on autopilot now as he stared into her eyes and fucked up into her.
Jessica pushed the hair out of his eyes. In her own he saw the sparkling pleasure still there and couldn't believe it. Had he really made this beautiful woman come? He squeezed her ass tighter, grunting almost in an odd rhythm with Jessica, his breaths coming fast and short. Her fingernails dug into his upper back and only then did he realize they were underneath him, her tits rubbing against his breast as she bobbed back and forth on his thrusting cock, gasping his name.
Jessica's lips parted. Just minutes. Just minutes, and her body was tightening again. She couldn't believe it. Only Lionel before Corbin had ever done this to her, and now this near-virgin, this inexperienced freshman she only met a day ago, was driving her towards a second orgasm. She arched her back, and flew again.
The pleasure drove conscious thought from her. Jessica remembered flashes. Corbin's lips against her shoulder. Kissing him again. A groan, his or hers, she wasn't sure. His fingers digging into her barely-there butt, his cock throbbing inside her, the sheen of sweat on his forehead, the ragged breaths at the end. And finally Corbin stiffened and released.
Jessica collapsed on him, breathless, still breaking out into fits of laughter. Corbin held her, sucking in great big lungfuls of air until finally he managed to get out, "Did I do something funny?"
"No, no, it's always... always like this when it's good. Some women cry, I laugh."
His eyes widened. "I really... made you... um..."
"Come? Twice. No faking it, either." She nuzzled against his chest harder for a moment. "Jesus, Corbin. When I tell my friends, you're going to be very, very popular."
"you really don't have to," he said shyly. "I know, like, I wasn't all that good at the oral and..."
"Shhh," she said. "You'll learn. And when you do, you're going to make someone the happiest girl in the world. Many, many times." She laughed again and finally pushed up off him. He started up after her but she pushed him back down to the bed. "It's my turn to clean you up. Then I really should get going."
"This was... amazing. Thank you."
"You're welcome," Jessica said, giving him a genuine, dazzling smile. "And thank you. Like I say, this wasn't about last night, but... thank you for protecting a woman in need. And for this," she said, pointing at her swollen pussy lips. "I'm going to soak in a tub, like, forever."
He laughed. Jessica peeled the condom off him and cleaned him up with the same washrag and bottle of water. He stayed in bed, rolling onto his side and watching her with flushed cheeks as she picked up her clothes. As she dressed, Corbin said shyly, "I know you said no relationship, and I'm not going to push, but I did have a good time, Jessica. If I see you around, can I say hi?"
She smiled faintly. "Don't make it weird. Of course you can." She came to him and kissed him one more time.
He reached out, and squeezed her bottom, his smile disappearing. "Whoever it was that hurt you, he's the dumbest guy in the world. You deserve the best."
"You too, Corbin. Take care."
* * *
Jessica closed the door on Corbin and immediately a half dozen guys cheered and whooped up and down the hallway. She grinned to herself. Guess they must have been louder than she realized. Then again, she had come pretty hard. She gave an exaggerated bow.
Some guy said to another, "Is that Corbin's room?"
Jessica ignored the chatter and headed for the stairwell, pleased with herself. For the first time in months, she managed to get Lionel off her mind -- and in a spectacular way. Corbin would be all right, she thought. And who knew? With the right woman, he could really be the campus's biggest stud.
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For Corbin, the world went straight-up weird. After his hookup with Jessica Nakamura, the campus's hottest senior, he became something of an instant celebrity on his floor, especially after a bunch of guys heard her cries of pleasure. Most of them thought she'd been faking it, that he bribed her to make those kinds of noises, and if Corbin hadn't been there underneath her as she came -- twice! -- he would have assumed the same thing.
But no, he really hooked up with her. It happened. It was real. And some of the guys did believe it, enough that he got high-fives just for walking down the hallway.
Sam, Corbin's roommate and friend, had been a witness to Jessica coming into the room and now looked at Corbin with reverential eyes. The first hookup either one of them had in their dorm room and it was with Jessica freaking Nakamura.
Corbin himself was dazed about the whole thing. Jessica was hot, and the whole thing was unimaginably intense and fun, but she let him peek into a corner of her troubles, and it left him wondering if she'd be okay. He hoped so. She seemed nice, if aggressive. He held out some small hope that weekend she'd come back by or call or text or something, but she told him straight away what they were doing was a one-time thing, and he promised himself and her he wouldn't be weird about it. Corbin intended to keep that promise.
Monday came, and he dozed through his classes, unable to stop thinking about the gorgeous woman rocking on top of him, his cock buried deep inside her tight embrace. She'd been so wild and free. He'd been more shy and awkward, but she made it okay. So distracted by Jessica, Corbin didn't think much about going back to work that night until he sat in his car, his stomach twisting up in knots as he thought about how Kenny was going to make his life a living hell for stopping him at the party.
He wasn't wrong.
* * *
For Jessica, the world was about to go bad again. The euphoria from the good sex with Corbin wore off fast, and thoughts of Lionel getting married the next weekend threatened to sink her into a black funk. Usually friends helped. That was why she threw the party in the first place. So did work, though she didn't have any kids lined up until later that week. She babysat for the upper middle-class in Agramonte. Not the most glamorous job, but she liked it well enough in high school to make childhood psychology her major. She didn't know yet if she wanted to practice or teach, but either way, she knew she wanted to go for her doctorate.
In the short-term, she babysat, and during the summers, Jessica worked for a nanny service. She made damn good money, despite the juvenile title "babysitter," enough to keep her in a two-story house that originally came with a pair of roommates she couldn't stand. Now she lived alone, bought and almost paid for a used car, and with her scholarships, she would come out only fifteen grand in debt. She should have been happy. In her early twenties, and life was already pretty awesome.
But.
But Lionel. But his fiancé and his six girlfriends. But his marriage in just days.
Every minute ticked away with the weight of a brick made from lead. That strange hour or so with Corbin replayed itself over and over, the moment out of time when she could focus on someone else other than herself. It wasn't just about the sex. It was fun helping him through his shyness.
Jessica distracted herself with class on Monday. By that point in her quest for her bachelor's degree, she was pretty much on autopilot until the end of the next semester. The four hundred level classes weren't exactly easy but she knew the material well through practice and other certification courses she took for her jobs. Her professors blessedly saw her As on tests and coursework and knew her well enough to leave her be.
When Jessica finished with her class that day, her friend Brooke waited for her out in the hallway. The sun-kissed tall blonde smiled wide, and Jessica tried to return it. They pulled away from the mass of student bodies around them and Brooke elbowed her.
"I heard a funny rumor about you."
"That got around fast."
Brooke chuckled and they headed out into the fall sunshine, getting away from everyone before they started to talk in earnest.
"I thought you were just going to go over there to say thank you," Brooke said.
"That was the plan," Jessica said. She shrugged. "I needed to get something out of my system, I guess."
"No judgment. I get it. And he's cute enough, if he'd get a haircut and dress a little more... adultish."
Jessica smiled. "You should have seen his room. Action figures. Video games. My little brother would have been in heaven."
"Action figures? Really?"
"Oh yeah. And they had a mountain of snacks. It almost looked like a Christmas tree."
Brooke giggled. "Well, I heard something else. That there were some pretty loud noises going on."
"Yeaaah," Jessica said, blushing hard.
Brooke's smile transformed into shock. "Wait. No. It's true?"
"Yes. Um. Twice."
"Him or you?"
"Both."
Brooke's eyes widened even further. "From Corbin?"
Why the anger rose up in her, Jessica wasn't sure, but it did, and she snapped, "Hey. He's a nice guy. And he is handsome. I mean those eyes, and..."
"No, no, I..." Brooke waved a hand in a gesture of mild frustration. "I mean... he's so sweet and, and... I just wouldn't expect it from..."
"A nerd?"
"Jess, I didn't mean to press your buttons."
"He is surprisingly good. Maybe a little inexperienced, but the groundwork's there." Jessica shrugged. "And he's pretty, um... hung."
"Wait." Brooke grabbed her arm and they stopped walking. "Corbin?"
"Corbin."
"Jeez."
"Right? When he cleans up and he has a bit more confidence in him, he's going to be pretty damn popular."
Brooke shook her head. "I'd never have guessed. Are you guys seeing each other again?"
Jessica drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly before shaking her head. "No. He's a good guy. But I'm still so fucked up about Lionel. Besides, he's a freshman, and I'm graduating, and..."
"Yeah, but it's not like you're exactly going far," Brooke said.
That was true. Jessica was going to get her Master's there at Agramonte.
"I'm not ruling out hooking up with him again," Jessica said. "But right now, I'm not healthy for anybody in a relationship. It's not him. It's really not him. It's me."
"Sure. I get it," Brooke said.
"How about you? You doing okay?"
Kenny was Brooke's ex-boyfriend. The two broke up over the weekend, after Kenny tried to get Jessica alone when she was drunk.
Brooke soured. "Asshole threw all my clothes out on the lawn. My neighbors gathered everything up but I really did not want Mr. Chin touching my panties."
Jessica snickered. "Aw, but he's nice. I'm serious, though. You okay?"
"Yeah. I mean, it's not like we were living together. But still, you told me he was a douchebag and I didn't listen. That was sucky of me and I'm sorry."
"No, hey," Jessica said, stopping her friend for a hug. Brooke's smile broke, and she cried a little, just a few tears. They rocked together a moment.
When they pulled apart, Brooke sniffed and dabbed at her eyes. "Men are assholes, right?"
"Men are such assholes."
"Except our guy Corbin."
"About that," Jessica said. "Before we really got into it, he said something to me. I kinda mentioned that I was mad at men in general, and one guy in particular, and he stopped to tell me he could have been nicer to his first girlfriend when they broke up."
"Why?"
"Because he thought I deserved to know he thought he was an asshole too."
"Oh, that's the sweetest thing I think I've ever heard."
"Right?" Jessica asked. "He was afraid I'd walk out the door, but he wanted to be honest anyways."
"I swear to God, when he cleans up..." Brooke sighed and smiled. "Corbin Block. Who knew?"
* * *
Kenny Kilton's office was dark. Just a few short days ago that would have disappointed Corbin. He considered Kenny to be his best friend there on campus, right up to the point where he showed his true colors at the party.
Now Corbin felt relief. He'd have to face off with Kenny sooner or later, he knew, but it didn't have to be tonight. He waved his employee card near the digital time clock, and headed into the all-purpose gym to begin cleaning.
The place was busy that night. Corbin did his work tense and uneasy, but letting the worry seep out of him minute by minute. A couple of the wrestlers struck up a conversation with him about a mutual class, and Corbin had the damnedest feeling one of the track women was eyeing him when he wasn't looking, but maybe that was his imagination. He was still punch-drunk after his time with Jessica. Had to be wishful thinking the leggy brunette kept stealing glances.
Right?
The gym started clearing out around seven, a couple hours before closing. By that point, Corbin was mopping the bathrooms, his earbuds in, listening to his favorite video game and tech podcast. He didn't hear the two footballers until they were right up on him, grabbing him by the back of his shirt and slamming him face-first against the cold metal of the stall.
One of them ripped out his earbuds. He was too in shock to realize what was happening before the guy dropped the expensive buds -- a gift from Corbin's parents -- and smashed them underfoot.
"Hey, hey, no-" Corbin started, and a looping fist shut him up. He'd never been in a fight and thought the "seeing stars" thing was just a cliché, but no, it was real, and lights sputtered on and off in his vision. They slammed him again against the metal and he started to flail backwards, trying to hit them, trying to make any contact he could.
"Listen here, you little shit," one of them snarled. It was Lloyd, one of the biggest bruisers on the offensive line, three hundred pounds of muscle and fat. "Kilton told us what happened."
"You fucked with him," the other one said, his voice silky smooth and unmistakable. That was Chris Turner, better known as C-Note, one of the captains of the team. Corbin thought dazedly, no, we're friends, we've worked out together. "Now he told us we should fuck with you."
"Quit, bitch," Lloyd said. "Walk in tomorrow and tell them you want to work the cafeteria or whatever the fuck else. We don't care. Get your ass out of here."
They grabbed one of Corbin's arms and twisted it up behind his back. Any more pressure and it would have broken something. Corbin had to stand on his tiptoes, his head pounding.
C-Note snarled, "This is from Kilton, you dumb-"
"Let him go."
The voice belonged to one of the wrestlers from the gym. Lloyd let go of Corbin's arm but grabbed a fistful of his hair. "This isn't your business, Billy," he said.
"This isn't high school," another one of the wrestlers said. "Don't be a couple of dipshits."
"Or else what?" Lloyd asked.
"Do you really want to know the answer to that question?" Billy asked.
Oh shit, Corbin thought, just a split second before his skull rebounded off the steel again. Stars exploded again and he stumbled sideways, crashing into the mop and bucket and sending water everywhere. Lights in his eyes fluttered as the wrestlers stormed into the room, going after the footballers in a flurry of fists. He heard someone yell in pain -- Lloyd, he thought -- and then he blanked out until someone was standing over him. Corbin flinched, but it was Billy, not one of the football guys.
"Hey, hey man, welcome back. Stay awake, all right? Gotta stay awake. My buddy's going for his car. We're gonna get you to the hospital."
"Hospital?" Corbin asked blearily. He accepted Billy's hand getting up. His vision doubled, tripled, then mercifully settled back into two of the squat, powerful guy in front of him.
"You don't screw around with a couple hits to the head like that. Can you walk okay?"
Corbin took a tentative step forward. He thought he did all right, and Billy must have agreed. The other guy grabbed the door and they made their way out to the hallway. The few people left from the gym stood out in the hallway, watching.
"Oh my God, is he okay?"
"I'm good," Corbin said. He smiled tightly. "Thanks."
He and Billy made it outside. A car waited at the curb and the other wrestler, Jerome, grabbed the passenger door for Corbin. When he collapsed inside and the guys climbed in, Billy said, "Fuck Ken Kilton. This is going to get his ass fired for sure."
* * *
Jessica had a small two-hour window in the morning free of classes. She usually liked to sleep in, particularly since her babysitting kept her up some nights well beyond midnight. But that morning, she woke up to a phone call from an unexpected, painful, but sugar sweet voice that couldn't help make her smile.
"Hey Jessica!" Lionel's son Isaac said.
"Hey yourself," Jessica said, her voice froggy.
Isaac giggled his sweet giggle. He just diving into his preteens, and sometimes seemed so wise beyond his years. But when he laughed, he still sounded like the child he was, and despite the pain his father caused her, Jessica couldn't help loving hearing it. "Are you still asleep? Lazy butt."
Jessica blew him a raspberry. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"Getting ready to go to school."
Jessica smiled despite the well of emotions rising up in her. Throughout all the anguish she felt over losing Lionel, Isaac kind of fell by the wayside. She stopped babysitting him a few months after Lionel's fiancé came into the picture, and she missed the kid with a ferocity she wasn't expecting.
"You keeping your grades up?"
"Uh huh." He sounded distracted. "Jess?"
"Hm?"
"I don't like my new babysitter."
Jessica held the phone away from her face and let out a soft cry into her other arm. For Isaac's sake she fought the tears back, but she couldn't help the stab of loneliness. When she came back on, she croaked, "Is she mean? She doesn't yell or get mad, does she?"
"No. But she's always texting someone and she doesn't like games and..." Isaac sniffed. "I want you to come back."
"Oh honey," Jessica said. "I can't."
"Why not?" He was crying now, and she couldn't fight off her own tears now.
"I wish I had an easy answer for you. Isaac, I love you very much. You're going to be so happy with... with Morgan and all your aunts and..." She broke down. Both of them stopped talking for a while, two messes of snuffling and tears. Then came silence on his end and she thought he'd hung up. "Isaac? Isaac, are you okay?"
Another voice. Morgan's. "Jessica? I'm sorry. He's run off to the bathroom. I... I didn't know he called you."
"Is that okay?" Jessica asked, hasher than she intended.
Morgan sounded hurt. "Well, yes... I know he cared a lot about you and I wouldn't think of coming between you."
But you did.
The thought made Jessica feel like garbage, and she dabbed at her eyes with a corner of her sheets. "I'm sorry, Morgan. I just hate hearing him cry."
"Me too." Silence, then, "Jessica, I..."
"I need to go," Jessica said. "Give him a hug for me, okay? Just do that."
"Yes. Of course."
Jessica hung up. She grabbed one of her pillows and sobbed into it, great big ugly tears jerked out of her by the fistful. She cried and cried, and when it was all out of her, she showered, and dressed, and thought about the wedding that weekend. She thought about the invitation she tore up and dumped in the garbage, and about Isaac in a tiny tux, and Lionel and Morgan in front of the altar.
She couldn't go. She knew that. But maybe she could do something for Isaac, something little. The thought brought a warmth to her, an honest one free of the poison of her jealousy, and she hurried to snatch up her car keys and her purse. A present, she decided, something to cheer him up. But what?
She drove downtown, passing by the walking malls, the big clothing stores, the gift shops. Nothing struck her as right. Frustrating, but pleasantly so, and she decided to pull into a coffee shop for some go juice to help fuel her creative fire. As she waited in line, her phone rang. Nia, her friend from Student Services.
"Hello?"
"Hey Jess! What are you up to?"
"Grabbing a coffee way up in Haller. Doing some shopping. What are you up to?"
"Did you hear about Corbin?"
"Um..." Jessica said. "What about him?"
"Oh my God. You didn't. Brooke asked me the other day for his room here on campus for you and I thought maybe you heard. He's in the hospital."
Jessica shot away from the line, clutching her phone hard. "What?"
"Yeah. It's crazy. A couple football guys beat him up in the bathroom at the gym. Billy and Jerome stopped them. It's bananas. Kenny Kilton was just walked off campus by security. People are saying he might have been involved."
"Oh my God," Jessica breathed. "My party."
"What?"
"I was really drunk the other night and Kenny tried to get me upstairs. Corbin stopped him. I'd bet you anything Kenny sent those guys after him."
"Are you serious?" Nia asked, her voice low. "Screw him."
"No kidding. Where's Corbin?"
Nia filled her in, and Jessica flew out to her car. She raced out of the parking lot so fast she nearly rear-ended a truck and forced herself to calm down. Kenny Kilton. Burn, motherfucker.
Corbin was in a post-critical care unit, which seemed like good news. Well... better than the ICU or the emergency room, anyways. Jessica called a friend from classes and asked her to explain to their professor that she had a friend in the hospital. Since Jess's attendance was nearly spotless, she didn't think it would be a problem, but it didn't hurt to keep her bases covered. At the hospital, she found a space roughly a bajillion miles away from the building she needed and hurried inside. A friendly receptionist pointed her in the right direction, but it was redundant. Already headed towards her was Billy Calcagni.
They knew each other -- had, in fact, gone on a couple dates as freshmen -- and his smile was wide and honest. She tried to return it but he saw the fear in her. "Hey Jessica. You here for Corbin?"
"Is he okay?"
"Yeah, yeah, I think so. They were worried last night about a concussion but he seems okay. They're gonna hold him until tonight and then he should be good."
"Who did it?"
"Lloyd Heffernan and Chris Turner. And get this-"
"Ken Kilton sent them after him."
"Yeah, that's right. How'd you know?" Billy asked. They stopped outside Corbin's room. Jessica peeked in and saw the freshmen in bed, a remote in hand. His eyes were glued on a TV screen. That had to be another good sign. Jessica pulled Billy away from the door and filled him in. He whistled low. "Bastard. That's not the first time I've heard something like that. Wish I could stomp his balls to a pulp. The assholes did some damage to Corbin's car, too. They slashed the tires, broke his windows. Me and some of the other wrestlers, we're going to raise some money for him. A mechanic we know is going to do the work and we can pay him back later."
"Good. From what Nia said, Kenny's done at the school, but those two assholes might not be the only ones he convinced to go after Corbin. I need you and your friends to keep an eye out for him. He's a really good guy and I just want to make sure he's safe."
Billy nodded. "Yeah. Whatever you need." He blinked and smiled. "You like him."
"What?"
"You do. You can't stop looking in his direction."
"I'm worried about him," Jessica said, her voice way too defensive and she knew it. She scowled at Billy and he held his hands up defensively. "He's... a nice guy. You and Bethani doing okay?"
Billy's sly grin changed to something more honest. "Oh yeah. Don't let it get around, but I'm taking her up to the falls in a few weeks before it gets too cold and then I'm going to propose."




"Aw. Lucky girl."
"Lucky guy," Billy said, his chest puffing out.
"I'm going to go in and check on him."
"All right. It's good to see you, Jess. We'll take care of him. I promise."
"Thank you."
* * *
The hospital door swung open, and Corbin looked up. Jessica stormed right in.
"Oh hey," he said, trying to smile and finding it surprisingly easier than he imagined.
"Your phone," she said. "Do you have it with you?"
"Um. Yeah. Why?"
"Where is it?" He gestured at the cabinet in a corner, and she snatched it out of there, bringing it to him. "Unlock it, please." He did, and she tapped away at it, sniffing.
"Jessica, I'm all right," he said quietly.
"No, you're not. You got beat up because of that asshole. I'm putting my number in here. So if something like this happens again and I'm not the first person you call, I'm going to, to thump you myself."
She dialed her own phone and nodded when it rang. When she came back to him after putting his phone away again, she sat on the edge of the bed. Corbin made room for her and she rested beside him, stroking his chest, still sniffing but not quite crying.
"What happened?" she murmured, staring at his scruffy beard. "And don't sugarcoat it. Don't be that guy, Corbin. I want to know."
He told her. The gaps of blank time, just seconds, between getting beat on and getting to the hospital with Jerome and Billy worried the doctors the most but his readings stayed positive all night and they were confident he was doing well.
"My parents are flipping out," Corbin said. "They want to fly down. I told them no, I'm fine, but you know how parents are."
Jessica laughed and sniffed. "My dad drove four hours my second or third weekend here because my roommate's microwave was too small to cook a bag of popcorn. They had an extra one. It was the sweetest thing ever."
"Parents are great. And crazy."
"They are."
"It's funny. As much as I hurt, the whole way here, all I could keep thinking about was those earbuds and just how shitty I felt about losing them. You know? Like my parents were going to be upset about that."
She kissed his shoulder, now looking him in the eyes. "Kenny was escorted off campus."
"Good." He stroked her cheek with tentative fingers, his eyes serious. "But this might not be over. I know you're amazing, but don't put yourself in a spot where he can hurt you. Be careful going home and everything, you know?"
"I do. And same to you." She trailed a finger across Corbin's chest, and leaned up to kiss his chin. "By the way? I think you totally have an in with Brooke."
He laughed and winced. "Don't make me laugh. It hurts too much."
"I'm serious. I told her about us yesterday and she's definitely curious."
"No way," Corbin said, still grinning.
Jessica stopped rubbing his chest and held up her hand, pinky out. "Pinky swear."
He stared at her, his smile slowly fading, and he finally said, "You're serious."
"I'm always serious about pinky swears."
"I don't even know what to do with that."
"The same thing you did to me. Twice."
"I'm serious," Corbin said. "I'm terrible at reading signals. I don't know the first thing about how to actually come onto someone. You and my ex-girlfriend, both of you were the ones to hit on me." He chuckled. "The closest I've come to hitting on anyone was the other day in class."
"What do you mean?"
"Oh, this is embarrassing."
She pushed up onto one elbow, and her hand returned to him -- just much, much lower. "Tell me, and I'll make this into something more fun."
"You're the devil," Corbin said.
"You have no idea," Jessica said, sliding up his hospital gown. The door opened at right that moment, and a black nurse in scrubs walked in. She gaped, and Jess looked down at her, blinking innocently. "Can you give us, mm, ten minutes?"
"I don't think you should. He's had a potential brain injury..." the nurse said, staring at Jessica's hand on his hardening cock.
"Oops," Jessica said, and let Corbin go. She tugged down the gown again, and the nurse backed out. "Well, I'll give you a happy ending later, then, when it's safe. But tell me."
"I, uh..." Corbin chuckled again. "I've got this thing for Dr. Windsor."
"Pamela Windsor? Sasha's mom?"
"Yeaaah? I mean, yes, her name's Pamela Windsor. I knew she had a daughter, but I don't know who she is."
"Sasha Windsor," Jessica said. "She's cool. I'll introduce you sometime. Never mind. Good crush. Dr. Windsor's definitely hot."
"I think I have a thing for authoritarian women. You, her..."
Jessica snickered. "Sure. I can see that. Anyways, what happened?"
"Oh, um. I was daydreaming. About her. All throughout class, and I, ah..."
"Ah, you got hard."
"Yeaaaah," Corbin said, grinning. "She kept calling on me and I couldn't come up with the answers, so after class she had me hang back."
"Oh no," Jessica gasped.
"Oh yeah. I told her the situation and she told me to hurry to the bathroom, my backpack in front of me."
Jessica laughed. And like that, she sat up, looking pleased. "I can help."
"With what?"
"I can help you. I need something to distract me from... something else. What if I helped you be with Brooke and Dr. Windsor? Who else is on your list?"
"What are you talking about, my list?"
Jessica turned and rolled her eyes at him. "Every guy has one. Don't tell me you don't."
"I... do not," Corbin protested, but there was no believing him.
"I'm serious. I'll bet you by this time next spring, you'll have slept with every woman on campus you want."
"You're crazy."
"Well, yeah, but what's that got to do with it?"
He laughed, but he looked at her afterwards with serious consideration in his eyes. "You could help me be less awkward?"
"Definitely. In fact, if you don't sleep with Brooke by the end of this week, I'll turn your handjob into a blowjob this Sunday. Deal?"
"Well... I'm kinda confused. You said you and I, we weren't a thing."
Jessica came to him and stroked his cock through the fabric of the gown again. "We can do things outside of a relationship. In fact, we'll have to. I need to teach you to go down on a woman. And I'll need to teach you when to be more aggressive, so that'll probably require some hands-on training."
"Will it?"
"Shut up. So I'm going to want to ride this dick again every once in a while. Is that so bad?"
He grinned. "No, ma'am, it is not."
"We can do this," Jessica said, bobbing on her feet. "We can turn you into the lady killer. Only, not like a jerk about it. You'll be..."
"The Anti-Kenny."
"Exactly. A gentleman on the streets, a beast in the sheets."
"Jessica, what do you get out of this? I mean, I'm appreciative, but..."
"I get..." Flashes of Lionel crossed her mind. I get to make you perfect, she almost said. Just the way he is. "I don't know. I get to see a good guy become the great guy." She reached up and brushed his hair out of his eyes. "First, we need to get you a haircut."
* * *
They released him that afternoon. Minus a little soreness and a few bruises, he wasn't feeling all that bad. They drove first to her place. He tapped out an email to his professors explaining the situation. The school probably would have already let them know, but it didn't hurt.
They started with a shave. Corbin knew how to use a razor, but usually just ran an electric one across his face every so often. Jessica told him that was going to change, and pulled him to her upstairs bathroom. While he stripped out of his shirt, she dug out an ancient bottle of shaving cream and a package of unused men's razors from her pantry. He shaved while she watched, leaning against the wall. When he finished, she took the razor from him and stepped in close. Both of them were intimately aware of his nude chest nearly against hers, and Corbin couldn't help blushing. Jessica saw, but tried not to draw any attention to it. If he'd touched her in that moment, he would have found her wet and needing, at least as much as he was.
Slowly she trimmed up a trio of tiny patches he missed, and when she clacked the razor in the sink's water, she turned back, hesitated, and kissed his chin. "Better," she murmured. "You have such a strong-featured face. Show it off. Shave every other day, okay?"
"Sure," he said. She smiled and kissed his chin again before hurrying into her bedroom.
When he dressed, she came back clutching the money she made from her Men Are Assholes party. "Listen," she said, counting it out again and separating half of it to stuff in her wallet, "we're not going to argue about this. You are going to be my masterpiece, my college Rembrandt. I'm going to spend a lot of money on you tonight."
"Jess, I-"
"I just said, we're not arguing this. What do you have for dressier clothes than that?"
Corbin looked down at his two-day old jeans and a tee shirt. "Um, what I wore to the party. And I have a couple of good pairs of jeans."
"Good," she said, nodding. "That's a start after we get you the haircut. What about shoes?"
"This is it. And sandals for the shower."
"Okay," she said, seeming even more excited. "Oh, this is going to be fun."
The Dunsinane Woods Mall stood maybe half-empty, its parking lot nearly devoid of cars, but it was a good start. Jessica practically skipped ahead as Corbin followed along, bemused. He didn't think she was at all serious about Brooke, let alone Dr. Windsor or the other women he wanted on campus. The truth was, Corbin wanted to spend time with Jessica herself, even if he felt kind of guilty about the cash she wanted to drop on him. He knew himself well enough to know he was going to crush hard on her, but he didn't really care. At the moment, he was too drunk on Jessica to let matters of the heart get to him.
"The best hair stylist in town," she said, turning and walking backwards, "and it's here at the mall. Well, it's the woman cutting, really. Ruby is amazing."
Ruby, as it turned out, was a nearly eighty-year-old woman with short curls and glasses with a rubber strap behind her head connecting the ears. There was only one other customer in the place at that hour being helped by a much younger hairdresser. Jessica came back with Corbin, and sat in an opposite chair while Ruby gave him the once-over and swung an apron around him.
"I was thinking something aggressive and modern," Jessica said. "Like maybe, you know, a fade or an undercut."
"And make him look twelve?" Ruby squawked. She waved a hand at Jessica. "Sit there and look pretty. I have this."
"Do I get a say?" Corbin asked.
"No," both women said. Ruby added, "Any guy who'd let his hair go so long that he can floss his nostrils with it doesn't get to have an opinion."
"It's not quite that long," he protested.
Ruby snatched at a lock of his hair and pulled it down to his nose. He shut up after that.
After a shampooing, she attacked him with a pair of scissors. She snip-snip-snipped like she was mad at him, her lips drawn in something approaching a sour sneer. Jessica watched with interest, hands on her lap. Corbin tried to strike up some conversation but Ruby snapped at him to keep quiet. He did, watching Jessica hide a smile behind her hand.
Ruby made every snip a tactical strike, only cutting off a few strands here and there. She kept it long, but trimmed it and styled it as she went, muttering to herself about rat's nests and boys playing at men. Jessica's smile vanished as the work neared its completion and she breathed, "Ruby, that's amazing."
"Of course it is," Ruby said indignantly, but a tiny smile played at her lips.
She touched up Corbin's hair with some cream, and turned him towards the mirror. Reflecting back at him was a man with long, flowing hair in waves that seemed at odds with each other and capped by an almost pompadour-like twirl at the front. It was rugged and stylish all at once.
"I can't believe that's me," he said.
"Me either," Ruby said. "You might be my best work yet."
"Agreed," Jessica said.
Ruby poked Corbin in the chest. "Every three weeks I want you back in that chair. You understand? That's twenty-one days. Not three months."
"Got it. Thanks again."
"Get out of here. And keep an eye on that one. She's trouble."
He grinned. "Already know it."
"Ah, you're doomed then," Ruby said, waving him off.
He needed some hair care products, which Jessica bought along with the cut. Ruby squawked when Jessica gave her a hug, but winked over the other woman's shoulder at Corbin. He winked back, and they hurried out of there to hit up a clothing store further down the street.
What Jessica spent on clothes for him staggered Corbin. They started with basic tees -- a black and a gray, fitted to him tighter than his loose, baggier clothes he preferred. He admitted he was self-conscious about his gut, and rather than appease him, Jessica nodded.
"It's okay. I can help with that too. We need to get you off the snacks, and we'll track what you're eating."
She was bent over as she said it, her slacks stretched nicely over her ass, and Corbin whispered a silent goodbye to cheeseballs.
To that, they swept through the casual button-downs. A clerk, a pretty woman with short-cropped black hair and a round, angelic face, came over, curious, bored, and ready to help. Her name was Sandra, and when her back was turned, Jessica nudged Corbin. Why, he had no idea, not for a few minutes at least.
"Two rules," Jessica told Sandra. "No plaid, no Hawaiian."
"What about flannel? He'd look good in flannel."
The horrified look Jessica gave her made Sandra laugh. The clerk picked up a burgundy corduroy shirt and held it against Corbin's chest. Her hand seemed to linger there as she pondered it, then again when she held up a dusty blue one instead. Jessica looked like she was holding in fits as Sandra said, "The blue, don't you think?"
"Oh, definitely the blue," Jessica said.
And finally it clicked. No freaking way. The clerk was hitting on him? Was that what had Jessica rolling? Corbin didn't want to believe it until Sandra pulled the same move with the next batch of shirts. But yes, her hand did stay on his chest, her fingers sliding down surreptitiously nearly to his belly when she thought Jessica wasn't looking.
When the clerk hurried away to help another customer for a moment, Jessica leaned in close and murmured into Corbin's ear, "You have to let her know you're interested too."
"But... I don't know her."
"Corbin, I'm not talking about you marrying her. You have to trust me if I'm going to help you. Think about what you told me in your dorm. Remember? Figure out something sexy to tell her."
He nodded, unsettled. Hit on her. A stranger. Right.
Sandra came back a few minutes later as they wandered through the polos. Jessica said pleasantly, "Could you point me towards the bathrooms?"
"Of course," Sandra said, and gave her instructions. Jessica walked away lackadaisically, and Corbin swallowed hard, building up his courage. Sandra leaned over to pick up a polo.
Now or never. Trust Jessica.
He leaned over too, and murmured, "Tell me I'm wrong, but I think your little hand brushes are deliberate."
Instead of walking away or snapping at him, Sandra glanced around and looked back over her shoulder at him. "Maybe," she teased, smiling.
"And maybe I think you have a terrific ass," he said. Oh God oh God oh God, was he going to do this? He reached down, and without hesitation, he pinched it. She yelped and giggled.
"Mm, should you really be doing that with your girlfriend right here?"
Corbin grinned. "I don't think Jessica's going to mind one bit. When I'm changing, ask her yourself."
Have I gone INSANE?
Sandra's lips parted and she returned her focus to the shirts. This time, when she brought one to his chest, her hand slipped down even further, trailing against his belt. He brought it lower still, giving her a good feel of his hardening length. Her eyes widened, and she blushed furiously.
That was the end to their play, and Corbin thought maybe he'd gone too far. Sandra picked out a couple more shirts she thought he'd look good in, and he added them to the pile for Jessica's inspection when she came back. They'd moved on to pants by then. Jessica held a couple belts as she came to them, one black, one brown.
"You'll want to match them to your shoes," she said. "Black to black, brown to brown."
Sandra shot Corbin a quick look, then back to Jessica. "We were just talking pants. Jeans, slacks, or..."
"Khakis, I think. And slacks. He'll need at least two pairs of those. Jeans, he has covered."
A few minutes later, Jessica sent Corbin into a dressing room with a pair of both. He kicked off his shoes and as he was undoing his pants, he thought he heard a murmured conversation outside of the dressing room. It had been wishful thinking that he had a shot with the clerk. He took it too far, he told himself.
"Stupid," he mouthed at the mirror. Still needed to work on his compliments. Oh well. It was worth a-
A knock.
He opened the door, holding his jeans up with one hand. Sandra.
"Your girlfriend wanted me to add this to your selection," she said, holding out a foil wrapped condom. She looked sideways back down towards Jessica, then at Corbin. Quickly, she raised a finger to her lips and nudged him backwards.
Holy. Fuck.
Sandra leaned up and breathed into his ear, "Hurry."
It was the only word they'd speak in there.
There was barely enough room for both of them to get undressed, so Corbin satisfied himself with just dropping his jeans and his boxers. Sandra dropped her own, leaving her in a pair of white bikini briefs. She turned and placed her hands against the full-length mirror, her breasts brushing against it too. Her ass really was spectacular, perky and round, and she wiggled it just so.
Corbin slid behind her, a thousand questions shooting through his mind. Should he finger her first? She said hurry. He hesitated, then tugged her briefs down. He ripped open the condom and rolled it onto his hardening prick. Staring at her ass, he stroked himself a few times as he reached around her to feel her pussy. He might not have been terribly experienced, but he knew from the slickness of her she was ready. Sandra moaned softly. That brought his cock to full and ready attention, and he positioned himself behind her, kneeling slightly.
She giggled at his first attempt and reached behind her to grip him. With Sandra's guidance, his cockhead slipped into her, and she gasped with the fullness of him. He drove deep up in, and judging from the way her mouth fell open in the mirror, she liked it.
Encouraged, Corbin started to see-saw in and out of her. Sandra's word echoed in his ear. Hurry. He wasted no time building up an intense, fast rhythm, one that left her rocking back and forth as his skin slapped against hers. He gripped her waist at first, but remembered how Jessica liked her clit played with. He slid one hand around Sandra and she bucked hard against him when two of his fingers danced across her hood. Encouraged, he teased it and the sexy little clerk moaned.
Her top was still on. Corbin brought his other hand up under the fabric She grinned at the mirror, that angelic face now with a touch of the devil to it. She pushed back and undid the top few buttons on her blouse as fast as she could manage, Corbin's cock buried deep inside her. He helped her tug down her white bra, baring her small, perky breasts. They bobbed as the pair starting fucking again, staring at themselves in the mirror. It was like looking at a stranger, someone he didn't know existed until that moment. And Sandra... oh, that sweet face of hers was now twisted with passion, lips parted, cheeks flushed.
Corbin nuzzled her neck, eyes still on her in the mirror. She reached up and back, cradling his cheek grinning as they fucked harder and harder. She lifted one foot up off the ground and rested it on the bench beside them. The angle must have been good for her because her smile transformed into something born of pure pleasure.



"Unnnh, unnnh," she gasped.
Corbin cupped one of her breasts and tweaked her nipple. Her own hand shot to grip his and hold it right there as he fucked up at her, their mirror selves lost to their incoming orgasms. Her mouth widened even further and her eyes squeezed shut.
"Ohhhhh!" she cried out.
She came. Her body jerked up once, twice, three times and then she seemed to melt, panting, her fingernails digging into his hand on her breast. Corbin kept pumping into her, his own climax close, and thought about Jessica coming in there. It would be too tight a fit, but he fantasized about her sinking between Sandra's legs and licking her pussy while he hammered into the clerk. That did it for him even more than the stunning visual of Sandra coming down off her orgasm. He drove deep into her one last time, grunting as he filled his condom.
Slowly he pulled out of Sandra and she whirled, wrapping her arms around him and planting a kiss on him he'd never forget. He dropped a hand to her spectacular ass and squeezed before she dropped to help them both with their clothes.
Outside, Jessica sat on a plastic chair, playing on her phone and smiling to herself. She had even more clothes for Corbin ready, but it didn't escape him that her own cheeks were bright cherry red.
"You two have fun?" she asked.
Sandra looked around and leaned in to murmur, "Best sex of my life."
Corbin gaped at her. "Wait, what?"
Sandra turned and winked. "Now, um, what else can I help you two with today?"
* * *
"Should I have got her number?" Corbin asked Jessica. They stood at the cologne and perfume counters in the middle of the department store. Sandra disappeared to clean up and presumably go back to work, though the store was almost dead.
"Why? Do you want it?"
"No, I mean, I just thanked her and we... you know, walked away."
Jessica picked up a sample bottle of cologne from the department store's glass countertop and popped off the cap. A whiff later and she was hastily putting the cap back on. To Corbin, she said, "Sex doesn't always have to mean commitment. You didn't take her on a date, or promise her anything, and more importantly, she definitely wasn't expecting anything. It was just casual, Corbin. That's okay."
"Like what you and I have?"
"Kind of? I'd like to think you and I are friends, too."
"Friends with benefits," he said, smiling.
She poked his shoulder. "Yep."
They both picked up another sample bottle and sniffed. Corbin held his out. "That's not bad."
"Yeah, I don't mind that one. That'd be good for the day-to-day cologne. Add it to the maybe side."
He did, and asked, "What do you mean, day-to-day cologne?"
"Weekend cologne," she said. "Don't wear any during class. You'll come across like a douche and if it's too strong, you'll probably leave someone sneezing for an hour. A dab of aftershave when you shave, always. Day-to-day cologne on the weekends first thing in the morning after you've dried off. And then there's date night cologne."
"What's the difference? Between day-to-day and date night, I mean."
"Mm, I like sportier colognes on guys day-to-day. Or something lighter, anyways. Something that says you're upping your game, but it's not just necessarily for me. But date night, I want to be drunk on you. And that means something darker, richer. Something with... flair. You know what I mean?"
"No," Corbin said, laughing. "But I'm figuring it out."
"That's all I want from you," Jessica said serenely. "Aftershave, go with whatever you like. You want to leave your own mark there. Or at least go with the same as your day-to-day cologne."
"Got it," Corbin said. They both took a deep whiff of the coffee beans provided as a scent cleanser, and started in on the next round of colognes.
When they finished and paid for all their purchases, they walked past rows of children's clothing on their way out the store. Jessica stopped at one rack, going silent, studying the shirts there.
"Hey," Corbin said. "You okay?"
"Oh. Yes." Jessica sucked her teeth. "No. I... I don't know."
"Talk to me."
"I need to find a gift for someone. A boy, about ten or eleven or so. That's what I was doing this morning when I got the call about you being in the hospital."
"And you're looking at maybe a shirt or something?"
Jessica shook her head. "I don't know what to get him. It's a see you later present, I guess. I was his babysitter for a long time. That's what I do for work."
"Oh. Well, what does he like?"
"Books and Fortnite," Jessica said, and chuckled. "Fortnite, Fortnite, and more Fortnite. Action figures too. Cars, I think. Or at least he had some in his window? I don't really know about that one."
"Okay. So pretty typical kids' stuff," Corbin said.
"Yeah, but I'd like it to be... I don't know, something special. Maybe he'll forget about me in a month or two, but I'd like..." The tears came on her hard and fast, slipping down her face like gleaming jewels. Corbin settled his bags down and wrapped her in his arms. She tucked her head against his chest, and they rocked together a while.
"It's okay," he said. "I don't think anyone could ever forget you."
"You are unfairly good at saying the right things," Jessica said, sniffing hard. He chuckled and squeezed her tight one more time before letting her go. "So I guess now I'm asking for your help figuring out a present for my friend."
"Of course," Corbin said.
Jessica sniffed and chuckled again. "Weirdest day ever, right?"
"You're not wrong."
They started first at a downtown mom-and-pop toy store, but everything there felt too juvenile for Isaac. They wandered into a bookstore next, but it would be impossible to know if Isaac already owned a book without asking him.
"Are you a reader?" Jessica asked Corbin as he thumbed through a coffee table book on vintage arcade cabinets.
"Not really," he said. "I like books, but I don't really get around to it. You?"
"Kind of the same. But I read a lot with Isaac."
He put the book down and looked at her. "How so?"
"I always try to get into whatever the kid I'm babysitting is into, unless it's, say, smashing bugs or something. I knew Fortnite because of my brother, but I don't think I read a book for anything outside of class since I was a senior in high school. With Isaac, he liked crashing out on his chair and reading, so that's what I did too. Builds a bond, you know?"
"I think we're onto it," Corbin said. "Did you read books together? I mean, any books in particular stand out that would mean something to the both of you?"
"Yes. He had me read Thandi Merritt's Medusa High series." Jessica pointed at him. "Oh, you're good. So like a medusa statue, or something like that."
"Let's grab something to drinkand we'll look online. See if anybody's got anything like that."
They did, and over two iced tea bottles, they browsed their phones for medusa related merchandise. Corbin found some medusa paintings that were a touch too scary for what Jessica had in mind, but a few minutes later, she nearly dropped her phone in excitement.
"That's it. Right there." She handed the phone over. Bookends, one of them a medusa's face, the other one a coil of cartoonish snakes. Corbin grinned and she drummed her hands on the table. "The store's on the other side of the city. I'll have to go tomorrow and pick it up."
Corbin held her phone in one hand and tapped away on his with the other. A moment later, he held it up to his ear. "Hi, my friend and I were just looking online at your medusa bookends. Do you have some of those in stock?" A couple minutes passed, and he perked up. "Okay. Cool. We're over in Agramonte, and I know it's a big ask, but this is a present for a kid. Would you mind hanging around just a while longer and we'll come by and pick them up tonight?" He grinned and Jessica jumped to her feet. "Awesome, we'll be there as fast as possible."
When he stood up, Jessica hugged him again. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."
"Hey, you're welcome. We gotta hurry, though. They said they can only wait an hour."
She looked up at him, eyes gleaming with good humor. "And after, you're coming back to my place."
* * *
Jessica bought the bookends, and despite the evening hour, Corbin asked if she wanted to drop them off that night. She hesitated, then nodded. They drove to a beautiful part of Agramonte, full of upper middle-class homes, each unique but forming sort of a cohesive unit despite that. Jessica didn't say much on the drive. Corbin might have been dense, but it didn't take a genius to figure out that this was important to Jessica in a way that went beyond a simple gift.
She slowed for a big house, hesitated, then kept going, aiming for the end of a cul-de-sac. There she slowed even further for a beautiful two-story house with a truck out front advertising an electrician business. Her hands twitched, and she sniffed, staring up into the windows. After a long pause, she turned around and headed back for the first gorgeous house she nearly stopped at.
"Men are assholes?" Corbin asked quietly.
"No," Jessica said. Her voice was flat and nasal, but she didn't cry. "Not all of them. Truth is, I was the one who was kind of an asshole. I knew going in what he wanted. Who he was. I'm the one who wanted something different."
"I'm sorry."
"Me too."
"And the kid is his son, I take it?"
"Yuuup." She pulled into the driveway and parked the car. "Know Dakota and London?"
"I don't."
"The twins you talked to at the party right before you left. That's them."
"Oh, sure."
"This is their house."
"Oh," Corbin said. "It's a beautiful place."
"Mm hm." Jessica fidgeted. "Any other time, anybody else, I'd ask you to come with me, but I just need one minute with them, okay?"
"Of course," Corbin said.
"Thanks." She opened her door but hesitated again. Not quite looking at him, she said, "I'm glad you were with me for this."
"Anytime," Corbin said.
Jessica hauled out the bookends from the backseat, then slumped her way up to the front door of the near-mansion. It opened before she got there and one of the beautiful blonde twins stepped out, smiling wide until she saw Jessica's expression. They both looked back at Corbin, then began to speak to each other. The twin looked heartbroken, and took the bookends from Jessica. She stepped inside with the bookends and Jessica started back down towards the car. A moment later, though, both twins were racing out the door again. Jessica turned and the three of them embraced.
Corbin looked away. This was not his story and he wasn't a part of it. He let them have whatever strange goodbye this was.
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"Corbin. Corbin, Corbin, Corbin," Sam said, pointing with a corner of his pizza crust. "She's coming over."
Corbin and his roommate sat together in the cafeteria amid a sea of other students. Sam's plates were piled high with everything good and right in the world - mostly carbs and sweet, sweet sugar. Corbin poked at a pile of vegetables in front of him, looking for any remains of the chopped chicken he added to it. Sadly, there did not seem to be any left, and he would have to start in on the actual greenery.
But Jessica Nakamura, his sex sensei, his love guru, and perhaps most bizarre of all, his friend, made for a great distraction. Her jeans shouted an ode to joy every time they moved with her slim frame. Her red long-sleeved top plunged low, with a saucy choker-like strand of fabric across the base of her neck, connecting the two shoulders of the top. A whole lot of eyes fixated on her, and she gave Corbin a knowing smile as she swooped in close.
"This will really get them talking," she murmured as she sat down right next to him.
"No kidding," Corbin said.
Looking down at her French dip, she added out of the corner of her mouth, "Wrap an arm around my shoulders, then lean in and give me a kiss on the cheek."
Corbin did, barely able to contain his laughter as a couple guys at the next table visibly groaned. Sam's fork clattered on his platter and he gaped at the pair of them. Jessica glanced at him as Corbin let go of the hug.
"I didn't catch your name."
"It's, um... Sam? Sam. Sam. Hi. I'm Sam."
"Hi, Sam," she said. "I'm Jessica."
"Nakamura. I know," he whimpered. "Should I... I should go again, shouldn't I?"
"Why?" Jessica and Corbin asked as one. She gestured at his platter and two plates. "Sit. Eat. I'm going to be coming around a lot so you'll have to get used to me eventually."
"Coming around a lot?" Sam asked. "Okay."
"Thought you wouldn't mind," Jessica said, stealing a baby carrot from Corbin and crunching the tip between her front teeth. Sam looked like he might faint.
Corbin said, "So... is it cliched if I ask you if you come here often?"
Jessica poked him with the remaining two-thirds of the carrot. "Dork. I do, actually. I used to keep more food at home, but I was rushing back between classes. It made more sense to eat here. Besides, I have a small scholarship that pays for it." She took a bite of her small side salad, swallowed, and asked, "So Sam, where are you from?"
"Shawney. My mom manages a grocery store and my dad drives a taxi." Sam hesitated. "I guess you didn't ask for my whole life story, huh?"
Jessica's eyes twinkled. "No, but that's great. I love Shawney."
"You've been there?"
"Mm hm," she said around a bite of her sandwich. When she swallowed, she said, "I had a job nannying up there for a month. Really nice town. I like the ice cream place, um, Norbert's?"
Sam lit up. "Norbert's is great! Oh wow, you really have been there."
Corbin said, "You know, I don't think you and I ever talked about where you're from, Jessica."
"We didn't, did we?" she asked, amused. "Kinda jumped straight into it." That made Sam's eyes go huge again, and he tore into his next slice of pizza watching them like he had a new favorite TV show. "I'm from Norrell. Small college town, about four hours from here." She winked at Sam. "And my mom works for the electric company and my dad's an inspector."
"Like a detective?" Sam asked.
"With the city," she clarified, smiling. "He makes sure buildings are up to code. That sort of thing. Your turn, Corbin."
"From Oleander, South Dakota," he said, "my dad works at Best Buy, and my mom is an assistant principal."
"Oooh, she must have been hell on the rules," Jessica said.
"You have no idea," Corbin said.
They finished off their meals. Sam had to run back to the dorm, and said goodbye at least three times. Corbin shook his head when he left. "I think you've got a new fan."
"Poor guy. Is he always that nervous?"
"Oh yeah. During orientation, he was wearing a Sonic the Hedgehog shirt. This girl comes up to him and tells him she thinks it's awesome, and is he a fan, and what did he think about the last few games. Sam, he gets real nervous and all he can say is, 'Oh, you have nice socks.' She waited around another minute for him to say something else."
"Oh no," Jessica said.
"Yup. I felt terrible for both of them. We see her from time to time and they'll both walk a mile around each other."
Jessica grinned. "So... what are you up to tonight?"
"I've got it off. They need me to work the swim meet this weekend. Why?"
Jessica leaned in and brushed her lips against his ear. Both of them were well aware how many people were watching, and Corbin blushed. "Because I still need to give you a lesson in licking my pussy before you go after Brooke."
"So. Your place?"
Jessica chuckled and kissed his cheek before pulling back. "Yes. I have to babysit at seven. What time is your last class?"
"It gets out at four."
"Perfect. I'll pick you up afterwards."
Corbin looked sidelong at Jessica. "About Brooke. Are we doing the right thing?"
"What do you mean?"
"We're kind of being predatory, aren't we? She just broke up with Kenny."
Jessica frowned. "You know... you're not wrong."
"It was fun to imagine," Corbin said.
"Mm hm," Jessica said, but she had a far-off look to her. "Well. I should get going. Let's do tonight anyways, okay?"
"Looking forward to my first lesson," Corbin said. He winked.
"Don't wink." He did again, and Jessica poked his chest. "See you tonight."
* * *
Jessica and Brooke didn't share any classes, and with a full afternoon, it gave Jessica only a few minutes to call her friend in between. Otherwise, she might not have been irritated in the slightest when Shea Valli, one of her fellow psychology majors, called out her name after class.
Shea was just her type - tall, lean, and muscled in that way people who worked with their hands a lot could be, and he had a square-jawed, hard face that looked ten years older than he actually was. She crushed on him their freshman and sophomore years, but he was still involved with his high school sweetheart back then, and after that, she was lost in Lionel.
As she was digging through her purse, Shea caught up to her. "Hey Jessica, got a minute?"
"Oh, sure," Jessica said, grabbing her phone anyways. "What's up? How are you?"
"I'm good, but how are you? I've heard a lot of things." He said more quietly, "Did Mr. Kilton really try to...?"
"Yes. He did," Jessica said.
"Damn sorry. I'd kick his ass if he was still around. Heard you talked to the dean and the cops."
Jessica smiled tightly. "Word really does get out."
"Aw, sorry. Honest, I'm just trying to find out if you're okay."
She softened a little at that. "Yes. I talked to them this morning. Besides firing him, I don't know if they can do much. But he's gone from here, and that's okay for now. Shea, I'm sorry, I really need to make a phone call."
"Oh, sure. Hey, if you need anything, an escort to your car, someone to talk to, anything..."
"I will let you know, thanks."
Jessica watched him walk away, admiring his butt in his jeans. He looked back just in time to catch her. Nothing for it, so she thumbed through her contacts and called Brooke.
Her friend picked up. "Hey Jess! How'd your meeting go?"
"Urgh. We can talk about that later. I'm going to say something crazy, so hear me out."
"Okay," Brooke said, sounding cheerful. "What's up?"
Jessica took a deep breath and said, "Want to help me teach Corbin how to, ah, go down?"
"Go down?"
"You know," Jessica murmured into the phone, looking all around.
Dead silence, then Brooke said, "What?"
"I'm on a mission. Remember when we were saying he would be fantastic in bed if the right woman taught him? Well... I decided to help him."
"No," Brooke said. "Are you serious?"
"Yes. I'm going to be, I don't know, his wingman. With benefits. It sounds so sleazy when I say it like that."
"You think?" Brooke asked. "What the hell, Jessica?"
"He could be amazing. After he got out of the hospital, I helped him hit on a clerk at a department store. They had sex right there in the dressing rooms. It was ridiculously hot." Jessica waited for a pair of students to pass out of earshot, then said quieter, "We're talking about him sleeping with a few other women on campus. I may have mentioned you thought he was cute. And I... I said I could help him be with you."
"Jesus..."
"I know, I shouldn't have, but don't tell me you're not curious."
"You shouldn't have put a target on my back. That's really shitty."
"I know," Jessica said impatiently. "It was a spur of the moment thing and it was totally my fault. But at lunch he told me he really didn't want to do anything to you because he thought, you know, because of what happened with Kenny, he might be taking advantage of you."
"God, he is the sweetest." Brooke sighed irritably. "What are you planning?"
"That depends on you. He was all over the place when he ate me out, but I think he can learn. Tell me you'll say yes. Because I have something really, really fun in mind for tonight and you're going to like it any way it goes."
Brooke chewed it over, then said, "What if one of the women he sleeps with, he hits it off with them? What if he hits it off with me?"
Jessica stopped walking and did a tiny dance. "Then you hit it off. I won't be jealous."
"And what if I want it to be a one-time thing?"
"So far, he hasn't really shown me any signs he's super clingy."
"Jessica, you know someone's going to get hurt here. You or him, or someone you two take down."
"It's not really taking down-"
"Yeah, it is. And it's really shitty and it's... kind of hot. I like the idea of training our own stud."
"Right?" Jessica asked.
"But you know someone, somewhere down the line is going to have their heart crushed. And with everything you just went through with Lionel..."
"Corbin's just a friend with benefits."
"Does he know that?" Brooke asked.
"Yes," Jessica said.
Softer, Brooke said, "Do you?"
Jessica thought about resting next to him in the hospital bed and brushing his then wild hair out of his eyes. With a mental shove, she pushed the picture away. "Yes," she said firmly.
Brooke sighed. "Fine. But you owe me."
"You're in?"
"Yes, I'm in. Where are we doing this?"
* * *
Corbin wanted to run, not walk, out of Dr. Pamela Windsor's class, but he knew he owed her a proper apology for the previous week when he was so distracted by her good looks he failed to pay attention in class. That led to some embarrassment between both of them when she realized his dilemma after class. Not his best moment.
When the class ended, he texted Jessica to tell her he'd just be a minute saying sorry to his professor and then he'd meet her in the parking lot. Dr. Windsor's eyes fell on him and the tiniest flicker of a smirk crossed her lips. He blushed, and waited for everyone else to clear out again.
"Another personal problem, Mr. Block?" she asked, turning off her presentation for that day.
He chuckled and stood up. "No. Not this time."
"So very glad you could contain yourself."
"I just wanted to say I'm sorry. That was... well, it was stupid and embarrassing."
"Correct on both counts. But thank you for the apology." She leaned against her desk. "I understand from Dr. Angelo you had some trouble the other day with a couple students and the athletic director. Are you all right?"
Dr. Angelo was Corbin's advisor, a jovial older man and the one who convinced him to apply to Agramonte, despite the distance from home. Corbin didn't bother correcting Dr. Windsor about Kenny's title. He nodded. "I had to stay overnight at the hospital. They were worried about a concussion. But I was fine, so they let me go."
"Well, I'm very glad to have you back."
"Thanks. And I really do hope to make it up to you this year. I'm a better student than that. And I guess I'd like to think I'm a better man."
"Then I look forward to you proving it to me," Dr. Windsor said.
A knock at the door. Corbin and Dr. Windsor both turned, and Corbin nearly choked. The same jeans still kissed Jessica's slim legs, but her new black off-the-shoulder top plunged down so far it was a small miracle it clung to her breasts.
"Dr. Windsor," Jessica said, smiling wide as she strode towards Corbin. "It's good to see you."
"Jessica!" Dr. Windsor exclaimed. "How are you? Love the top, but it must be breezy."
Jessica laughed and roped an arm around Corbin's waist. "It is, and I'm good. When Corbin told me whose class he came from, I had to pop up and say hello. How's your semester?"
Students started to file in for Dr. Windsor's next class. She looked at them and smiled distractedly, then returned her attention to Jessica. "Hectic but It always settles down somewhat in October. Are you doing okay?"
"Yes. I take it you... heard?"
"Sasha might have told me a thing or two, and the other faculty talks."
"Well, thanks to Corbin, I'm okay." Jessica leaned up and gave him a kiss on the cheek, holding it for a good long moment. "Well, we should let you get to it."
"Big plans for the evening?"
"Mm hm," Jessica said. She didn't elaborate any further, but Corbin couldn't help blushing. "Tell Sasha I said hello. I really need to catch up with her."
"She'd love that. You two have fun."
Jessica took Corbin's hand and walked with him through the sea of students coming in. Under her breath, she told him, "On the count of three, look back at her. One. Two." She reached down and squeezed his ass. "three." Corbin glanced back and saw Dr. Windsor watching. She looked away hurriedly, and he did too. "Was she looking?"
"Yes."
Jessica grinned. "Good."
* * *
They pulled into Jessica's driveway, and before they got out, she said immediately, "Hands. Let me see them."
He held them out. Remembering their first time together, Corbin got on the ball about keeping the nails trimmed, and she nodded as she inspected them. When she was done, he kept one of hers in his, and murmured, "Hey. Thank you. I don't mean for the sex. Just... thanks. I like being with you."
Jessica studied him. "No attachments, big man," she murmured, but she didn't pull her hand away.
"I know," Corbin said. He squeezed, and let her go.
They made their way up the sidewalk, but at the door, Jessica stopped him. Without a word, she wrapped her arms around Corbin and hugged him tight. "I like being with you too," she murmured. "And you are going to love tonight."
"How could I not?" he asked.
She let him in, and took his hand again to pull him upstairs after they kicked off their shoes. Corbin followed gleefully, surprised he wasn't at all nervous about his first lesson in giving oral pleasure. He was with Jessica. Everything was okay. She made it okay.
Jessica's bedroom door was closed. She stopped him and leaned up to kiss him. "Ready?" she asked.
"God, yes."
"I wasn't asking you," she said, a twinkle in her eyes.
"What?"
She opened the door. Resting on her back on Jessica's sheets was Brooke, her blonde hair spilling out around her on the pillows in full waves. She was nude save for a gossamer camisole which was so sheer he could see the pink of her pussy lips and her light brown nipples.
"What? Brooke?" he asked.
"I think so," Brooke said, and Jessica snickered. She tugged Corbin into the room as Brooke stretched luxuriously on the bed, the hem of the camisole riding up to the bottom of her pussy. Corbin couldn't stop staring. "So... hey."
"Hi," Corbin breathed. Jessica moved to him, her slim fingers going for his belt.
"Before we do anything, Corbin, we need to talk," Brooke said. She slid one shoulder of her camisole down nearly to her nipple, and Corbin groaned. "Jessica's told me she wants to teach you to become the biggest playboy on campus."
"Um. Yeah, I guess so," Corbin said as Jessica loosened his belt and began to work on his jeans.
"It's hot. I'm not going to lie, that's a really fun idea. But you're at a crossroads. You can either be like Kenny and just try to fuck whoever's around, or you can be someone women can have fun and be safe with. Someone who is up front about what you want."
"You know I don't want to be like Kenny," Corbin said, stung.
"I do. Jessica told me you didn't want to make me a target because of how he treated me." She slipped her hem upward and traced her bright pink lips. Corbin swallowed. "No woman on campus is just a pussy to be used. I want you to know that. I'll help you two with your plans, but you have to promise me you'll always be up front with them about what it is you want. No leading them on. No hurting them. If it's obvious one of them wants a relationship, you either say yes and end this game or you let them down gently."
Jessica slid his pants and boxers down, freeing his hardening member. Brooke pinched her pussy lips, squirming as she stared.
"Brooke," Corbin said quietly. "I think you're beautiful, and you've been a friend to me. I don't want to screw that up, but if you're up for it, I'd sure like to have some fun with you tonight. No pressure, no strings." He cocked his head. "Like that?"
"Perfect," Brooke breathed. "Get your shirt off, then come here."
"Welcome to your first lesson," Jessica said, rising up. She gripped his cock and stroked it while she leaned in and kissed him.
He squeezed her butt and hurried out of his shirt. "How, um, how are we going to do this? Are you sticking around?"
"Oh yes," Jessica said. "You're going to join Brooke. I'll talk you through it, but I think you remember the gist of what I told you."
"Pay attention to what she likes, watch the nails, and make voices like Donald Duck."
Brooke giggled. "Yep. Nailed it."
He hurried to the bed and climbed up between Brooke's knees. Jessica laid a hand on his ankle and shook her head. "Sometimes you'll want to go down right away on a woman, especially if you're in the heat of the moment. But times like this, when you're first getting to know each other and things are slow and easy, don't just rush for her pussy."
"I certainly wouldn't mind a good kiss or two to start things off," Brooke murmured.
"I can do that," Corbin said. He crawled up along her body, his stomach brushing hers.
Jessica ran her hand along his calf, and said, "And a kiss sometimes is hottest when you blaze a trail to her lips. Try her collar first." He did, loving the soft strawberry scent and the warmth of Brooke's tanned skin. Without being told, he moved his lips further up, kissing her neck in a few different spots. She moaned softly with one of them, and he teased it for a moment longer, his hand slipping under her back. The wispy camisole felt so soft under his fingers but he longed to have the blonde beauty skin to skin against him.
The weight on the bed shifted. Jess knelt beside them now, still dressed, watching. She caught his eye and smiled. He assumed that meant he was doing a good job and moved up further still, kissing Brooke's chin. Her fingers came up to his head, sliding through his long hair.
"I love your new haircut," she murmured. "And you look so good clean-shaven."
"Thanks," Corbin murmured, trailing his lips up her cheek to her lips. They kissed once, a soft, almost chaste brush before he pulled back, looking into her eyes. "Every time I look at you, I think of the sun and sand and perfect days." He trailed his fingers through her hair with his free hand. "It's the hair, the eyes. You're gorgeous."
Brooke's mouth parted, and her cheeks burned hot. Jessica said, "I told you he was a natural at the sweet talk."
"Plus I like the booty," Corbin said, slipping his hand underneath her down to the part in question and squeezed it.



Brooke laughed and pulled his head back down so she could kiss him properly. Jess murmured, "Now, a good kiss, just part your lips. A little tongue is okay but-"
Brooke broke away from Corbin long enough to glance at her friend. "He's got this part covered pretty well." Corbin laughed low and kissed the other side of her chin. She pointed at her earlobe. "Not all women are going to like it, but suck that into your mouth. Gently. Then graze it with your teeth."
He did, and Brooke arched her back, her hands digging into his skin. She must have really loved that. He knew enough not to stay there for long and let her earlobe go to kiss her again. Her hands roamed his back now, stopping and squeezing every now and again. One of her legs roped around his and she panted softly against his lips, "Okay, stud, Make love to me with your tongue."
"Hear what she said, Corbin?" Jessica asked. "You can tell a lot about what a woman wants just by listening. If she'd said 'eat me,' she probably would want you to dive down there and have some fun. But she said..."
"'Make love to me with your tongue,'" Corbin said, getting it. "So, go slower and be more gentle."
"Exactly," Brooke said. She reached behind her for another pillow and Corbin helped her with it so she could sit up higher and watch him. He kissed her one more time, then snaked his way back down her body.
"And when she says she wants something, give it to her, but don't be shy about playing along the way," Jessica said, tracing his back with her fingernails. "Kiss her. Run your tongue along her skin. Tease her. It can be fun to make them squirm."
He did just that, nuzzling Brooke's neck and drawing a breath moan from her. He slid his fingers under her butt as he kissed the hollow, and she ground up at him in response. It didn't seem faked, either. Shock turned to warmth. He was turning Brooke on. Amazing.
Her hands left him and came to the straps of her camisole. She tugged them aside and pushed up just far enough to pull the cups down. Corbin drank in the sight of her pink nipples, then leaned down to kiss around one. They were hard and ready for his attention, and she twitched under him as he avoided direct contact.
"That's good," Jessica breathed. "Tease her just like that."
"Nooo, suck them," Brooke protested, giving Jessica a dark look. Corbin chuckled, and instead, kissed along the side, then back to the valley of her cleavage. He took his time to the other nipple, then looking up into Brooke's eyes, he finally relented and sucked it into his mouth. So engrossed in her, he almost didn't notice Jessica sliding her hand underneath the other woman to take his. He let the hand be guided out. She placed it firmly on Brooke's other breast.
"Use your thumb," she encouraged him, though it was throaty and deep. He wondered if Jessica might not be getting turned on too.
He listened, though, and brushed Brooke's nipple with his thumb as he sucked and licked the other. He may have been inexperienced but he wasn't a virgin, and when he swapped back to the other nipple, instead of thumbing the other, he dropped his hand lower, sliding across the fabric of the camisole until he cupped her sex.
"Oh, God, yes," Brooke breathed. "Finger me, baby."
"Gently now," Jessica reminded him. He grunted around Brooke's nipple and slowly eased a finger into Brooke. Her response was immediate. Her ankle around his kicked, and her butt jerked like she wanted to thrust up against him.
Her walls were tight around his finger, and so slick. He worked it in and out of her gently as he sucked away on her nipples. She gripped the back of his head, and he glanced up at her. "I'm not hurting you, am I? Like, scratching you or anything?"
"You're doing... perfect," she grunted, her thighs parting wide. "When you're fingering a woman... mmm... at that angle, use the heel of your hand. Kinda... rub it around my clit and my mound. Like you're grinding on me."
He tried it, and asked, "Like that?"
"Little harder?"
He tried again, and Brooke squirmed. "Yesss, like that, oh fuck that's good."
Jessica kissed his shoulder. "When something's obviously good for a woman, stick with it. Let her guide you to the next step if she wants one. But when someone says 'just like that,' you go just like that. No harder, no change-ups."
"Got it," he said, and moved his mouth to Brooke's other nipple again. "Want me to eat you out, Brooke, or just like this?"
"Just like this, Corbin, you're going to make me come just like this. And then you can go down on me. Okay?"
"Sure," he said. Brooke, the woman he'd lusted after for weeks now, was going to come and he was helping her. He was in heaven.
"Add another finger," she murmured. The way she looked down on him there, her blonde hair out of place and hanging down over one eye, her reddened cheeks, the apparent desire in her, it was so hot.
So why not say it?
He slid another finger into Brooke's pussy, looking up at her from her nipple. "You're incredible like this, Brooke. So sexy. The hair, the way you're looking at me."
"Corbin," she moaned. "I can't wait for later. When it's your turn I want you to take me."
"How do you want it?" he asked her, fingering her faster now more out of his own need than any instinct, but given the way she was rocking against his fingers in response, Brooke really didn't seem to mind.
"From behind," she hissed. "I want you fucking me from behind. I want you ramming that big fucking cock inside me."
"Shit," Jessica breathed. "You're doing good, baby."
"He's doing incredible, Jessica. I'm so close. Kiss me, honey. Kiss me again and make me come."
Corbin rushed up to her, his fingers pumping in and out with soft squelching noises. Brooke grabbed the back of his head with frantic need and crushed her lips to his. A hand joined his - Brooke's, he thought at first, but only later realized the truth, that hers were still around his head. Jessica teased the other woman's lips, stroking them, unable to stay out of the game.
"Cooorrrbin!" Brooke moaned. "Ohhh, ooh, right there, right like that, oh fuck, I'm com-ming!"
She twisted hard, wriggling side to side as she gushed upon his fingers. Jessica growled, "Kiss her again, then get down there and taste her."
He couldn't help himself. He drove his tongue into her mouth and toyed with hers. She kissed him just as hard back, her hand dropping to his ass and squeezing hard before she gasped, "Do it, do it, make love to me with your tongue, baby."
He pulled his fingers out of her and Jessica hurried around the bed, Corbin dropped down between Brooke's legs, and as he tongued up her wetness, Jessica took his hand. He didn't know what was happening, only that a moment later, warmth enveloped his fingers. He looked over, shocked, and she sucked them harder, blushing. Then she looked up at Brooke.
"Is that okay?"
"Come here," Brooke murmured. Jessica did, and Corbin watched as they kissed above him. Jessica stroked Brooke's cheek as their lips met in gentle sways. The almost inaudible smacks made him swallow hard. "I think he likes that."
Jessica looked down and grinned. "I think so too." She looked back up at Brooke. "You and I, we'll play later?"
"Oh yes. You just made my day."
"Mine too," Jessica murmured, and kissed her again before dropping back down to Corbin. She grinned and kissed his shoulder. "So. Now you know."
"That was... wow," he croaked.
"Words finally escape him," Brooke said, wriggling and getting more comfortable.
He chuckled and brought his lips to her pussy. First he kissed along her lips, glancing occasionally at Jessica for reassurance. She nodded, smiling, and ran a hand through his long hair. Brooke's lips still glistened from her orgasm and Corbin lapped it up experimentally. There wasn't much of a taste besides the soaps she used. He did notice she seemed to like the flicks of his tongue and kept it up.
"Take your thumbs and spread the tips of her lips gently apart. Just a little," Jessica said. He did, and she scooted in closer. "Now tease back up along her until you reach that point, just below her clit there." He did, and noticed how Brooke involuntarily tensed. "It's not just about the clit, or the nipple, or the other erogenous zones you'll find a woman likes. It's about teasing those areas around them. Get creative. Women are sensitive in so many different ways. Brooke, honey, lift your knees."
The blonde did, watching with satisfied eyes as Jessica got right up on the action. "Now, slide that tongue back down her. Right to the base of her pussy." Corbin did, watching Jessica. "Go just a little lower. Not quite to her bud, but right along that stretch of flesh there." Corbin did. Brooke didn't really give a reaction. Jessica shrugged. "Some women like to be teased there too. I love it."
"I like anal, but not really any tongue action south of the border," Brooke said. Corbin couldn't help gaping up at her. She giggled and gestured at her pussy. "Maybe someday I'll let you have some fun back there. But for now..."
"Sure," Corbin croaked. Brooke just told him he might get to take her ass. Brooke. Fantasy goddess. He brought his lips back to her pussy, and took a good, long deep dive with his tongue, driving up to her clit. Jessica didn't say anything this time, only watching, He swirled through Brooke's depths like that, up and down, up and down, taking his time, feeling her respond to it with tiny jerks.
"My clit, Corbin, please..." Brooke begged, and he gladly slid back up to her button, licking all around her hood. She liked him fingering her before so he decided to go for that again, and slid two fingers back inside her as he licked her clit. "Yesss!"
"Every woman likes something a little different with their clit," Jessica murmured. She was on her knees now, stripping out of her top. "Brooke?"
"Just keep doing that, flicks, mm, mm hm," Brooke moaned. "Now suck it."
Corbin did, taking her button between his lips and experimentally teasing it with the tip of his tongue. That did it for Brooke, and hard. She clawed at the bedspread, her knees widening, and she gasped, "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck, finger me harder..."
He did, pumping his fingers in and out of her while he sucked and licked her clit. One of her fists balled up and she hit the sheets, her head bending back, her breasts thrusting upward. Jessica was naked now and came back up Brooke's body. She bent over and sucked one of Brooke's nipples into her mouth, teasing it only a moment before bringing her lips again to Brooke's, their kisses as loud and wet to his ears as his fingers sliding in and out of Brooke's tight pink folds.
Jessica reached for something on her nightstand and tossed them back beside Corbin. Condoms. She broke away long enough to gasp, "When she comes, fuck her."
"Yesss!" Brooke hissed. "Fuck me, Corbin, get that fucking dick inside me, I'm your slut tonight."
Corbin fought the urge to lose control, to attack Brooke's pussy the way he had that first awkward time with Jessica. Instead, he focused on Jessica's words to feel out what Brooke liked and stick with it. He sucked and licked her clit, fingering her fast but not manically. Her knees kicked and he glanced up to see Jessica's fingers running circles around Brooke's nipple.
He did decide to experiment again, what he thought would be a small move. He pulled his two slick fingers out of Brooke, making her mewl, but next time added a third. It was tight, but she accepted him with a wet slurp, her walls trying to pull him deeper. Her ass shot up off the bed and she yelped, "Oh fuck! Corbin! Jess... mmm... mmm! Oh!"
Jessica kissed Brooke again, her breath cutting off as her pussy convulsed around Corbin's fingers. Warmth shot against his fingers.
"Now," Jessica panted, "fuck her now, she came."
Corbin pulled his fingers free and sat up on his knees. He grabbed a condom, unwrapped it, and rolled it onto his rock-hard prick as Jessica guided a breathless Brooke onto her hands and knees, her ass jutting up high as she crossed her delicate tanned arms in front of her. Corbin lined up behind her, and needed no advice this time. He gripped his cock and brought it to Brooke's wet lips. With a grunt, he hilted himself inside her, pushing far and deep as she arched her back and cried out, "Yes! Fuck me!"
Her ass was rounder and more muscular than Jess's, and he loved the white tan lines disappearing where his cock connected with her body. Brooke was so goddamn athletic and hot, and he couldn't help driving in and out of her with wild abandon. His hands fell to her waist and he yanked her back to meet his every hard thrust until she was rocking back out of instinct.
Jessica flipped onto her back beside Brooke. Her slim hands roamed her body as she spread her knees wide, watching Corbin. He stared back, his desire burning in his eyes, and she kissed the air before one hand dipped down to her ready sex. She slid her fingers through her folds, working her wet walls with expert care and spreading her hips even wider in a show for him.
In that moment, Corbin realized something. Much as he loved fucking Brooke, it was Jessica he wanted in that moment. It was a pebble of a thought, something errant he'd forget about until later, but pebbles precede avalanches. He had one of the sexiest asses in college ramming back against him, but it was Jessica Nakamura who drove every other desire from his mind.
"Slide down to me," he said. "I want to touch you while I'm fucking her."
Jessica licked her lips and shimmied down the bed until her pussy was within his reach. With one hand still on Brooke's waist, he dropped the other to Jessica's sex.
She gripped his hand in hers, their gazes burning for each other as he eased two fingers inside her. There was no way to keep an even rhythm with how hard he was fucking Brooke, but it didn't matter. Jessica played with her own clit as he fingered her erratically. Neither of them paid any attention to the blonde as she sputtered out gasps that she was coming again. Neither of them cared much at that point about the lessons. They knew what they wanted. They knew who they wanted.
Brooke hadn't gotten the message. When she came again for a second time, she collapsed forward onto her arms, rocking with Corbin's continued thrusts. Corbin finally looked away from Jessica. "You all right?" he asked.
"God yes," she gasped. "Let me get on my back. I want to eat out Jessie."
He pulled out and she nearly collapsed. Jessica chuckled throatily and helped her friend onto her back. She got up on her knees and gripped Corbin's cock as she kissed him. "Let me," she murmured, and guided him to Brooke's puffy folds. Jessica let go and squeezed his butt as he slid back into the stunning blonde. He turned his head and kissed Jessica. She moaned against his lips, and finally broke away.
"I like missionary," Jessica said. "I think it's really intimate. But if you want to vary things up, try this. Do what I do, but with the other shoulder."
She took Brooke's ankle and lifted it up to Corbin's shoulder. He mirrored it, and Brooke wiggled with pleasure. "That gets you nice and deep inside me, stud," she breathed. Her blonde hair was now well and truly mussed, obscuring her face. She pushed it out of the way, smiling contentedly. "But let me show you one of my favorites. Bring that ankle over to my other one and cross it."
Corbin did just that, noticing immediately how he slid another half inch or so into Brooke. "Got it," he said.
She dropped her legs back to the either side of his knees and grinned. "But if I'm going to be making Jessica come, then I don't want to get cramped."
Jessica stroked Corbin's back. "What would you like to look at when you're fucking her. My front or back?"
"You know I love looking into your eyes," he said, "but now I'm in a mood to look at your butt too."
She laughed and squeezed his in response. With that, she crawled on her knees slowly up the bed as he began to thrust back and forth inside Brooke again. The sashay of Jessica's ass did nearly as much for him as the pussy gripping him tight, and he grunted with pleasure. She tossed him a look over her shoulder, her grin naughty and knowing, and lifted one knee up and over Brooke's face.
Their blonde friend pulled Jessica down to her mouth, and Jessica looked over her shoulder again. "Corbin, she's licking my pussy," she whimpered.
"Fuck," he groaned.
"Like the view? Like me sitting on her face?"
"Yeah," he grunted, gripping Brooke's thighs and lifting them so he could plough into her harder and harder. Sweat glistened on his forehead and chest now. How he held on so long he didn't know but he wanted to see Brooke or Jessica through one more orgasm and vowed to himself to not come until then.
"I think we've fucked him wordless," Brooke said underneath Jessica. Jess giggled at that and began to rock her hips against Brooke's mouth. Her hands came back and rested on her own ass as she stared at Corbin over her shoulder. As much fun as he was having with Brooke, he wanted her so badly in that moment. He wanted her on her knees. He wanted her on her back. He wanted her riding him again. He wanted Jessica in every position he could have her, and he very nearly came.
Easy, he told himself. You can hang on. You can do this.
With that, he steadied his pace, no longer manically fucking Brooke. He settled for a hard, slower rhythm, his release still on the horizon but under control. He gripped and squeezed Brooke's thighs, her ass, loving again the warmth of her as he stared at Jessica's bottom rocking on the blonde's chin.
"Brooke, mmm, Brooke, I've thought about this a lot."
"Mmmm," Brooke moaned against her.
"Lick right there, right like that, nnn huh..."
Slurp slurp slurp. Slap slap slap. Sounds of their fucking were the only noises for a few minutes. Jessica's pace increased on Brooke's mouth, and her hands left her ass to do something else he couldn't see, presumably to play with her tits and clit. He was just starting to think about telling Jessica to flip around so he could watch when she began to thrust harder, clearly riding an edge.
"Yesss, Brooke, just like that, fuck, I'm going to cream so hard on your pretty face."
"Give me it," Brooke gasped against her. Her hands gripped Jessica's ass. She hauled back and smacked one, hard, and it came so damn close to sending Corbin over the edge.
"Again," Jessica whimpered, "spank me again."
Brooke did, and Jessica straightened like a board. Her fingers shot up to her hair and she drove down hard one last time, shouting, "Fuck! Brooke!"
She came with a sharp jolt, laughing for just a brief moment before toppling sideways. Brooke's face gleamed with her juices and she grinned up at Corbin as she ran her tongue around her lips. "Yummy Jessica come," she moaned.
Jessica repositioned herself quickly, her lips against Brooke's face. Corbin realized with a start she was licking up her own juices. She cast him a quick look before coming back down near his side again. Her hand went to Brooke's clit and she asked, "Still haven't come?"
"No," Corbin groaned. "So close."
"Let's try to get her there one more time," Jessica said, and he nodded. She rubbed Brooke's clit while he brought her legs up again the way she liked. Jessica's head dipped to her friend's bobbing tits again and she licked and sucked a nipple into her mouth as Corbin rammed harder and harder into Brooke. The blonde kept up a whimpering tempo, almost boneless with the pleasure she was receiving.
Corbin wasn't going to make it. It was too much. But then Brooke spoke.
"Nnngh, nnngh, it's so good, it's so good... never been f-fucked like th-this..."
Animal instinct took him over and his need for release gave way to pure male pride. His cock throbbing, he plunged into Brooke time and time again, Jessica's fingers brushing him on occasion as she strummed her friend's clit hard. She sucked and played with Brooke's tits, but it wasn't until she kissed Brooke's collarbone almost by accident that the blonde shot over the edge yet again.



"Fuuuu-uuuhhhhh-uck!" Brooke cried, so shrill and so sharp Corbin nearly covered his ears. She shivered and shook, one hand coming up to her lips as tears of pleasure slid down her cheeks. She took one great big shivering breath and gasped, "Can't, can't, can't..."
"She needs you to pull out," Jessica said hurriedly.
Corbin did, his cock throbbing. Jessica snatched the condom off him and jerked his prick. She came to him, kissing him hard as she held him over Brooke's belly. His first shot of come arced and hit her in the neck, the rest spraying down her tits, her stomach. She gasped at how much he came, but Corbin never heard her words. He was staring into Jessica's eyes and realizing how deeply in trouble he was.
When they all came down, Jessica and Corbin helped Brooke into the shower first. She was exhausted, and Corbin hurried downstairs to grab her a glass of ice water while Jessica helped her clean up. When he came back into the bathroom, he was treated to the sight of the two embracing, nude under the shower's flow.
"You two are really beautiful together," he said. "Thank you for letting me watch you two."
"God, thank you," Brooke said. "I'm feeling like I might collapse I'm so worn out. Can I crash here tonight?" she asked Jessica.
"Of course," Jessica murmured. "Any time. Same to you, Corbin."
"Really?" he asked, baffled and pleased.
She chuckled. "Yes, really. Just text ahead in case I have a guy over."
And like that, the tension that had been building between them all day burst, and Corbin remembered her words. No attachments. Friends with benefits.
"Yeah. Yes, of course!" he said, sounding too chipper and knowing it.
Brooke looked like she might say something, then shook her head. She turned in the shower's spray and brushed a washrag down between her thighs. "I'll order Chinese for you and me later, Corbin. Sound good?"
"Oh, I'm trying to watch what I eat," he said.
"Don't worry, I got you covered. Only question is, do you like beef or chicken with your broccoli?"
"Uh, beef, I suppose," he said, still trying to work out the sting of Jessica's words. Move past it, he told himself. You know what this is.
"Good choice," Brooke said. "Here, swap me spots. I really do need that water."
They did. Jessica gave him a dazzling smile, and he prided himself on returning it reasonably well. They washed each other with a generous amount of groping their favorite parts of each other, and eventually returned back to her bedroom.
She dressed for her babysitting job in the same jeans she wore that day and a simple tee. As she did her hair, she told the other two to make themselves at home, and she'd be back around midnight. Jessica gave them both a long kiss, then hurried out of there to grab a coffee before she had to go take care of her kids.
Brooke and Corbin headed downstairs to the living room and crashed in front of the Tv. Brooke lounged with her feet on his lap, staring more at him than the comedy they were watching. Finally, she asked, "You okay?"
"After what we just did, how could I not be?" he asked, chuckling.
"Hm," Brooke said, but let it go.
* * *
Jessica liked the Nicolier family. The father, Jacques, was a thirty-something with the best stories about his days filming as part of a crew for a ghost-hunting show set in the Canadian wilderness. His wife, Erica, had a more ordinary past as a chef, but her own stories of kitchen mishaps were just as enthusiastically told, with roars of laughter from her husband to accompany them, even if the stories must have been told dozens of times to people they knew. Every week they liked to go on a date night, and this time was a semi-formal dinner with friends.
Erica answered the door in an ankle-length red dress. She was just this side of plump, and the effect her rouge had on her cheeks really made her eyes pop. "You look incredible!" Jessica said, grinning.
"I wish," Erica said, but gave her a glowing smile anyways. "The hair's a mess. We had to hold off a storm by letting Mandolin dress up too, so I ran short on time."
Jessica chuckled. "Here, let me."
Erica stood still while Jessica mussed her reddish-brown hair, then swept it to either side of her cheeks. With a bun already held up by a hair pin, it gave her a messy chic look. "There," Jessica said, satisfied. "Run a comb through both sides and I think you're good."
Erica dashed into the bathroom to look, and Jacques said, "Wow wow wow. Yes. Go with that."
"I want my hair like that," a tiny voice grumbled.
Their daughter, Mandolin - and Jessica loved that name, as ridiculous as it might be - was cute as a button, and at four, past the worst stages of her early childhood development, though there were plenty of potty errors and fits to keep Jessica on her toes.
"I can help you do that when your mom and dad leave, honey," Jessica said.
"Really?"
Jessica grinned. "Yes, really." Her phone buzzed and she glanced at it.
Billy Calcagni, the wrestler who helped protect Corbin, sent her a text.
-Call when u r not busy
She typed a quick response.
-At job. Will be late.
-ok
She stuffed the phone away just in time for Mandolin to streak out of the bathroom, a blur in a frilly blouse, big poofy skirt, and adorable white shoes.
"Hello, Mandolin," Jessica called after her disappearing ward for the night.
"Hi, Jessica," Mandolin hollered back as she ran for her bedroom.
Erica stepped back out and gave Jessica a hug. "Oh, that looks fantastic. I swear, I should pay you extra to come half an hour early just for makeup and hair."
"Hey, as long as I don't have class, we can figure something out," Jessica said.
Erica raised her eyebrows. "An extra twenty?" she asked cautiously.
"That sounds like a deal to me."
Jacques stepped out, putting on a steel watch. "I hope she's not too off the walls. She wormed her way into a couple extra cookies."
"There are vegetables and dip in the fridge," Erica said, "and she didn't eat much for dinner so if you can get her to nibble on anything not loaded with sugar, please."
"I'll definitely try," Jessica said. It went unspoken that she could help herself too. The Nicoliers had always been pleasant like that. Not everyone was. Jessica found that the people she loved working for the most were the ones who weren't shy about telling her to make herself at home.
"Mandy, come out and give us a kiss goodbye," Erica called.
"I'm playing!"
"Mandy..." her father said reproachfully.
Mandolin gave a very audible huff even several rooms away and stormed back out. Some attempt had been made to braid her hair but it was haphazard and already tugged mostly free. She ran to her mom, gave her the requisite brush of her lips against her cheek, then her dad got a much bigger kiss. Jessica saw the hurt in Erica's eyes and could commiserate. She had been a holy terror to her own mom most her life and favored her own dad until college.
Why had that changed? Jessica wondered as she saw the Nicoliers out the door. Becoming responsible for herself when she was a sophomore and out of the dorms certainly didn't hurt. Her mother had always been so strict and Jessica rebelled against it. Now she realized with a certain degree of forlornness her mother had been trying to prevent the very situations Jessica kept finding herself lost in, like with Lionel and his girlfriends.
Early in the evening, and already she was feeling like she needed a good cry. Jessica smiled to herself, and sought out Mandolin, already back in her room, seated on the floor and playing hair stylist with one of her own dolls. Jessica sat too, watching the child play. The ironic thing about having spent so long rebelling against her mother was that she herself turned out to be a pretty good disciplinarian when it came to kids. She didn't let her mother's iron rule turn her into someone who would let her kids get away with murder, but Jessica thought she didn't run too hard in the opposite direction, either. Or she'd like to think so, anyways. Some of the kids would have said otherwise, of course, but they believed any enforcement of the rules was a personal attack.
What kind of mother would she make? Would she be as good with her own children as she was the kids she babysat? Jessica didn't know, but she wanted to find out. She knew she wanted to be a mother someday. The need beat in her very core ever since she was sixteen and holding a sleeping baby she'd just changed five minutes ago, the first time on her own. It was that realization, Jessica thought, that made her start to realize the depth to which her own mother loved her and why she felt the need to protect her daughter so stringently.
Like a rocket, Mandolin was up and tugging Jessica out to the backyard to run around and play airplanes, one of her favorites. As they ran and swooped with their arms outstretched, Jessica thought the child looked remarkably like a fairy out of an old fantasy cartoon with her poofy skirt fluttering in the breeze. She laughed with the little girl, and played, and carefully, somberly cleaned up her knee when she tripped over a rock and banged it on the ground. And as Mandolin was showing her a new game they were playing in preschool, Jessica caught herself crying a little bit, not because of any of her own pain, but for being so hurtful to her mother. For never pulling her in like this, to trust her to be the one to clean up her scrapes, to eat her meals without sniffing at it to see if her mom snuck in corn or black pepper, Jessica's two childhood hated foods.
Later, as Jessica grated carrots for Mandolin, the child came in from watching a cartoon and asked, "Are you okay, Jessica/"
"Yes, sweetie," Jessica said, sniffing and dabbing at the corner of her eyes. "I'm okay."
"Are you crying because you're hungry too?"
Jessica laughed. A mother someday. She hoped if she had one, her daughter would love her sometimes.
Mandolin changed into her pajamas and crashed an hour later, a hard stop that left her in a pile beside a heap of toys. Jessica lifted her up, and the child wrapped her arms around her neck and tucked in. Jessica walked her to her bed and tucked the little one in. She picked up the toys, tidied up, and quietly shut the door on Mandolin curling up into a ball, dreaming the kinds of wild adventures only the littles could dream.
Jessica headed for the living room and pulled out her phone. She still needed to call Billy back, but first came a call to her mom. Kimberley picked up on the third ring. "Hello?" her mom asked. "No, it doesn't need green chiles. Leave it, honey."
Jessica laughed and sniffed all at once. "Dad helping cook again?"
"Oh yes. He thinks the turkey pot pie needs something more exciting."
"Well, it couldn't hurt to try," Jessica's dad Ollie huffed in the background.
"And if you want soup for dinner, go ahead, because that's how it will turn out. Soupy," Kimberley said pleasantly. Jessica knew that voice. That was the "this mess is your fault if you go through with it" voice. It was usually followed an hour or two later by the "now you clean it up," harsher tone. "Sorry, honey. Are you okay?"
"No," Jessica murmured. "I'm missing you."
Immediately, her mom's good humor disappeared. "Is something the matter?"
"Is she okay?" Ollie asked.
"That's what I'm asking her."
Jessica smiled to herself. "Do you remember when I was, mm, fourteen or fifteen, and I wanted to go to that party? Dad was gone for the week, you had to work, and you begged me not to go?"
"Yes," her mother said. "Of course. Jessica, you're scaring me."
"I'm okay. I really am. I just..." Jessica sighed. "You told me not to go, and I went anyways. That was the first time I ever tried beer and I got so sick. You didn't say anything to me back home. You just held my hair and put me in bed. Remember?"
"I do," Kimberley said, sniffing. "Well... I probably said a few things under my breath, but yes."
Jessica laughed and wiped away another tear. "I was thinking about that tonight, and a million other things I'm sorry for. I guess it's just a night to reminisce. That guy I was dating, the older one you thought was really creepy, we broke up. A week or so ago."
"Ohhh, honey, I'm sorry."
"No, it's okay, it's really okay. I was hurting for a while but I feel all right. I was thinking tonight about how hard I fought with you when I was younger, and then again last year when I started dating him, and... I don't know. You were right about so much. I love you, Mom. Hey, um, instead of coming home Thanksgiving morning and driving home the next day, could I maybe stay the whole weekend?"
Kimberley was silent a moment, the only sound her quiet sniffing. She always cried very softly, and sometimes without tears at all, just wracks of her body. "I love you too, sweetheart, and of course we want you home. As long as you want to be here."
"Thank you."
"Promise me you're okay, sweetheart. You're not... depressed, are you?"
"No. Just emotionally drained. That's not the only thing that happened this week." She filled her mother in on everything. She hadn't meant to ever talk about Ken Kilton with them or talk about the Men Are Assholes party, but she did, mentioning everything but hooking up with Corbin in the days since.
"Oh my God, Jessica," Kimberley breathed. "He didn't... he didn't rape you, did he?"
"No. No, thank God. Corbin stopped him before he could do anything more than, um, touch me. And my friends London and Dakota kept me safe after that."
"I'm so glad that young man didn't take advantage of you."
"He's a really great guy. I've been hanging out with him some the last few days since the footballers trashed his car." Not exactly a lie, and enough of a truth that Jessica didn't feel too bad about it. "You'd like him."
"Well, you give him a hug from me. I'm so sorry that happened."
"Me too," Jessica said. She sighed. "Anyways. I love you. I just had to get that off my chest. You're the best mom in the world and I never told you that enough."
Her mother clicked her tongue. "Of course I am. You got lucky." They both laughed, though there wasn't much humor to it. "Text me the next few nights before you go to bed. Just... humor me. To let me know you're okay."
"I will. Bye, Mom."
"Goodbye, honey."
* * *
After a few minutes to check on Mandolin and clean up the house, Jessica sacked back out on the couch and called Billy.
"Hey, Jessica!" he said cheerfully.
"Hi Jess!" his girlfriend Bethani chimed in.
"Hey, you two!" Jessica said, feeling much more herself. "Billy, I didn't get much of a chance to say thank you the other day. You looking out for Corbin means a lot."
"Aw, hey, he's a good dude. And he's why I texted you. We're going to get the car back soon. I was thinking about surprising him with it and doing a fundraiser at the same time."
"What are you planning?"
"The Bends," Bethani shouted gleefully.
"Ohhhh no," Jessica said. "Oh God no."
The Bends was a legendary annual tradition on campus. It was thrown each fall by the Representatives, nine seniors who were hand-picked by the nine previous seniors to unofficially run and oversee all the campus's biggest parties. The Bends itself was one of the group's most popular outings.
It was, at its core, a scavenger hunt. Teams of four registered with the Representatives and the people helping them, and then were given a list of items to procure or tasks to complete around campus. Pictures were required, with bonus points awarded for video footage. The fastest to the finish line was generally the winner, but there had been a few years when additional bonuses eked out a victory for someone else.
Years before Jessica came to school there, the Bends was known for its depravity and insanity. Alcohol poisonings happened every year, and some dumbasses always wound up disqualifying themselves for drunk driving. There were now rules in place to offset the dangers, but it was still a crazy experience, one Jessica vowed never again to rejoin.
"Now why would you say no?" Billy asked.
"You know damn well," Jessica said.
He snickered, and Bethani attempted a terrible evil laugh. The one and only time Jessica tried the Bends, one of the tasks was to bounce on a trampoline topless (or bottomless for the guys) and take a selfie. Under the influence of her archnemesis Jose Cuervo, Jessica volunteered and promptly bounced herself right into a broken arm.
She did get the selfie, though.
"Anyways, we're going to charge a hundred bucks a team," Billy said. "If we get twenty teams, that's everything replaced and a little extra cash for the kid. And two hundred fifty for the winners."
Kid? Jessica flashed back on Corbin steadily fucking Brooke, holding out forever with that intense look to his eyes. He seemed so sleepy outside of bed, but when he was in the middle of it, it was like a switch was flipped and he came alive.
Jessica shivered pleasantly and said, "Twenty teams? That's a lot to hope for."
"It's really not," Bethani said. "We had eighteen last year and there wasn't a cause. I've been talking with the sororities and they're all in to either help or sign up. Then you get the frat boys and the freshmen and sophomores, and there's your twenty easy."
"Just in case, if there's any costs left when it's done, let me know," Jessica aid, standing up and stretching.
"We will," Bethani said.
"What can I help with?"
"We'll need some help decorating and setting some stuff up around campus the day of," Billy said. "Besides that, well, here's the thing. We want you and Corbin to be the guests of honor. And our guests, they need a couple escorts. Because you're going to be a part of the scavenger hunts."
"How so?" Jessica asked, grinning.
"You'll see. But who would you think would be a good fit for Corbin? Two women to keep him company all evening?"
Jessica thought about saying she'd do it, but she remembered her words to Corbin earlier. No attachments. She was already deeply invested in the guy and had to get her feelings in check. No falling in love. Not this fast after Lionel. Corbin was a project, a rebound. A friend, yes, and... well, the second-best lover of her life and in serious contention for taking over the number one spot, but still.
No falling for him.
Right.
"Sasha," Jessica said. "Windsor. I want to introduce the two of them anyways, and this is a good reason to."
"Oh yeahhh, they would make a cute couple," Bethani said thoughtfully. Why did that make Jessica want to grind her teeth? "I can see that."
"Brooke Wallace for the other one. She's-" in bed with him right now and I'm not, Jessica thought. "-hit it off with him pretty well too."
"Brooke and Corbin?" Billy asked. "Huh. Wouldn't have thought."
"Why not?" Jessica asked. "I mean besides their connection to Kenny, they're really great. He's cleaned up a lot and she... she's beautiful and kind and funny, and everything a guy could really fall for."
"Okay," Billy said. "I really didn't mean anything by it."
"How about you?" Bethani asked. "Who do you want for an escort?"
"Um." She settled on the first name and face that came to mind. "Shea, maybe, if he's around. Besides that, surprise me. You know my type. Lots of muscles, lots of inches."
"Sure," Bethani said. "Listen, Jessica, if you and Corbin are a thing, we can back off. This is just for fun. We have other ideas or you two can go together or..."
"No," Jessica said firmly. "It's not like that. It's really not. I just... think he's a great guy. He's good in bed, so whoever you send with him, make sure they drink lots of water beforehand."
Bethani giggled. "And how would you know?"
"Oh, I think you can imagine," Jessica said. "Let me know the details and how I can help. I should go check on the girl I'm babysitting. Talk soon?"



"Of course," Bethani said.
* * *
Jessica crept into her own house just after midnight, amused at the need but she wanted to be quiet to avoid waking her friends. The only lights on were the nightlights. Her childhood fear of the dark had never quite left her, as embarrassing as it was.
She changed out of her clothes and slipped on a robe in the downstairs bathroom, not wanting to wake up Corbin or Brooke. The house was old, and there was no helping the creak of the floorboards, but she managed to get up to her bedroom with only a few squeaks.
The tiny bit of light from the hallway nightlights outlined two forms on the bed. Corbin rested facedown on the side Jessica preferred. Brooke faced him, her body curved about like a bow, one arm underneath her pillow.
Jessica watched them for a while from the doorway, smiling faintly. This was so... homey. Lionel had never spent the night. She stayed at his house a few times but never the other way around. Corbin staying there seemed right somehow. Like he'd always belonged there.
Something in Jessica's heart crumbled and all the pretenses fled her mind at that moment. Yes. She was falling for Corbin. The goofy freshman had already worked his way into her heart and there was no more denying that. But it didn't change things. She would help him become the man he could be, and then things would run their course, as they always did for her. He would fall in love with a Brooke, or a Sasha, or even a Dr. Windsor, and... it would end. It had to. That was her lot in life.
But Jessica could be happy now with him, and take the small moments when she could. She let her robe fall to the side and stepped closer to the bed. She reached out, and with shaking fingers, stroked his cheek. He shifted, looking up at her with those sleepy, soulful eyes and smiling too.
"I missed you," Jessica whispered.
He moved backwards, and she slid into bed, facing him. Her hand stayed at his cheek and she stared into his eyes for long minutes. Then her lips came to his, soft, gentle kisses in the dark. He smelled of soap and his kisses tasted like her toothpaste. She smiled against his lips and his hand came down to her side, her back. His fingers splayed out and he pulled her tighter to him, his leg hooking around hers. She liked that and a breathy, almost inaudible moan escaped her. Her hand at his cheek went further down, trailing his shoulder, his arm, his chest, his stomach.
His hardness swelled between them, resting against her stomach. Jessica stroked him as they began to kiss anew, and his own fingers brushed her mound, her sex. She let go just long enough to pull the covers up over them both and returned to him, helping him, staring into his eyes and willing him not to hurt her even if she already knew this one was going to tear her apart worse than Lionel could ever do.
And it was okay, because she would get to have him for however long she could.
Jessica moved her hand to Corbin's butt and pulled him to her until he was resting on top of her, one hand beside her shoulder, his cock still against her stomach. Their lips met again and again as warmth spread through her. He slid down her body, working in the darkness to find her nipples with his tongue and his mouth.
She ran her fingers through his long hair as he dipped lower still, his mouth brushing her belly, her mound, her hips. She whimpered when he finally kissed her cunt, and arched her butt to meet his tongue as it slid through her. This was so much better than their first time together, so very right, and she gripped his hair, clinging him to her as she tried not to make a sound.
Two fingers slid into her and his tongue dragged against her clit, making her jump with the sudden, unexpected pleasure. Jessica crossed her feet on his back, her ass rising up as the sensations threatened to overwhelm her. For long minutes his tongue played and his fingers danced in and out of her, and she rose with it, dancing with the sensations coursing through her.
She had to let go of his hair to ball up a fist and stuff it against her mouth, cresting so hard and so fast she almost couldn't fight back the laugh bubbling up instinctually out of her. The warmth just kept going and going, rolling through her with such sharp highs. The orgasm left her motionless, left her breathless, thoughtless, her body and Corbin's magnificent tongue her only connection to this world.
He kept going.
His fingers slid in and out of her, so very wet. Her butt came slowly back down and she breathed through her nose, still fighting off her body's natural need to laugh. Senses finally returned to her but she felt like she was floating. His tongue, his fingers, she felt all these things, but it was like she was two women, one being made whole again, the other letting go.
Slowly Jessica returned to him, her Corbin.
"I need you," she whispered.
He rose up her body, lips at her chin, her cheek. Into her ear, he breathed, "I don't know where the condoms are."
Her mind fluttered through hazy thoughts. Her IUD, she re-upped it in the summer, it was okay, it was okay, he could pull out when he was ready, it would be okay. She didn't realize she was breathing the words out loud until her hand circled his prick and she snapped back to the moment. His tip pressed against her sex and she whispered into his ear, "Please, Corbin."
He sank into her, their bodies joining slowly, joyfully. Their skin knew what their hearts were trying to fight, and bound to each other anyways. His hand dipped down to her thigh, her hip, and then he was lifting it just slightly. So gentle and so slow he found Jessica's depths and she pulled his face to her, kissing him, tasting herself on his lips.
He rocked. There was no better word for it. His length ground against her spot sending endless short bursts of pleasure through her. Already well-satisfied, Jessica wrapped her arms around him and hung on. Their bodies slid against one another under the comforter and it was so good, so wonderfully good. He rocked, and her body thrilled to it, taking all of him and willing Corbin to never leave.
He dropped a hand to her mound and she joined him, keeping him right there, rubbing the soft stretch of skin there. It was good, so good, and her legs came up, her knees rising almost to her breasts. She gasped in the darkness, the loudest sound either of them made yet. Full. So full and so warm and so very whole again.
Jessica came again. It wracked her hard but she stayed silent, her chin dipping to her collar, her eyes squeezing shut. His forehead rested against hers, his breath ragged. They rocked together again, his hips rolling with more urgency. Had to be close.
"Jessica..." he breathed.
She meant to tell him to pull out, but the thought of Corbin leaving her in that moment was too much and she dug her nails in, her forehead still to his, her hips rocking too.
"Jessica." Louder, more urgent.
"Just... just..." she panted, but he pulled out of her, a sharp gesture that left her whimpering with need. She wanted him to spill inside her. She wanted to feel him bloom. Her legs dropped and warmth streaked across her belly, her pelvis.
Corbin collapsed beside her, his breaths slowly evening out as they kissed in the afterglow. His arm wrapped around her protectively, and slowly he sank down into the murk.
And over his shoulder, cast in only the faintest hint of light, Brooke watched them, eyes gleaming. She and Jessica stared at each other for a long minute. "No one gets hurt. Your words," Brooke whispered.
Stung, Jessica flipped over onto her other side. Corbin pulled her back to him, his warmth lighting her up all over again despite Brooke's words ringing in her ears.
No one gets hurt.
(Note from Ian Snow - much like New Man, this story is going to start branching out into other categories than Erotic Coupling. Thanks for reading!)
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Corbin had the best view in the world. In white shorts that just barely reached below her cheeks, Jessica's taut, tiny bottom was right above face level. He couldn't decide if her butt was the better view or her long legs, gleaming from a recent application of lotion.
She handed another action figure back to him, but Corbin was too entranced by thoughts of pulling those shorts down and tugging aside her barely-there thong to run his tongue from her bud to her pussy. Every night since she and their friend Brooke gave him fiery lessons on oral, Corbin demonstrated to Jessica with wild enthusiasm his new skills. Brooke hadn't come around since, but Corbin didn't really notice. He was trying to figure out where he and Jessica stood.
They promised each other pretty early on that this was a "friends with benefits" situation. Jess was fresh off a bad breakup and Corbin knew he wasn't in her league. But still, he thought for a brief moment they might be rising towards something bigger. The same night of the oral lessons, Jessica came to him after Brooke had fallen asleep and they made love. Not fucked, but made love. It couldn't be called anything else. Her words that night - "I missed you" - rang in his ears, drove him forward, made him grin each morning he woke up in her bed. But while they had at least a bout of intense sex every night she came back from a babysitting job or him from his duties at the sports complex, they never repeated the lovemaking.
He tried to initiate it himself the night afterwards, but Jessica took over, bouncing on his cock with an enthusiasm that bordered on manic. She fucked him until his groin actually hurt from her slamming down on him. That had been fun, as had all the sex since then, but he craved that intimacy too, and wondered if it might have been too ephemeral to hold onto.
They still had that one night, though, and he could cling to that for years if he had to.
"You're staring again," Jessica said, wiggling her butt.
"Yuuuuup," Corbin agreed, grinning. He might have blushed just a week ago, but he knew by now Jessica liked him watching. He took the action figure from her and pinched her butt with his other hand. "Thinking about Brooke spanking you while you were sitting on her face."
"Mmm, that was fun," Jessica said as he dropped the action figure into a box. "Someday, one of us is going to have to teach you about anal."
Corbin nearly choked, but managed to croak out, "We could, uh, definitely go over the course material tonight if you wanted."
"Oh no. I'm saving that one. Special occasion or something. Or maybe just when I really can't take the wait any longer." She looked over her shoulder, grinning. "But I like it, just like Brooke, so once we do have it, I'll be wanting it now and again."
"I can... uh... I can handle that."
"Thought you could." She handed him another action figure.
Voices down the hallway broke out, Corbin's roommate Sam among them. Corbin winced. He thought he could get this done while Sam was gone. He wasn't sure his roommate would understand. Jessica told him with more women interested in him, it wasn't just his looks or his way of dressing that needed an upgrade, but the way he presented himself, and that included his half of his dorm room.
Sam burst through the door, grinning until he saw what was going on. "What are you doing?"
"Hi Sam," Corbin said, dropping another figure into the box.
"Hi," Sam said. He repeated himself. "What are you doing? You're not moving, are you?"
"No," Corbin said. "You're stuck with me. I'm taking down most my decorations. Time to let some of that stuff go, you know?"
Sam didn't respond to that. He sat on his bed, glancing up at Jessica's butt in her shorts as she grabbed another figure. Then he looked away, blushing. "Why?"
"Because things are kind of changing for me," Corbin said. "I need to be, I don't know, more presentable?"
"Oh. So this isn't... presentable."
"Sam," Corbin said, sighing. Like he expected, this was tanking.
"Should I go?" Jessica asked.
"No, it's all right," Sam said.
Corbin added, "Your half of the room is fine. Sam, that's not what I meant. I don't want to change anything about you. But my stuff, it needs to go." He took the last few action figures from Jessica.
"Sure," Sam said, swinging his legs up onto his bed and crossing his ankles. "Are you getting rid of it?"
"I'm probably just going to pitch the posters unless you want them. The action figures I'm going to try to sell online."
Sam shifted and looked at him. "Would you let me hang onto them? Just for a few months while I try to save up some money? Then if I can match whatever you'd get for them online, I'll buy them from you?"
Corbin blinked at him. "Yeah. That would be all right. Did I piss you off?"
Jessica turned and plopped down on the bed. She kept quiet, watching the two roommates.
"No. Things are just... getting weird, I guess. I'm sorry, that's not what I meant. I'm happy for you. Hey, um, want to play Ark tonight?"
Corbin shook his head. "I can't. I'm going to be helping out Jessica and her friends with putting on the scavenger hunt." He was still unaware the Bends, the campus-wide party and scavenger hunt combo, was to raise money for repairs to his car and net him a little extra cash after some troubles he had with a couple of bullying football players.
"Did you want to come along?" Jessica asked. "We can always use more help and it's a lot of fun."
Sam stood up. "No. It's okay."
"There are always teams looking for another member, too," Jessica said. "Could play along if you've got a little extra cash."
"You don't have to do that," Sam said.
Corbin reached out to grasp his roommate's shoulder. "Sam, come on, man, you're obviously pissed."
"No, I just don't want to be invited to things out of pity. You got popular and that's really awesome. It is. But I don't want to be the roommate who stands around at the party because you have a really hot girlfriend." Sam realized too late what he'd said and his eyes bulged. Without a word, he darted for the door and ran out of there.
Corbin sat on the bed next to Jessica. "Damn. I'm sorry. I thought this was going to blow up in my face."
"We can put everything back up."
"No," he said. "I think you're right. It's time to be a little less childish."
"That's not what I said, Corbin."
"But it is what you meant."
She sighed. "Yes. I guess so. Are we really arguing about this? I just told you, I'd help you put it all back up. I'm not trying to dictate your life. I'm just trying to help you be the man you have the potential to be."
"But the man I am isn't enough," he said.
"Uhhh-gain, not what I said," Jessica said.
"And uhhhh-gain, it's what you meant," Corbin said, imitating her.
"Okay." Jessica headed for the door but spun and looked at him before she left. "You know what? You can go to the scavenger hunt alone tonight. When you're not acting like an asshole, give me a call."
"If you're not going, I'm not."
"You have to."
"I don't care about getting stupidly drunk and trying to get a picture kicking a field goal or something."
"No, you don't understand. You. Have. To. Go."
"Why?" Corbin asked.
"Because you're the stupid guest of honor, you... you..." She balled up her hands and hit her thighs.
"Guest of honor?" Corbin asked. "What are you talking about?"
"Urrrrrgh. Can you just not make me spoil everything and go? Please?"
"Jessica, what-?"
But she was already going, and slammed the door behind her.
* * *
"Goddamn it, Corbin," Jessica muttered to herself, trying to settle into her side-reclining leg lift. Usually yoga was her happy place and helped her relax, but today, she was in serious danger of pulling something.
How could he be so thick-headed? After she came home from babysitting the night before, it was still early enough they could talk after they fucked. She introduced him to one of her favorite positions, on her knees on the couch, her ass jutting out while he rammed her from behind with one foot up on the couch beside her. He took her so deep and so hard that way, and obviously it was good for him too.
Jessica nearly begged him to rip off the condom and come in her. Ever since they made love the night of Corbin's oral lessons, she couldn't shake the images of the last few frantic minutes of that lifechanging sex, of the growing need inside her for Corbin to come without a condom, to fill her with his warmth. She had to get her IUD reupped. It hadn't been all that long but the fantasy held a dangerous sway over her mind and she knew herself well enough to realize she would probably beg Corbin for it at some point, and him being him, he would happily fulfill her fantasy even if he had to know the risk.
But last night, after they fell apart and crashed on the couch beside each other, both of them sweaty and breathless, Corbin looked around and said, "You know, I really like how you decorated this place."
All her meaningful photographs were upstairs, the ones with friends and family. Downstairs, in the living room, Jessica decorated with relatively cheap art she found at a Ross's. Landscapes, mostly, but there was a trio of tree paintings she really liked in particular.
"Thanks."
"It looks... grown-up." He chuckled. "Not that you aren't. Just... it suits you."
"We could do something similar with your dorm room, if you want."
"I like my action figures," he protested good-naturedly.
She grinned. "Oh yeah, it's definitely awesome... if you were looking to hang out with twelve-year-olds."
"Ouch."
"I'm just saying, imagine enticing Dr. Windsor back there and getting her in your bed so she can get some good loving and stare up at Dr. Dementor."
"Doctor Doom," he said, swatting her butt when she stood up. "I know it looks... well... yeah, like a kid's room."
She headed for the kitchen and he hefted himself up and followed. "It's like anything else, Corbin. Sex is half the equation. You're already good at that. The other half is presentation. I have friends who would walk into that room, laugh, and walk out, no matter how big your dick is."
"Is it that bad?" he asked as she fetched a glass jar full of sun tea out of the fridge.
"It's pretty bad," she said, grinning. "I can help you upgrade it, if you want."
He collected a pair of glasses from the dishwasher and she poured them both a cup. Finally, Corbin said, "All right. Let's do it. We'll get rid of the action figures and the posters."
"We should maybe get you new sheets, too."
"Those are from my grandmother!" he said.
"They're flower print. I don't know how better to convince you. They. Are. Flower. Print. I think your grandmother was trolling you."
Now, after their fight, Jessica moved from pose to pose, thinking about their dumb argument. She knew it was dumb. She felt in her bones they weren't going to be mad at each other long, but damn it, she was helping him become a man, not a toy-collecting zit-faced teenager who-
Her doorbell rang. She dropped her leg and stood upright, muttering under her breath. She wanted to punch someone.
It was Brooke in a white skirt and a pink spaghetti-strap top that left her stomach bare and her cleavage on full display. Jessica eyeballed her like a T-bone steak.
"Hey, you. Thought I'd come by a little early and-"
Jessica grabbed her by the arm and jerked her inside. "I need someone to fuck and you're it."
"Well, okay," Brooke said as Jessica slammed the door shut behind her. The black-haired beauty dropped to her knees right there in front of Brooke and shoved the blonde back to the door. "Wow, you're really-" Jessica shot her hand up and yanked down Brooke's bikini briefs. "Yup, we're doing this right here. I like the enthusiasm."
"Oh my God, shut up and let me lick your pussy," Jessica growled.
Brooke giggled helplessly and raised the front of her skirt up for Jessica. Unlike their lessons teaching Corbin to go down on a woman, this was pure frantic fun. Jessica buried her mouth against Brooke's cunt, driving her tongue deep and flicking it up towards her clit. That magic little button got some attention from fingers on one hand. She played it with sharp little tweaks and flicks as her tongue and mouth shot up and down the length of Brooke's pussy.
Brooke used the time well too. She slid the shoulder down on her top, letting one nipple slip free. This she cupped as she watched Jessica's dark, angry eyes stare back up at her. She might have been surprised at the suddenness of Jessica's desires but she threw herself into it, one leg coming up and over Jessica's shoulder, giving the other woman more room to lick and play.
Jessica waggled her tongue side to side, then back up and down, finding the pleasure centers Brooke really liked and going for broke. One hand stayed at the other woman's clit, the other shot up to pinch and squeeze the tit the blonde wasn't playing with.
"Oh fuck, Jessica," Brooke whimpered. "Lick my pussy, slut."
Jessica chuckled darkly into Brooke's folds and did just that. Her own slit demanded attention but she was saving that. She wanted to ride that edge for later, for Shea and whoever else Billy and his girlfriend had lined up to escort her around during the scavenger hunt. She wanted to do some dirty, nasty shit that night and she wanted to be fucked good and proper. True, Corbin was absolutely amazing at that, but she'd been letting her guard down way too often around him lately. No getting hurt, she told herself, her chin dripping Brooke.
Corbin. Goddamn Corbin.
"Nnnn, right there, flick my clit, flick it hard," Brooke begged. Jessica did, getting mean with it, then she swapped her fingers for her lips and her tongue, sucking and licking her little clit while she pumped Brooke full of three fingers, then four. The other woman's foot kicked her back reflexively, her eyes bulging as Jessica's slim fingers filled her completely. Jessica was going to make Brooke come faster than Corbin. Take THAT, asshole.
"Jesssss," Brooke moaned. "Oh Jess, oh, oh, fuck..."
Jessica slurped on her clit and sucked it back down. Her hand on Brooke's clothed tit yanked the fabric down, snapping the thin strap. She shot up to her feet to suck the nipple into her mouth, still pumping the other woman's cunt. Brooke roped her leg around Jessica's and stared down at her, mouth agape, cheeks brilliantly red. Her thighs were so damp, so messy, and she came with a wordless cry. A sharp jolt made her back arch and Jessica rose up higher, kissing Brooke, sucking in her tongue as she still finger-fucked the other woman.
"Good, good, so, nnngh, good, but Jess, we gotta get ready, we gotta goooo," Brooke moaned.
"Nuh uh. We're staying here. Screw the Bends. Stupid Corbin. I don't need him. I just need this pussy."
Brooke reached down and grabbed her hand. A tiny smile played at her face as she slowly pulled Jessica's fingers free. "Ahhh, that's what's got you riled up."
"He's an asshole!"
"What did he do?"
"Okay, so he's not... you know, a Kenny level asshole, but he's a buttface jerkwad jerking... jerk." Jessica stormed away, heading for the stairs. "Come on, we'll get you a different shirt."
"Yes, ma'am," Brooke said, sounding all too amused for Jessica's liking. "So? What did he do?"
"He wanted me to help him clean up his room. When I did, he got upset with me."
"Clean up his...? Nuh uh. Try again. Details. I need details."
Jessica filled Brooke in as she dug through her closet. They found a tank about in Brooke's size, and she tugged it on.
"So, to recap," Brooke said, teasing her blonde waves with Jessica's comb as Jessica leaned against the wall, "you told the really great guy you're with that he could be an even greater guy if he got rid of some of what makes him who he is."
"That's not... urgh..."
Brooke continued like Jessica hadn't said anything. "He agrees, you help him, then he has doubts and you double down?"
"Come on, he had action figures and anime posters on the wall."
"I'm not disagreeing with you," Brooke said, turning and giving Jessica a devious grin she wanted to slap off the other woman's face. Or... well... ride until Jessica came all over her mouth. "But he's going through some big changes. You know?"
"You are so not supposed to take his side. You're supposed to be all, 'Jess, mm hm, you are so right,' and 'damn, I should totally chew his butt out tonight.'"
"Well, I think you two are being adorable," Brooke said, and kissed the tip of Jessica's nose. "Your first fight as a couple."
"We are not a couple!"
"Mm hm." Brooke's voice went soft and breathy. "'I missed you.'"
"A, shut up. You weren't supposed to hear that. B, we're still just friends with benefits. I'm going to be riding Shea like a cowboy in a few hours if there's any goodness left in the world. And maybe someone else too. Billy didn't tell you who my other escort was, did he?"
"Nope, but Bethani did. I might have even told you, but you're not going, right?"
Jessica glared at her, then huffed. "Corbin's still a jerk."
"Maybe," Brooke said serenely. "So does that mean you changed your mind again?"
They stared at one another for a long moment, then Jessica's lips quirked upwards. "Let me brush my teeth." She jabbed Brooke in the boob. "But we're not a couple."
"Uh huh."
* * *
Corbin didn't see Sam when he came back from classes that afternoon. After shaving and dressing in a pair of khakis and a black tee, he wrote out a night telling his roommate to come by the parking lot of Riverton Hall if he wanted to check out the scavenger hunt.
He tried calling Jessica, mostly to apologize, but also just to hear her voice. She didn't pick up. That stung, but there was nothing he could do about it. She had a point. His dorm had looked like a child's playroom. Now it seemed presentable, even classy, insofar as a dorm room could be considered classy. The sheets Jessica gave him were a sleek, simple gray with a feel like silk. The walls were barren, but he realized now that looked pretty okay. Not every surface needed to be covered in some ridiculous promotion of fandom.
But while the personal changes he made felt like discovering a new side of himself, this carried weight to it. He didn't want Sam to feel like he was being left in the lurch.
He sighed, unsure how to make it better, and left the note propped on Sam's pillow.
The dorm was a good half-mile walk, giving him a little time to think. More and more people around campus recognized him now that he was sorta kinda dating Jessica Nakamura, though their hellos when he passed sent him into a darker funk. He should be walking with her. She was the only reason people really liked him.
The thought was ugly and unlike him. Corbin knew he struck it lucky with his friendship-with-benefits with Jessica but there was Brooke, and she genuinely seemed to like him too. And Sandra, that clerk at the department store he hooked up with as sort of a strange test run of his newfound confidence, she mentioned offhandedly their sex was the best she ever had. Maybe she was stroking his ego but even so, that was still a pretty big compliment.
Jessica was great, and late at night, when he held her to him, he thought maybe he was in love. But nearly every day she worked in a reminder that they were just friends, even if it was the most confusing "just friends" in the history of the term. He wanted to tell her his feelings but Corbin knew that would sink their friendship, and that was more important to him than his gut instinct to tell her...
No. The words, that he loved Jessica, were too hard to hold onto. He had to get used to the idea that this was temporary.
A four-seater golf cart headed down the road he walked beside. The cute blonde in the driver's seat might occupy a much smaller place in his heart than Jessica, but he still warmed to the sight of Brooke, as he always did. She honked and pulled to a stop next to him, grinning.



"Hey handsome. Want a ride?"
She looked fantastic in a skirt and a tight tank. Corbin leaned in and gave her a kiss, a move he would have been way too nervous to make just a couple weeks ago. "Hey, Brooke. I'd love one. You doing the scavenger hunt tonight?"
"Yup," she said, grinning. She winked at him. "I'm one of your escorts for the evening."
"Sorry, what?" he asked, heading around to the other side to hop in beside her.
She dropped a hand to his hip and brushed his cock. "Mm hm. I'm supposed to keep you company. Start to finish." She turned around gave him another good squeeze. "Mind that?"
"Not a bit, but why are you escorting me?" he asked.
"I'll let Billy and Bethani explain." She gave him one last squeeze and returned her hand to the wheel. "And there will be one other fine-ass woman keeping you company this evening."
"Jessica?"
"Nope. It'll be a surprise. By the way? She is spitting fire about you."
He groaned. "I tried to call her and say I'm sorry."
"Yeah, maybe give it until tomorrow," Brooke said. "She'll be fine. Besides, it didn't sound like you were entirely in the wrong."
"Maybe not, but I still came across like I didn't appreciate what she was doing. That's really crappy of me."
"It is unfair how nice a guy you are, you know that?" Brooke asked. "Which is why tonight, you are under official orders to let go. Have fun." She glanced sidelong at him. "Take what you want to take."
His heart picked up its pace. "That include you, maybe after we're done with the scavenger hunt?"
"Oh, if we wait that long, I'll be disappointed."
"Well... we could always sk..." Skip this, Corbin meant to say, but then he saw it. Covered in sheets, a car in the middle of the Riverton Hall parking lot was surrounded by Jessica, Billy Calcagni, Billy's girlfriend, and a brunette with her hair in a long ponytail Corbin didn't recognize. A few other people stood all around it too, and when Jessica pointed, they started cheering and clapping.
Corbin grinned, "No way."
Billy and Jessica tugged back the sheets on the car, and there it was, Corbin's old beater, now sitting on four freshly replaced tires and side windows. He stood up in the golf cart, hanging out the side. "No way!" he shouted gleefully, and beside him, Brooke whooped.
They came to a stop just feet away from Billy and Bethani, his girlfriend. "Surprise, my man," Billy said. "All paid for."
"This was you?" Corbin asked, jumping out.
"My idea, maybe, but Jessica, Brooke, Bethani, everyone volunteering for this tonight... they all did just as much, Corb."
"Coming in for a hug," Corbin said, and grabbed the other man. Billy laughed delightedly and pounded his back with his not inconsiderable fists. Corbin pulled back. "And thanks. Without you and your friends, I think Lloyd and C-Note would have broken my arm. Maybe worse. I can't thank you enough."
Billy gripped his shoulder. "You're one of us, bud. The rest of the wrestlers and a whole lot of the football team, they feel the same way. They're going to be out there tonight, helping put this on or joining in. And if you ever need us, you know where we are. We always got your back."
Bethani slid in beside them. She was a tall, statuesque Midwestern blonde, with the sort of corn silk hair he saw in at least half his classmates back home in South Dakota. They'd only bumped into each other a few times at the gym, but she was always nice. "Hey you."
"Hey yourself, Bethani," Corbin said, giving her a hug too. "Thank you for this."
"Aw, all Billy and Company. I just had the idea for the Bends to be the thing to help raise some money for this." She gestured at the brunette with the long braid. "Corbin, this is Sasha Windsor. Sasha, Corbin."
"Oh hey!" Corbin said, reaching a hand out to shake. "I have a class with your mom, I think. Dr. Windsor?"
Sasha smiled. With the smooth features of her heart-shaped face, she gave her mother a run for one of the most beautiful women Corbin had ever seen. The khaki shorts and green vee-necked top she wore didn't hurt his eyes either, especially given how snugly they fit her curvy frame.
"Yes, that would be her. It's really nice to meet you. Brooke and Jess had a lot of great things to say." She held his hand a moment longer, then let it drop. Her dark eyes twinkled, and she added, "I'm supposed to be your escort tonight. Probably doesn't have quite the same meaning as Brooke, but it'll be great to get to know you."
Brooke sauntered by and slapped Sasha's butt. "You say that now."
Sasha rolled her eyes theatrically and Corbin grinned. "Whatever happens or doesn't, nice to finally put a face to the name."
He was introduced to a few more people but kept casting glances in Jessica's direction. She watched him in return, her expression unreadable. Standing behind her was a tall guy in gray jeans and a yellow checked shirt with a cowboy hat so big it threatened to buckle his neck. Another, a heavily muscled guy with frizzy blond hair Corbin recognized from the gym complex waited off to the side.
Corbin said to a group of people, "Hey, can you give me a second?" He broke away, and Jess watched him come to her, her lips pursed. "Hey, I wanted-"
"Corbin, have you met Shea and Mike?" Jessica asked, stepping back and gesturing at the cowboy and the tank. "Billy wanted me to have escorts tonight too. I guess we're both guests of honor."
Corbin fought back an insane urge to punch both men. Instead, he reached out to shake Shea's hand. The guy had a grip like iron, and made sure Corbin knew it. "Pleasure," Corbin said.
"Yeah. You too."
Corbin shook with the bored-looking blond, then said to Jessica, "Do you think we could talk a minute?"
"No. I don't."
"Please."
She only glared at him in response.
Stepping in, he murmured, "Jessica, I need to know what the boundaries are tonight."
"You were a jerk earlier, so we're both going to have our fun."
Corbin smiled tightly. "Right. Just friends with benefits. Like you're always saying."
"Goddamn right," Jessica snapped.
"Are we really fighting over-?" Corbin started, but she was already whirling away.
"Billy, what can we help with?" she asked loudly, ignoring him. The blond guy snorted, and Shea gave Corbin a grin and a shrug.
Damn it. Well, he'd still be with Brooke and the gorgeous Sasha. If this was what Jessica wanted, so be it.
* * *
As the guests of honor, Jessica and Corbin wouldn't be taking part in the scavenger hunt, but helping in a way to put it on. They would each be chauffeured around in golf carts, changing spots every half hour until ten, with updates as to where they were uploaded by their escorts on Twitter and Instagram. One of the scavenger hunt tasks for every team was to get a picture of someone getting a kiss from Corbin, Jessica, or their escorts, so long as Corbin or Jess were in the frame too.
Billy being Billy, he wasn't going to let them just sit around either. At each spot, Corbin and Jessica would have to take a picture with a prop at a campus landmark. Billy and Bethani would judge each picture, and by the end of the night, whoever had the best photographs would get a date with their escorts at a bar and grill downtown, all paid for. Jessica and Corbin would each be hitting different spots on campus at different times, so someone was always going to be able to see what the other one posted for a picture and try to one-up them.
Corbin looked enthused about it but Jessica was there to wipe the smile off his stupid jerk face. It was high time she reminded herself why she wasn't going to fall hard for him the way she had with Lionel and a couple other exes. Sure, Corbin was fundamentally way nicer than those guys ever were and he was so attentive in bed but how dare he... he...
...worry that he was changing too much too quickly?
Okay, it was getting harder and harder to really hold onto why she was so furious with him. But she was, and seeing Brooke so obviously playing it up by wrapping an arm around his waist and being the dutiful escort really kind of hurt too. Yeah, Jessica had fooled around with her earlier but she knew there was nothing between her and Brooke. It was harmless. It was just letting off some steam.
So why was she so upset about the idea of Brooke and Corbin doing the same thing?
"You all right?" Shea asked her.
"I'm fine."
"You, ah, kinda had your jaw clenched."
Shea was smart enough to back away when she glared at him.
The teams streamed in fast. The Representatives, a group of seniors in charge of the campus's biggest parties, had a deal with security for them to mostly look away so long as the scavenger hunt didn't get too crazy. The captains all were given lists of their tasks and their pictures taken in case someone tried to swoop in and play who hadn't paid the admission price. No one but the captains would be allowed to turn in the sheets or upload the pictures of the activities in the hunt.
The turnout surprised all of them, even Billy, who predicted that this would be their best year yet, and he was right. They would make quite a bit more cash than he expected, and Corbin would reap the benefits. Good for him, Jessica thought. He can go buy more toys.
Then she immediately felt shitty when Corbin stepped forward. "Hey, uh, Billy. How about we used a hundred and fifty of this for a second-place finish? You know? Kinda sweeten the pot?"
Goddamn it. Why did he have to be so decent?
Billy clapped Corbin's shoulder. "Hey man, that's awesome. I'll tweet it out."
Jessica stared at Corbin. He glanced over then looked away again. He'd probably just done that to impress her.
God, why was she so angry with him? She knew that wasn't who he was. Of course it wasn't. But if he was an asshole it would make the inevitable breakup so much easier to handle. Not that they were going out. They were strictly friends with benefits. And Jessica was a friend who would straight up stab Brooke if she touched Corbin's ass while winking at Sasha again.
And Sasha, well... Sasha was stunning. Jessica didn't really have a mental top list of the sexiest women at school, but if someone said they thought Sasha deserved to be on top of it, she would have nodded. Sasha screamed easy coolness, and with her curves and nearly flawless features, she was as big a fantasy as her mother. Jessica hoped she and Corbin hit it off in a vaguely uneasy way. Sasha and Dr. Windsor felt to her like the end game for solidifying Corbin's presence on campus as the biggest stud around, and after that, Jessica wouldn't really be necessary in his life. She'd be getting ready for grad school and he... he'd keep having his fun with whoever he wanted after that.
So while Sasha was a necessary part of the plan, Jessica couldn't help a pang of... what, exactly? Jealousy? She couldn't be jealous if this was what she knew was going to happen. Corbin was always going to move on.
Right?
A timer on Bethani's phone beeped. She gave Billy a thumbs-up and he clapped his hands. "All right, Jess, Corbin, time for you both to get to your first spots. Escorts, thanks for agreeing to this. I hope you have fun too. See you guys at ten."
Corbin gave Jessica one last look then he kissed the side of Brooke's head. Her blonde friend grinned at Jessica, and gave Corbin's butt one more squeeze. Oh, that little...
"Ready?" Mike asked Jessica. She turned to him, and watching Corbin, she grabbed his collar and yanked him down to lay a kiss on him. He smelled like too much body spray and she nearly gagged, but she'd be damned if she was going to let Brooke do this without making Corbin squirm too.
She turned to Shea and made a came hither motion. He did, grinning, and she jumped up, wrapping her legs around his waist and grabbing the back of his neck. Her kiss to him was even bigger, and Corbin's eyes bulged.
Just friends, her ass. She was going to get laid, and laid good.
"Ohhh, I'm going to regret this," Sasha said, coming up to Corbin's other side. "But you really, really need to lay a revenge one on me right now."
"What?" Jessica squawked, unable to help herself.
Corbin took Sasha in his arms, and without hesitation, gave her a kiss that left the brunette's toes digging into her sandals. Brooke clapped. "Oooh. Relationship drama."
Both Corbin and Jessica snapped at the same time, "We're not in a relationship."
Not a single soul there believed them.
* * *
"I'm not sure I get it," Sasha said. "You two seem pretty cozy, but you and Jessica..."
She was driving while Corbin and Brooke sat in the back of the same four-seat golf cart Brooke picked him up in earlier. Brooke had one hand close to his groin like she was guarding his dick. He didn't exactly mind.
"Ah, that's, uh, complicated," Corbin said. "I helped her out with a thing, and she's been, ah, teaching me how to be a bit more... sociable."
"She's teaching him to fuck like a sex god," Brooke said.
Sasha laughed. "What?"
"Oh yeah," Brooke said as Corbin rubbed his eyes and tried not to grin. "Jess found out he had some, mm, very natural talent, so she's been teaching him all the ins and outs. And he's been one hell of a student."
"Jesus, Brooke," Corbin said, but his tone was anything but severe.
"Eh, maybe you'll see later, Sasha," Brooke said.
Sasha glanced back at them, amused. "I wasn't kidding about not sleeping with you. I'm here because I'm friends with Bethani and Jessica."
"But you wouldn't mind if him and I fooled around back here, would you?" Brooke asked.
"I... guess not?" Sasha asked.
They were almost to their first destination, the cafeteria's parking lot. Still early in the evening, students streamed in and out, but it was easy to spot the pair of gargantuan male and female wrestlers waiting for them. They hurried to the golf cart, big grins on their faces.
"Hope you've got some clever ideas," Adina said. The standout of the women's wrestling team was squat and wider shouldered than Corbin. He'd seen her work out at the gym and her dead lifts were awe-inspiring. "They've already posted their first picture and it's pretty good."
"Hey, Adina, hey Phil," Corbin said, hopping off the cart and shaking their hands. "What are we supposed to do?"
"You're going to pose in front of the burger guy sign with an ice cream cone," Phil said. "All three of you. Then you hang out for half an hour and give kisses to all the Benders."
Sasha ran in for the ice cream cone. Brooke and Corbin brainstormed quickly while they checked their phones for the picture Jessica posted. It was pretty good, as Adina said. In front of the big stone championship ring in front of the athletic complex, both Mike and Shea were on their knees with Jessica standing on top of their backs in a cheerleader pose.
"We can do better than that," Brooke said dismissively. "And now we know where we'll have to go eventually, so start thinking of ideas there too."
"But first here," Corbin said, looking at the Burger Guy.
Ten or so years ago, the administration decided in its infinite wisdom that a glaring sign reading WATSON CAFETERIA wasn't good enough. Two of the school's questionably better artists were brought in to create a billboard of a chubby cartoon man eating a big sloppy burger. The thing was hideous, with a tiny red pig nose, inexplicably missing teeth, and a long red tongue that would have made Gene Simmons blush.
Sasha came back out with a pair of small vanilla cones and a smile. "I have an idea, Brooke, if you're willing to get a little, mm, silly with it."
"Define silly," Brooke said, clearly interested.
"We hold the cones with our cleavage on either side of Corbin-"
"And we take pictures of him licking it up," Brooke said, snatching one of the cones away from the other woman.
"Uh, not where I was going with that, but-"
"But it's perfect, that's what it is," Brooke said. She grabbed Sasha's arm and pulled her towards the Burger Guy sign. "Come on, Corbin."
"Suuure," he said dazedly. Man, his life got weird.
* * *
Jessica stared at the picture of Corbin licking up ice cream practically right from Sasha's big breasts and scowled. "Motherfucker!" she snapped.
"Um, can I get a kiss... for the... picture thing?" a nervous freshman said, holding up his scavenger hunt list.
Jessica snatched at his shirt and pulled him in to kiss his cheek. He held out his phone and took a picture before stumbling away, shouting over his shoulder, "Thank you!"
"You, ah, sure seem into that guy for being just friends," Shea said, sitting against the stone ring.
"I knew he and Brooke were going to have some fun. I expect that," Jessica muttered to herself. "But Sasha? That fast? Ugh. No class."
Seated in the golf cart with his feet up on the dash, Mike said to Shea, "Yeah. Definitely just pals."
"We're going to kick their ass tonight. We are so going to kick their ass tonight," Jessica said. "And we need to sexy this up, boys. Shirts off the rest of the night when we get to the next spot."
"Yours too?" Mike asked hopefully. Shea glared at him but no one was paying him a bit of attention.
"Oooh, I'm going to make him regret pissing me off," Jessica said.
* * *
The picture sent a thrill of jealousy through Corbin. He stared at it, then glared at it. Jessica, with her back to the camera, stood with her hands on Mike and Shea's bared chests, facing the opposite direction. The camera was so low it gave a great peek at the bottom of Jessica's cheeks in her shorts. Whatever school monument was in the background could barely be seen.
"She's doing it on purpose," Brooke said gleefully.
"Oh absolutely," Sasha said. "That's a revenge pic if I've ever seen one."
"We aren't in a relationship!" Corbin protested. "She can't have revenge if we're not even a couple."
"You are so a couple," Sasha said.
"Yup," Brooke agreed. "You bozos haven't realized it yet, but you are."
"We need a revenge revenge pic," Sasha said thoughtfully.
"We really do," Brooke agreed. "They went shirtless. So should we."
"Not going that far," Sasha said, laughing. "But you do you."
"Now there's a thought for a revenge pic," Brooke said. "Me doing me. Hm."
"He's not even paying attention," Sasha said.
Corbin, still staring at his phone, muttered, "Yeah, that'd make for a great picture. Whatever you think."
Sasha glanced back at Brooke as she drove, and they winked at each other.
Their next destination was the school's amphitheater near the center of campus in between three major education buildings. The drive was a short one, and they immediately caught the attention of two teams of scavengers as they approached. Corbin was just as surprised as he was at the cafeteria when a pretty sophomore from one team wanted her kiss to come from him. He meant to kiss her cheek but she playfully twisted her head at the last second and brushed the corner of his lips as she snapped a picture.
"Had to try to steal you from Jessie," she sang out as she darted away, her teammates laughing it up at his blushing and obvious discomfort.
"It's adorable he doesn't know how handsome he is," Brooke said. Their two hosts at the amphitheater introduced themselves and give them their prop - a big book of modern plays.
"Right, theater, theater," Sasha said
"Sexy theater," Brooke amended.
Corbin ignored her. "What if one of us was doing a dramatic pose like we were reading from the book, and the other two are seated and watching?"
"I like it," Sasha said.
"Little boring," Brooke said. Corbin arched an eyebrow and she ignored him. "Wait. Wait! No. It's a brilliant idea." To one of their hosts, she said sweetly, "James, would you come here and take our picture for us?"
"Sure!"
The guy hustled over, and Corbin's eyes widened as Brooke detailed her plan. Sasha rubbed her forehead and groaned, "Guys, my mom is definitely going to see these."



"She's seen Corbin with a hard-on. Don't worry about her," Brooke said absently.
Sasha blinked. "Wait. Wait wait wait."
"Jessica told you?" Corbin asked. "Well, that's embarrassing."
"Picture time," Brooke said. "Let's do the thing."
Sasha sighed, but didn't argue with her. She sat on one of the bottommost stairs facing not the stage, but the stairs behind her. Brooke glanced at her butt and said, "Perfect. The tip of your thong is showing."
"How is that perfect?" Sasha grumbled, but she didn't pull her shorts up.
Brooke plopped down next to her. Corbin stood in front of them, and the two women brought their cheeks closer together for the shot. When they had the picture, Brooke and Sasha stared at it, frowning.
"Not quite what I had in mind," Brooke said.
Sasha sighed. "I can't believe I'm going to contribute to this, but Corbin, unzip your pants." Over her shoulder, to the person who held the camera for them, she added, "You're going to want to angle it so you can see his pants are undone. Got it?"
The phone guy finally caught on. "So it looks like-"
* * *
"They're sucking him off," Mike said, surprised. "Huh."
"What?" Jessica asked, deadly quiet. Mike handed her his phone. He was still bare-chested. She hadn't let either man put their shirts back on, despite the chilly night. No shirts in Revenge-Topia. She stared at the picture long and hard, and said, "Well. Turnabout's fair play."
"What does that mean?" Mike asked Shea.
"I think something good for us?" Shea asked. He'd given up much of any pretense at caring how this night went.
"Oh, it absolutely means something good for you. Cafeteria next," she said
"Uh, we're supposed to hit the library, I think," Mike said.
Jessica grinned at them both. "The cafeteria, or I don't suck both your cocks. And I mean actually suck your cocks. It won't just be a faked picture."
Mike and Shea looked at each other. Mike shrugged and Shea glanced back at Jessica. "I never really stood a shot at this being serious, did I?"
"Sorry," she said. "But are you really going to complain about a night of hot sex?"
"Nope," Shea said. "I am certainly not."
"Hey, uh, a picture?" a junior they'd all forgotten about asked at the periphery. He looked like he might be about to faint, but they continued ignoring him.
"Should we go now?" Mike asked.
"That's the spirit," Jessica said.
The pair of hosts called after them when they loaded up into the golf cart nearly twenty minutes before they were supposed to switch spots, but for the trio, the scavenger hunt was all but forgotten. Mike drove like a bat out of hell. Or... well, considering it was a gas-powered golf cart, like a one-winged bat flopping its way out of hell.
In the back, Jessica brought Shea's hand to her shorts. He seemed less sure of himself than Corbin their first time together, so she sighed irritably and moved it to her thigh. Her attention shifted to him, and she unzipped and reached into his pants. A scavenger hunt team called to them about a picture as they passed, and Jessica waved as she filled her hand with Shea's perfectly average cock.
"Um. Anyone could see," he said.
"I know," Jessica said.
He moved her hand away and zipped himself back up. "Whatever you have planned, let's at least wait until we have more privacy."
"God, you're all out to piss me off today," Jessica said. She folded her arms under her breasts. "Fine."
"She was giving you a handie and you stopped her?" Mike asked.
"Yeah," Shea said, already sounding like he regretted it.
"Want to switch spots?" Mike asked.
"Keep driving," Jessica said. "But you'll get to go first later, Mike."
They pulled into the cafeteria's parking lot a few minutes later. The hosts came to them, looking wildly confused. "What are you doing here? You're not supposed to be here for another hour," one of them said.
"Yeah, we're kind of... yeah," Shea said.
Jess hopped out of the cart and headed for the door. "Come on, you two," she turned and snapped.
Mike and Shea looked at each other, then followed. "We forgot our shirts," Shea said.
"You really care?" Mike asked.
Staring at Jessica's ass, Shea shook his head. "It was a fifty-dollar shirt."
"You whine a lot for a guy about to be laid."
Jessica led them through the cafeteria, straight for the ice cream machine. She didn't go for a cone, though. Instead, she grabbed the squeeze bottles of caramel and chocolate sauce. Shea's eyes widened, and Mike nudged him. They followed again as she headed for the clerk at the checkout stand.
"Uh, you can't just take that," the clerk said. "And you should really have shirts on in the cafeteria."
"One of you two, do you have a ten?" Jessica asked.
Mike and Shea both whipped out their wallets and between the two of them, they dropped far more bills than the sauce was worth on the counter. Jessica was already moving again, muttering to herself. Mike still lived on campus as a resident advisor, so they headed for his dorm next, thankfully a short drive. Billy called just as they pulled up.
"Hey, where are you three? You just took off."
"Corbin and I are changing the game. He just doesn't know it yet," Jessica said. "You can pick the golf cart up at Mike's dorm."
"What do you mean-?"
But Jessica was already hanging up. They headed up to Mike's room on the top floor, the guys getting gawked at as they went. Mike ran ahead and led the way. It was spacious as far as dorms but reeked of body spray and a faint wet musk. Jessica gave zero shits about the aesthetic or the smell. She unlocked and handed her phone to Shea.
"Take my picture with the sauce," she said. "Then we'll have our fun."
She peeled down the shoulders of her top and drizzled chocolate across her breasts. Shea took a picture of her giving the camera a sultry glare as she licked her fingers. Meanwhile, Mike hurried out of what remained of his clothes.
She snatched the phone from Shea, looked at the picture, and nodded. "Perfect." She texted it to Corbin.
-Guess where I'll be licking it from next
Seconds later, she sent another.
-Their dicks.
He replied a minute later.
-u r this mad at me??? it's on.
* * *
Brooke gave a chubby-cheeked freshman a kiss with Corbin making a funny face in the background when he got the text message.
"Thanks!" the freshman said, running back to his team of scavenger hunters.
"Good luck!" Brooke called after him, grinning. She whirled on Corbin as he glanced at his phone.
"What the hell?" he said. Okay, the jealous spike that had been rising in him all night now reached new heights. Maybe he and Jessica weren't exactly in a relationship, but this was now out and out war.
He held out his phone, and Brooke looked at the picture. "Oh wow. This just escalated hard."
Sasha, finishing up a flurry of texts of her own, came over and looked too. "Ohhhh wow. Wowowow. Do we know where that is? Should we go stop them?"
"Oh no," Brooke said, eyes glinting. "Mutually assured destruction."
Sasha frowned. "What are you thinking?"
Brooke tapped a message back and hit send before Corbin could grab it from her.
- u r this mad at me??? it's on.
"I spell a lot better than that when I text," he said when she handed the phone back.
"Forest for the trees," Sasha said. "What do you mean, it's on?"
"It means Corbin's going to fuck me and you're going to take some pictures," Brooke said.
Corbin and Sasha stared at her, and Corbin croaked, "Um."
"Take... pictures?" Sasha asked.
"You said you don't want to join in. That's fine. But taking pictures doesn't break your rules, does it?" Brooke asked.
Corbin expected Sasha to say hell no. He expected her to run away screaming. Instead, she studied him, and finally shook her head, chuckling softly. "I guess it doesn't. But I'm only taking a few. After that, I'm out. Okay?"
"Perfect," Brooke said, rocking back and forth on her toes. "Thank you thank you thank you. Corbin, is your roommate around? Your dorm is probably closest."
Faintly, Corbin said, "I can call."
He did. Sam didn't pick up, so Corbin left a message and asked for an hour's privacy. By that point, Brooke was already shooting for the driver's seat, tugging Sasha behind her.
Brooke might have cut a few corners and trimmed the lawn on their mad dash to Corbin's dorm. Billy called to tell them they won by default, and when they told him where he could find the golf cart, he sighed and said Jessica told him something similar.
Brooke ran with Corbin upstairs, Sasha loping along behind them with plenty of long-suffering sighs. His dorm room was blessedly unoccupied, and Brooke was already yanking off her clothes by the time Sasha came in after them.
"No faces," she told Sasha. "And you use my phone so I can delete them later."
"Sure," Sasha said.
"And don't pretend like you're not interested in seeing this, slut," Brooke said, swatting the other woman's butt.
Sasha blushed. "Maybe."
Brooke and Corbin stripped, but she stopped him when he got to his boxers. Naked herself, she pressed in tight against him, and Sasha started things off with an enticing picture of her bared cheek and Corbin's hip. She held the phone out for Brooke to look, but the blonde waved her away.
"If I stop to look at pictures every time you take one, I'm never going to get off," she said. "If you think they're good, send them to Jessica. I want her frothing when she gets her boy toy back." Brooke tugged Corbin's boxers down and stroked his semi-erect dick. "We'll make these two see just how stupidly in love they are."
"We're not..." Corbin started, then sighed. There was no point.
"Emphasis on stupidly," Brooke said. Sasha smiled, but her focus was on the other woman's hand. "Mm, I think we're going to have a captive audience."
Corbin grabbed a pillow off the bed and dropped it on the ground, much like Jessica had when all this started. Brooke thought it was meant for her, but he gripped her waist when she started to kneel and shook his head, grinning.
"That's for me," he said. "I want to try something, if you're up for it."
"What do you have in mind?"
He turned and positioned Brooke so she was leaning on the bed, ass thrust out. He dropped to his knees behind her and gave her pussy a long, languid lap from behind. "Jessica taught me this. Figured I'd show you what I learned."
"Ooh, I like you in control," Brooke said. "Do that tonight, baby. You dominate things." She turned her head and winked at Sasha, who was staring at all this, the camera only half-raised. "What do you think, Sasha?"
"He should... definitely do that," Sasha said. "Be in control."
Corbin chuckled and returned his focus to Brooke's pussy.
* * *
Across campus, Jessica got the first of Brooke and Corbin's pictures. With her lips around Mike's chocolate-smeared cock, she grabbed the phone from her pile of clothes and eyed it.
"Watch the teeth," Mike grunted. If it wasn't for her fixation on what Corbin was doing at that moment with Brooke - with Sasha in the room, no less - Jessica might have been obsessed with his ridiculously ripped physique. Not even Lionel was as cut as him. His thighs looked and felt like tree trunks.
She glared up at him and dropped the phone. When her lips slid off him with a wet slurp, she turned her head and drove her mouth down Shea's full caramel-topped length. All the way to his balls she sucked him down, her eyes still dripping fire as she glared at him now instead. She reached up and gripped Mike's prick, stroking him as she sucked and bobbed on Shea.
Jessica alternated between the two with a fury, swirling her head side to side as she downed Shea's prick, then Mike's and back again. Her hands worked where her lips didn't, jacking them with hard, quick strokes. Corbin. Freaking Corbin. She'd show him to appreciate her. Him and Brooke and freaking Sasha, who she thought was classier than all this. And yeah, okay, maybe Jessica helped him get tot his point but she was supposed to be helping him when he finally took the gorgeous professor's daughter to bed. Or even be there with the two of them.
Stupid jerk.
She pulled off Mike and snapped, "Grab my hair. Fuck my face."
"Uh. Okay," the blond man said agreeably. He swiped a hand through her black hair and collected a fistful to drive his cock in and out of her mouth. With her thong disappearing into the crack of her ass, she bobbed back and forth with him. "Suck it, slut."
"Hurk," she said around him, his cock buried in her throat. She glared up at him, eyes watering as she held him deep, then finally Mike relented and let her breath. If Corbin tried that he would have filled her throat. She should really try to encourage him to do that sometime. If he took over and used her throat like this... God, the thought made her wet.
Why was she still thinking of him?
She refocused and stroked Shea's cock harder and harder as Mike fucked her face with hard, swift strokes, stopping now and again to shove his dick into the back of her throat. His hips tensed rhythmically. He wasn't going to last long now.
"Ome om me, mot im me," she said around him.
"What?" he asked, pulling out far enough she could speak.
She breathed deep and wiped at the corner of her mouth. "Come on me. My tits, my stomach, I don't care where. Come on me when you're ready. Not in my mouth."
"Sure, yeah, whatever," Mike said.
For that, she returned her attention to Shea, jacking Mike slower this time and making him suffer. Shea grabbed her hair with both hands and drove his cock in and out of her mouth, her wet tongue slathering him everywhere she could reach. His balls slapped against her chin and she loved it, but still she thought about Corbin, thought about him splitting Brooke's long legs wide, maybe fucking her from behind like she liked. And how would he take Sasha? She'd ride him, probably. He'd love that. Just so long as he didn't take her like he did Jessica, face to face, him on top, driving things forward with those flames of love and lust in his eyes.
"Fuck!" she growled around Shea's cock, and swapped back to Mike.
This time, she went for broke. The hand that had been on Mike's prick dropped and she shoved her panties to the side. It wasn't Mike or Shea she thought about but Corbin, and that night of intense lovemaking beside Brooke. About him pinning her with his legs, about the way he went down on her in the complete dark, about the deeply personal sex between them that left her dizzy with her need for him to spill inside her. She drove three fingers into herself, thinking about him, thinking about their times together, and so distracted, she barely noticed when Mike pulled out and jerked his first couple inches.
He came all over her breasts, and Jessica snapped out of it. She dropped her mouth to Shea's cock, sucking and slurping along the sides this time before swirling her head down his length again, bobbing back and forth hard as she fingered herself. Mike, blessedly, didn't hesitate long and knelt behind her to finger her pussy as she sucked Shea's dick. His rough, calloused fingers felt so good inside her, and she gasped before sucking one of Shea's balls into her mouth. She licked the whole orb before returning to his tip, liking the gleam in his eyes as he fisted her hair, his knees nearly buckling as he pistoned in and out of just the first inch or so of her mouth.
Mike knew exactly what he was doing to her and it was good. Her moans intensified around Shea's prick. "Unnngh, unnnngh, uck, uck, uck..."
"You like that?" Mike asked, grinning. He brushed her asshole with his thumb and she nearly bit down on Shea's dick with the extra stimulation. "Oh yeah. You love that."
He pulled his fingers from her pussy and gripped her panties to rip them away. Jessica wanted to cuss him out for that, but she was too lost in the moment, now finally in the game. "Unnnnngh!" she cried out around Shea as Mike added another finger when he shot them back inside her.
He blurred them in and out, fingerfucking her hard as he thumbed and played with her bud. She thought Shea was going to come first but the pleasure was too much and she rocked back hard on Mike's fingers. Her lips fell from Shea's cock and he did the work for her, slapping her cheek with it before stroking himself with his fist, aiming right for her face.
"Nnnngh, like that, just like that," she mewled, looking back over her shoulder at Mike. "You two had better be ready to go again fast because I'm going to want those cocks in my pussy."
"Uh huh," Shea grunted.
"Big man's about ready to pop," Mike crowed. "How about you, baby? Gonna come on these fingers?"
"Yesss," she hissed. His thumb slid in to the first knuckle and she arched her back, her hands rising, clenching. "Shit, oh shit, Mike..."
Shea stroked his cock faster and faster as Jessica's eyes went to half-slits, bouncing up and down with erratic jerks. Mike's other hand came around to her mound and brushed the hood of her clit. She opened her mouth as she came hard, her orgasm pulsing through her.
"Fu-fuck!' she gasped, finally relaxing.
She pushed upwards towards Shea, still on her knees but using her tits to enfold his cock. He pumped his prick through her breasts, his breaths coming short and fast as she stared up into his eyes. "Come on me, baby, come n me, come all over my tits, I've seen you stare at me, do it, Shea."
His cockhead blurred in and out of her cleavage, and finally he grunted, releasing a small fountain of come. It coated her chin, her neck, her breasts.
"Shit, Jessica," he moaned, but she was already moving, ignoring him and Mike as she snatched up her phone again and took a picture of herself from the chin down.
"That'll set him off," she said smugly, and hit send.
* * *
Brooke's thighs squeezed Corbin's head as he buried his tongue yet again in her pussy. Her legs draped across each shoulder, she barely rested on her ass and elbows as she thrust against his face, desperate for her next orgasm. Corbin had already brought her to one. She still gripped the pillow she screamed into with one hand, her fingernails digging into it.
"Oh my God you're even better tha-than th-the last time," she hiccupped out with a bubbling giggle.
He lifted a fist and gave her a thumbs up, never taking his eyes from her mound as he drilled his tongue up and down her length. His other hand cupped and squeezed her breast the way he knew she liked, his thumb brushing her nipple.
Sasha watched all this seated on one of the dorm room's chairs, her thighs spread wide unintentionally. Her flushed cheeks belied her lust and her chest rose and fell as she watched and occasionally remembered to take some pictures. Corbin glanced her way on occasion, and though he might be a bit dense when it came to reading signals, it was clear to even him she was turned on. That spurred him on even harder with Brooke, and now he was just showing off.
Him. Showing off. With two of the sexiest women on campus, one of whom was the daughter of his most taboo fantasy.
But his mind kept drifting. Drifting to a different dorm room, to Jessica blowing both Mike and Shea. To their stupid argument and how much he regretted it. He couldn't imagine pulling these two back to his dorm and still having all his childish things on the wall and shelves.
Even as he got a thrill of pleasure from taking a bit of revenge out on the gorgeous Brooke - and maybe Sasha, if he was lucky - he hoped he and Jessica could heal from this. It was such a dumb argument.
Focus, Corbin told himself, amused. Any other time and he would have been wild with excitement over being with Brooke again. He couldn't help himself and pushed upright to grip the back of her head and kiss her.
Her eyes crinkled with good humor and she gripped the back of his head tight. "Mm. Jessica's the luckiest," she murmured against his lips. He started back down and she stopped him with a hand under his arm. "Stay a while. Let a girl say hello while she still has a chance with you."



She gripped his hand and brought it down to her pussy. He smiled and kissed Brooke again. He cupped her sex, stroking her lips before sliding three fingers into her tight pink folds. She moaned against his lips and rubbed one of her ankles against the back of his leg.
Sasha stood up. Her hands trembled as she came in close and got another picture, one of the best of the bunch. But she strayed too close to Corbin, and acting out of pure sexual instinct, he roped an arm around her back and pulled her in. Her lips parted and her soft auburn eyes widened as he brought his lips to hers, claiming her mouth as his with hard, searching kisses.
"Oh fuck," Brooke breathed.
"Fuck her," Sasha said against his lips. "I... I want to watch you fuck her."
"How do you want to see it?" Corbin asked. Taking a chance, his hand roamed further south and he squeezed one of her nice round cheeks.
"Sit on the edge of the bed. Have her ride you backwards. Then I can..." She licked her lips and looked at Brooke. "Then I can... help."
Brooke crooked a finger at her and Sasha leaned in to kiss her. Corbin, already hard, throbbed, and he backed away, watching. From his desk drawer, he grabbed a fistful of condoms and dropped them on the bed.
Brooke helped Sasha out of her top. Her breasts gave an enticing jiggle when the tight material slid free of them. They were the biggest he'd ever seen in real life and he didn't hesitate to come around from behind to slid a hand up and down Sasha's belly, the other one heading directly to one of those mouthwatering tits. She thrust her ass back against his groin and moaned as his hardness slid against the fabric stretched taut against her ass. Soon Brooke freed her of that too and Corbin's cock rubbed unimpeded against Sasha's big, round cheeks. His hand on her waist slid down and he cupped her clean-shaven sex.
She spun in his arms and kissed him again, her breaths coming hot and hard against his lips. His cock slid between her hips and she mewled as it brushed her sex. Taking a chance, he leaned in and whispered into her ear, "I'm going to fuck you tonight, Sasha."
Her lips parted and she moaned before pulling back and away, watching the pair of them. After Brooke rolled on his condom for him, they swapped spots. He gripped her waist as she slid her ass against his hardness. His eyes were locked on Sasha as she watched, her hands at her sex, whispering under her breath words he couldn't make out. It looked like a chant. "Fuck her fuck her fuck her."
He did.
Brooke guided herself down onto his cock, his head spreading her wide. She was so goddamn wet, and coated his cock in her juices. She sank and sank, sighing with pleasure and watching Sasha too. Corbin wrapped his arms around her waist and kissed her neck.
The fucking started.
Brooke rose and fell, rose and fell, but Corbin wanted to do the work this time, both to impress Sasha and to get the thought of Jessica off his mind. Like she knew he was thinking of her, the phone buzzed and Sasha snatched it up to give it a double-take.
"Oh. Oh, that's hot," she said.
She held the phone out. Jessica's tits and chin were coated with streaks of come. Something animalistic surged to life inside Corbin and he grabbed Brooke by the waist. His hips thrust upward and she gasped as his cock filled her to her absolute depths. He was careful not to go that last half inch or so to save her from getting hurt, but with every inch he could, he fucked Brooke. It went from zero to sixty like that, and all she could do was hang on.
"Ohhh, oh fuck, Cooorbin," she gasped as he thrust his hips up and down.
Without having to be asked, Sasha leaned down and took a picture of his cock rooted in Brooke, then again as she bounced uncontrollably on top of him, The phone fell away from her and she dropped slowly to her knees on the pillows on the floor, looking up at them both, her eyes burning for them. Corbin watched, teeth gritted, as she dipped her head forward to taste the joining of their bodies.
Sasha was his.
Her tongue was tentative, precise. Brooke spread her legs wide for her friend and whimpered something inaudible as Sasha centered on her, tasting what she could of the other woman's pussy and her clit. But slowly she worked downwards too, and the first time her tongue brushed Corbin's slick cock, he jumped like he'd been electrocuted. She laughed softly at that and did it again.
There was no precision on his part. He used Brooke, took her hard and fast, bouncing her on his dick. His hands moved from her waist to her bobbing tits, and he gripped them, pulling her back so her head rested against his shoulder. The meaty slaps of their thighs filled the room, but Brooke's whimpers and half-formed moans nearly drowned them out.
"Oh, f-fu... Sash... nnnngh, lick my cu... cunt... fuck me fuck me... unnn huh unnnnnnnngh God..."
Corbin held Sasha's gaze as she drove her tongue up and down across both his dick and Brooke's pussy. Her hands at her pussy, she fingered herself as she licked them both, her ass rocking back and forth with it. She looked so much like he fantasized her mom would in that situation, his professor sucking his cock in the middle of class or him fucking her bent over her desk, her big breasts pillowing out against the surface. The image nearly sent him over, but he fought for control and held on. He would not come until he'd fucked Sasha too.
Thankfully Brooke wasn't long. She began hammering back against Corbin, her ass making the sweetest music against him. "Ahhhh, ah huh, uh huh, like that, mmmm, fuck, Corrrrbin!"
She let out what could only be called a screech, and bucked upwards so hard she nearly came off his cock. He grabbed her around the waist and held her there while Sasha licked her clit and mound with wild strokes, her own fingers making wet noises. Brooke let out another panting cry of his name and dropped down, utterly boneless.
Sasha shot to her feet and kissed the other woman, stroking Brooke's quivering cunt with the tips of her fingers. Brooke could only stare at her, her eyes unfocused. She stood on shaky knees and Sasha guided her to the bed beside Corbin, her chest rising and falling. He leaped off the bed, and lined up behind Sasha while she was still tending to Jessica.
"Tell me no," he growled, "and I won't. I swear."
"Do it," Sasha gasped. "Shove that big-" He thrust forward and hilted himself right to her depths. "-cock in me! Big fucking cock!"
Corbin grabbed Sasha's waist and slammed in and out of her. With Brooke, he'd fucked her hard, but the angle had been bad so he could only work an inch or two out of her with each thrust. With Sasha he could pull right to her entrance and shove right back in, all his inches straight to the balls. She could take every bit of him and he groaned in delirious delight.
"Grab her hair," Brooke gasped.
"Yesss. Do it, tug it, make it hurt," Sasha begged him.
Normally Corbin might have hesitated. But so incensed by his closeness and the thought of Jessica being used by those two escorts for the night, he gripped Sasha's braid and jerked her head back at the same time as he drove hard into her, stuffing her full. She drew in a sharp, hard breath, letting it go in pants, and Brooke leaned down, gripping her cheeks hard with the fingers on one hand.
"You are a little slut, aren't you, Sasha?" she asked.
"Nnnnngh!" Sasha moaned staring her in the eyes as Corbin rocked her back and forth, still gripping that braid tight.
"Admit it. Tell us you're Corbin's cock slut," Brooke said.
"Fuck fuck fuck," Sasha gasped.
Outside, someone laughed and shouted, "Hey, he's at it again, holy shit."
All of them ignored that. Brooke reached underneath Sasha and twisted one of her nipples with a hard pinch. Sasha sucked in another lungful of air and Corbin smacked her ass, lost in the moment.
"Tell him. Tell him you'll take it wherever and whenever he wants it," Brooke said.
"Yesss!" Sasha yelled. "Yes! I'm his... his slut! I'm Corbin's slut. I'll take it whenever he wants!"
Brooke leaned back, satisfied and fingering herself. As she watched, she said idly, "He's going to fuck your mother, you know that?"
"Mmmmm!" Sasha cried out as Corbin's pace, already hard, reached frenetic levels as he pounded her from behind, grunting his need to come.
"He's going to fuck Mommy Dearest just like this," Brooke said. "He's told me his fantasies and he's going to do it. He's going to fill up your mommy's cunt with his big fat dick from behind."
Sasha's eyes rolled up and she clenched her jaw, breathing hard through her nose, her orgasm coming upon her soon. Corbin smacked her other ass cheek and her breath starting coming out like a train whistle, high and tight.
Brooke leaned back in and whispered loudly into Sasha's ear, "Do you like that?" She held Corbin's gaze. "Do you imagining him filling the pussy you came from? Making her cunt his? Just. Like. Yours?"
Sasha threw her arms around Brooke. Corbin thought for an insane moment she meant to fight the other woman and prepared to jerk out of her to come between them. A line had been crossed, but instead of fury, Sasha crushed Brooke's lips to hers, crying out as she convulsed on Corbin's cock. Her whole body jerked with the force of her orgasm.
He jerked out of her and gasped, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck."
Brooke and Sasha collapsed on the bed together, rolling for control. There was just enough room on the edge for Corbin to get up on it on his knees, ripping off the condom and jerking his cock hard. Both women looked over and watched him, a pleased smile on Brooke's face, pure lust on Sasha's. "Eyes closed," he snapped. He came, hot, white ropes flying across their faces, hitting the wall, his sheets, everything. He came so much he thought he might have hurt something, and nearly fell off the bed as he finished.
"One more picture," Sasha croaked.
He hurried for Brooke's phone. The two of them, chest to chest, took another picture, then held each other tight, recovering.
"Jesus, Brooke," Corbin said. "That was... insane."
She winced and said, "I'm sorry, Sash. That really was too far."
"It was," Sasha agreed. She covered her eyes and whispered, "But it was kinda hot, though." Through a gap in her fingers, she stared at Corbin as he went for a package of wet wipes he kept in the desk drawer. Jessica thought of that one, of course. "Are you really going to try and sleep with her?"
"Jessica wants me to."
"That's not an answer," Sasha said.
He nodded. "The truth is... as much fun as I'm having with everyone, I really... well, I really care for Jess. If she wanted to be exclusive tomorrow, I'd never be with another woman. But if she's serious..." He blushed. "Yes. If I ever saw an opportunity, I'd try to sleep with Dr. Windsor."
"Knew you and Jessica were in love," Brooke said.
Corbin laughed, but it was desperate and he knew it. He tore into some of the wet wipes. "We're not..."
"Stop denying it," Brooke said. She pushed herself up on one elbow, studying him. "Because if you say it's not that serious between you, I'm going to shoot my shot, Corbin. And I don't want my heart broken later when you admit the truth."
He stared at her, then finally looked away, heat rising in his cheeks. He nodded. "I do. I don't know how Jessica feels and I really might have screwed things up today, but yeah. I guess I do love her. I'm sorry, Brooke. You're... you're amazing. Just a few weeks ago I'd be shouting at myself that I was insane for not giving you and me a go. Or you and me, Sasha."
"Mm, I like you, Corbin," Sasha said. "But I'm focused on me through college. I'm taking twenty-one credits and as much fun as we had, I don't want to try to balance that with school."
"Completely fair," Corbin said. He leaned in and gave them each a soft kiss, holding Brooke's for a moment longer. He stroked her cheek and she sighed comfortably, snuggling in tighter with Sasha.
Whatever he meant to say next was forgotten. Keys jangled right outside the door. Corbin shouted, "Just wait-" but it was too late. The door opened. Sam gaped as Sasha yelped and covered her breasts. Then she realized that left her sex exposed and she tried to cover that with her other hand. Brooke smiled brightly and waved. "Hi! I like your action figures!"
"Thanks," Sam croaked, then still in the hallway, very slowly, very quietly, he closed the door, his eyes never leaving the pair of women.
* * *
Jessica rocked back and forth between the two cocks. Mike's balls slapped against her ass with every thrust while Shea gripped her hair again as he fucked her mouth.
They had her on all fours, using her like she wanted. Mike shoved a lubed-up finger in and out of her asshole as he grabbed her waist with the other hand. It was dirty and intensely pleasurable all at once. He knew what the hell he was doing, that was for sure. Shea still seemed angry and distant about the lack of any possibility of them hooking up after this, but at least it kept him going.
She fucked back at Mike with hard bucks of her ass. His shuddering started a few minutes ago and he was on the cusp, trying to get her there. She pulled off Shea and gasped, "Play with my clit, Mike." He wrapped an arm under her and did just that. It shortened his strokes by necessity but the triple sensation of his cock in her pussy, his finger in her ass, and the fingers on her clit sent ripples through her core, making her gasp as she dove back down on Shea's length.
"When she comes, I want to swap," Shea said.
"Sure. I wanted a crack at that mouth again anyways," Mike said indifferently. A part of her not all that long ago would have been deeply attracted to his callousness and sexual arrogance. Lionel had been like that. He owned his harem of sluts and he knew it.
But as good as the sex was, her mind drifted back to Corbin as she got closer and closer. He could be dominant, but mostly followed her lead. She wanted him taking her like this, using her. Not because she wanted him to be cruel - okay, a little bit, just for the extra heat - but because she trusted he'd take her in his arms afterwards. Because he'd cuddle with her through the night. Because he'd wrap that arm around her so protectively and hold her there, like she loved.
Loved.
Fuck.
She closed her eyes, panting around Shea's cock. Wishing it was his cock. Wishing it was him pounding her from behind. Wishing she'd thought to teach him to use her finger like Mike. She would. Give her time and she'd show him everything she liked.
"Harder," she cried out around Shea, "fuck me harder."
Mike did just that, grunting with every hard stroke. He was so close, and so was she. She opened her eyes and stared up at Shea. He too fucked her harder, driving his cock in and out of her mouth with wild thrusts. He buried his cock to its base in her mouth, her lips smacking off his balls. Yes. Yes!
"Ummmf!" she cried out around him.
"Come on, slut," Mike growled. "Come for me."
"MMMF!"
He tweaked her clit harder, rubbed it fast with three fingers, then tweaked it again. That was all it took. She yanked back off Shea's cock and gasped, "Oh fuck! FUCK!"
Her orgasm rolled through her as her eyes closed again. Mike thrust and thrust and finally jerked out of her as she was still coming down, hurrying around her and tossing his condom into the garbage. Shea grabbed a fresh one and rolled it on as Mike cleaned himself up, getting the taste of condom off his prick before he stuffed it back into her mouth. He took two fistfuls of her hair and pounded his prick into her face, making her eyes water as he used her so completely.
Shea's prick slid along her ass, and for a moment she thought he might do something inventive and take her butt, but instead, he brought it lower and drove into her pussy with a grunt. She steadied herself on her hands and knees and held on, trying to endure the force of Mike's face-fucking. He was already so close she didn't have to wait long for him to unleash a second salvo, coating her tongue, hitting the back of her throat.
Shea sped up when Mike pulled out of her mouth. While the blond man grabbed a beer out of his mini-fridge, Shea rolled Jessica onto her back, her legs spread wide, knees almost to her chest. She had to admit, positioned like that, he was both grinding her spot with each thrust and putting just the right pressure on her clit. If she hadn't come so soon beforehand, this would have definitely done it for her.
Instead, she stared up at him, cooing him on. "You going to come, Shea?" she asked, stroking her clit and one of her breasts. "You like seeing me like this, on my back?"
"Yeah," he groaned. "Wanted you... for so long..."
"You're going to make some girl very happy," she moaned. "Fucking me so good."
"J-Jessica," he gasped. "I'm close."
"Come for me, Shea, come on now." She gasped as he thrust harder and harder, mostly for his benefit. Her clit was pretty well numb by that point and she was so exhausted. But she kept up the words and the smile for him, feeling a little sorry that her mind had been on Corbin this whole night. Shea hadn't deserved that. He was a good guy, maybe coming across as a little desperate, but decent enough. Until he changed all that.
He came a few minutes later, pumping hard into her and filling his condom with a grunt. Her phone buzzed at almost the exact same moment, and he pulled out with a sigh.
"You'd better get that."
"Shea," she said, sitting upright.
"No, it's okay."
Mike came over and laid a hand on Shea's shoulder. "Hey, it was just a night of fun, all right?"
Shea shrugged him off. "Yeah, well, it wasn't supposed to just be that for me, all right?"
Jessica folded her arms across her breasts. "I never promised you-"
"Yeah, yeah, that's great," Shea said.
Mike's eyes narrowed. "Get dressed and get the hell out. Or I'll toss you out. She was up front about all this. And it's pretty goddamn clear who she's in love with."
She thought for sure the two were going to come to blows, which honestly might have been kind of funny since they were both still naked and hanging dong. Instead, Shea backed off, snatching up his clothes and tugging on everything. He didn't bother with the laces on his shoes, and headed out without another word, slamming the door behind him.
Mike, meanwhile, had tugged on his underwear, and sat in a chair, watching Jessica as she studied her phone. "Another one from them?"
"Yeah," she muttered, and sniffed. He reached for a box of tissues and held them out for her. She took one with a quiet thanks, and he laid a hand on her knee.
"You and I don't know each other much," he said, "but I saw that dude look at you. You want him, he's yours."
"We had a fight."
"Over some stupid dorm room bullshit."
"But this... we both..."
"Hey. You weren't committed. And you're both smart people. Love is complicated." He shrugged. "Or maybe it's not. Maybe you uncomplicate it. Just be together. You'll figure it out."
She chuckled and dabbed at her eyes again. "Thanks."
"You bet." He squeezed her knee and added hopefully, "Don't suppose you'd be up for round three, would you? Cause give me ten minutes and I sure will be."
Jessica laughed again. "No, I'd better not. Thank you, though, Mike. It was a fun way to meet you."
"That it was," he said, eyes crinkling with good humor. "And give Brooke a good review for me, would you?"
"Ahhhhh," Jessica said, "definitely, definitely. I think you'd be her type, too."
He gave her a thumbs-up. "Let me wash up and I can give you a ride back to your car."
"Thanks."
* * *
Corbin went for a late-night drive with nowhere in mind. Brooke and Sasha went back to Sasha's place. Sam had vanished again, leaving Corbin alone in his thoughts. He called Billy and apologized, but the other man laughed him off and said they'd meet up soon to divvy out the cash the scavenger hunt brought in beyond the cost of the prizes and the repairs to the car.



Between the two escort teams, though, no one won. Billy ended up taking out his girlfriend instead.
That put Corbin in a better mood, but soon he felt despondent again, thinking about Jessica and how badly he'd screwed things up between them. All over a silly fight.
He stopped for gas and a bottled water, still drained from earlier. As he paid, he got one last text message from Jessica. He didn't think he could do another picture of her with Mike and Shea, but he glanced at it. It was just a single line of text.
-Want to come over?
He paid for his gas and water and shot out of there for his car.
On the way, Corbin rehearsed an apology. It was clumsy and long, but it covered everything he wanted to say about how much he cared for Jessica, about how he was an idiot and she was the best part of his life, and how he never wanted to fight with her like this again. By the time he pulled up into her driveway, he said the speech ten times.
He walked up to her front door. When he knocked, Jessica opened it a crack on its chain. They stared at one another and all the words flew out of his head. She was freshly showered and dressed in her oversized flannel pajamas. This was a side of her he rarely got to see, the relaxed, unmade Jessica. He'd never seen anything so beautiful in his entire life.
Jessica closed the door again, and Corbin thought that was it, he'd blown it. Instead, the chain worked and she rushed out. They wrapped their arms around each other. At the same time, he croaked and she whispered, "I'm sorry."
He held her there as they rocked together. She pressed her head to his chest, sniffling, and he kissed the top of it, whispering her name. Finally she pulled back and said, "I made popcorn. Want to watch a movie?"
"Yeah," Corbin said, a slow, genuine smile spreading across his face. "I do."
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"You shot me with an arrow, asshole!"
The man in the cloth diaper belched and waved his bow at me. "It's kind of what I do."
I didn't know much about bows, having never had to fear one or a drunk baby-man before, but the thing seemed ludicrously big in comparison with his flabby arms and hairy monstrosity of a beer belly.
I paid less attention to his jiggle and more attention to the arrow sticking out of my thigh. As you can probably imagine, it hurt. This wasn't a splinter. This was a two-foot-long arrow with tiny red feather hearts sticking out of the ass end. Shaft, I guess? Who the fuck am I, one of the Duck Dynasty guys?
"Why? What the hell did I do to you, you crackhead?"
"Crack? No, mate, I'm a wine guy." He belched again and waved the bow in my general direction. "And the arrow's for your date. You and Louise Bacon are going to have lots of happy, fat babies. Congruleshons. Lashions. Con-grat-u-late-shuns." He squinted at nothing at all and nodded, pleased with himself.
"What the holy fuck are you blabbering about?" I asked. I knew I shouldn't pull the arrow out. I'd read enough crime fiction to know that was a mistake. I was, however, failing very hard at that and jerking at the arrow. The weirdest goddamn part? I mean, aside from this whackjob walking into my house with a bow, a single arrow, and BO bad enough to make my eyes water? I wasn't bleeding. I should be. But aside from the sharp pain, there was no blood. "I don't know any Louise Bacon!"
"Sure you do. Went out with her twice. She gave you a blowie in the bathroom at the last restaurant." He squinted at me. "Rack like a couple of fat pigs got tied up in her bra? Pink and blue hair?" He waited for recognition, listing back and forth like a fighter who's taken one too many shots to the head. "Nothing?"
"I don't. Fucking. Know. Her!" I screeched. I don't think I'd ever screeched before.
"Hang on." He shouldered the bow and from his diaper, produced a scroll. An actual honest-to-God scroll. Like rolled up paper on a golden rod, just stuffed into his diaper. I'd gone insane. That was the only answer to all this. There was a gas leak, or the mold on that bread really wasn't safe to eat, or... something. "Roy Gilbert? Seven-oh-two 32nd?"
"North or South?"
"Sorry?" he asked, making it sound more like "shorry?"
"North or South 32nd?" I screamed.
His eyes widened and he reread the scroll. His lips smacked and he stuffed it away again. "Ah."
"My name," I said through gritted teeth, "is Parker Fenlon. This is North 32nd, you dumb, crazy fuckhead."
He dug into his man-diaper again and this time produced a massive jug of wine that had to hold at least three gallons. He uncorked it and drank deep, spilling some all down his shirt and onto my brown carpet. I'm not overly fond of the place, but that shit-brown carpet was mine, damn it, and I was annoyed.
When he finished chugging half the bottle, he waved it at me, swaying back and forth so hard I knew he was going to fall. "I can fix this. I can fix this! Just don't ssssay a goddamn word to, to, to anyone. I can make this right."
"Who would I tell? Santa Claus?" I asked, throwing the arrow at him. It missed and I collapsed against the wall, trying to stay upright. Something was seriously wrong with my leg. It wasn't the pain -- that was already almost gone -- but something warm was spreading through me. An infection? Could that happen that fast?
"Not him, he'll laugh about it all year." The man in the diaper picked up the arrow and came for me. I swung at him and hit his prodigious gut. "Ow! What did you do that for?"
"Because you shot me with a goddamn arrow!"
"I told you, I'm going to make that right!" he whined. He grabbed me by the shoulder, more to steady himself, I think, and without warning, poked me in the eyes with the hand holding the jug. It wasn't hard but you don't have to be poked hard in the goddamn eyes for it to hurt, and I yelped. Screeching, screaming, and yelping, all within about two minutes. I was a descriptivist's wet dream.
He let go, and said proudly, "There. You'll... you'll appresh-ivate that. Stand still, though. If I don't dial it in, you'll have too much pow... pow..." He hiccupped, took one more last long drink of the jug, and wiped his lips. "Power."
Then the dumb bastard fell backwards, right through my coffee table. The wood said fuck this, it's out, and exploded into splinters from his weight. I don't think a scrap was left bigger than my middle finger, which I waved in his general direction. I headed for the vicinity of my phone to call the cops.
* * *
I sat out back while I dialed. Why not? It was a fine Valentine's Day, ten degrees with a wind chill that sent icy needles stabbing every inch of my exposed skin for a few minutes until I was too numb to feel anything. I wasn't stupid. I still had a maniac in my house, passed out or not, so I sat with the finest kitchen knife in my collection, hoping its quality made it better for stabbing dumbfucks.
The cops yawned their way to my house twenty minutes later. They hammered on the door, bellowed that they were the police in case I confused them for Lars Ulrich drumming on my house, and waited for me to hurry and let them in.
The asshole was still snoring away pleasantly in the middle of the remains of my coffee table. I asked the cops what the odds were of getting some kind of compensation or if the guy might be seeing some jail time. They looked at me like I'd just asked if I could have a gold-plated Corvette, then hauled the guy up. I understood immediately why the guy wore a cloth diaper.
"Oh, for God's sakes," one of the cops grumbled. "Got a blanket or a towel or something?"
"Sorry," I said blandly. "Fresh out."
The cops eyed me and muttered all the way out to their car. I walked them out, caring guy that I am, and watched from the front porch as they wrapped their new ward in a silver emergency blanket, the thin kind that looks like aluminum foil. His bow was too big so they had to prop it in at an angle, the trunk held loosely over it with a strap. Their new ward came awake just long enough to ask brightly, "Are we going to Red Robin?" and then they shut the door on him. I gave the cop glaring at me a double thumbs-up, and they took off, never to be heard from again. By me, I mean. I'm sure they lived long and productive lives.
Hadn't even asked me once if I needed medical attention. Oh well. Apart from the cut in my jeans, all that was left of the wound was a big red heart-shaped scab. I couldn't believe it had already crusted over, but I was too irritated to care. I cleaned up the coffee table, tossed the pieces into my garbage bin, and headed inside to grab my coat and my keys.
I hadn't planned on going out that day. My last girlfriend and I broke up right after Christmas, when the banker I was totally unsurprised she was sleeping with on the side asked her to run away with him to George Town. Gee, a chance at living in the Grand Caymans, or a life with a sporting goods clerk, I wonder which she chose. I nearly asked her if I could come along. Glad I didn't, though. There's exactly one reason why a guy wants to make a sudden move to the Cayman Islands, and the feds were all too eager to help her understand why when they tried to board their plane. He was arrested and she came back begging for forgiveness. I wish I could say I said no. I didn't. She moved back in and three days later she split her legs for her gynecologist in a completely different, not-so-professional way. The second time when she came back to ask for forgiveness after the guy's wife found out, I smartened up and sent her on her way.
The single life appealed to me, at least for a while. I was thinking about a second job. That would cut down on my free time, but I was barely breaking even before a half-naked man walked into my living room and shot me. If I wanted to date, I'd need at least a little money to give off the vibe that I could someday produce children.
Besides, I was tired. My last girlfriend might have been crappy at the end, but we had a good two years of disliking each other just little enough to make life tolerable. Before that was Cassandra, the One. The One you know is too good to be with you, but loves you anyways. The One who you wake up next to and think this is the life. The One who probably wouldn't get her pap smeared by a creepy doctor.
And like an idiot, I was the one who fucked that up. The how is predictable, the why is complicated. Cassandra was a little sweet, a little naïve, a little quiet. I came home and I wanted to put rock and roll on while I shot the shit out of some alien bastards on our middle-of-the-road TV. She came home and she wanted to escape to a tiny corner of the room, to read and have her cup of tea and talk about her day. I got complacent. I got condescending. I got bored. And I did exactly what you think I did.
I didn't say I was a good person. But I am sorry. Deeply sorry. Cassandra is an angel. There are few people in this world who truly are, and she's one of them. The tears she shed hurt like knives. She even wanted to make it work afterwards. I couldn't take that. I left.
So... yeah. Singlehood. It suited me.
* * *
I figured I'd hit a bar and grill. It was still early enough in the day the couples wouldn't be out in force and I could probably get seated. I was right. There was a dozen or so people in scattered groups throughout the Cannery. By the way, the place wasn't name d that because they served everything out of cans, but because the original owner couldn't spell for shit and wanted to call it the Canary. Take note, business owners -- have someone other than Cletus proofread everything.
The food was overpriced but the beer hadn't yet hit that point of most Midwestern bars where you pay a six-pack's worth for a bottle. That was largely because the new owner -- who still kept the Cannery name because the sign would have cost him a couple grand to change -- ran illegal poker games for a tidy profit and could afford to keep things cheap.
Even the beer wasn't the real reason to come to the Cannery. Kate Russo was.
Jesus, Kate Russo.
There are people in this world who are wildly out of place. You don't know how or why they wound up where they're at, but there they are, a square peg someone pounded into a ridiculously small round hole. The gym my brother manages has a trainer who has to be three hundred and fifty pounds, easy. He's fucking huge in every way you can imagine the word. The rest of the trainers look like bland, guy-or-girl-next-door athletic types, some with big muscles, others built like gazelles ready to run marathons. But this guy looks like someone dropped a train in the middle of the gym. It's not that he doesn't belong -- despite his size, he can run a pretty fast mile and benches more than anyone else on the staff -- but he stands out.
Kate Russo was the Cannery's square peg.
She had this golden blonde hair, silky, smooth, long. It was her best feature by far, nearly hanging down to her ass. It defined a slim, delicately featured face with peach-pink lips and sultry eyes capped by brows she teased into a darker shade than her hair. Her tall, slim frame and tiny swell of an ass were defied by her chest, which even under the most modest of shirts gave an enticing bounce with every step she took.
That day, her hair was done in long messy pigtails, with errant strands tastefully hanging down around her cheeks. Kate was dressed to kill in a blue tank that exposed her taut stomach, with a pair of black cotton pants with the drawstrings cinched by a big red heart buckle thing. Usually she didn't dress quite so thirstily, but I heard last year on Valentine's she was dressed in a red corset and a black skirt that didn't leave much to the imagination. I was in a relationship at the time so I couldn't investigate myself, but the fantasies left me drooling.
The moment I saw her, I felt woozy, like all the blood had drained from my head. My prick already started to surge, like I was a thirteen-year-old staring at my first pair of boobs. Before I embarrassed myself, I hurtled towards a booth and slid in, already reaching rock hardness as I tried not to stare at the blonde bombshell darting around serving everyone. What the hell was wrong with me? My libido definitely didn't hurt, only being in my late twenties, but I was rarely this out and out horny.
"What can I get ya ta drink/" a smoker's voice drawled. Fuck. I'd been so intent on Kate I hadn't noticed Pat, the barrel of a waitress, head for me. She slapped a menu down in front of me and a set of silverware.
Damn, my head was swimming. The heat that had enveloped me earlier burned even hotter now. "Miller Lite," I said. "And water. Thanks."
"Uh huh," she said, snapping her gum and already hustling away.
I tried to look at the menu but my vision was blurring. I wondered in a vague sort of way if I shouldn't be worried, but all I could think about was Kate. I wanted to take her right there in the bar. I wanted to lift her up onto my table, yank that shirt up above her tits, and fuck them until I came all over that pretty face. I wanted to bend her over a stool and take her until she screamed from it. I wanted to jam my cock as far as I could get it into her ass while I mauled her pussy with my fingers. I had never wanted a woman as hard as I wanted her right that moment.
My cock surged, and something deep within my guts roared in fury and fire. The heat built and built inside me until I was sure I was going to set the booth and the bar on fire. My cock had never been so hard. If I gave it three or four good jerks right then, I would have come gallons. And the damnedest thing was, it felt bigger, like it could rip through my jeans and pop up to say hello to whoever might be watching. That was stupid. I was just feeling some aftereffects of having been shot by a fucking bow.
Then the heat hit my head and I forgot all about my dick. Well, no, I didn't, it wanted attention, and it wanted attention right then, but my head needed it more. My eyes felt like they'd been sandpapered as dry as they suddenly became. My cheeks were an inferno. My tongue lolled out of my mouth, thick and swollen. Even my hair tingled, like the follicles might light up. A thumping sounded in my ears, a steady, hard beat that pulsed with my need for Kate. I would have her. I'd take her right now and-
A glass of water thunked down in front of me, accompanied by a bottle of beer. I looked up, the heat diminishing in me. "Figure out what ya want?"
"Flautas," I croaked. "Chicken."
She wrote that down and sighed. "You all right? If you've already been drinking I'm gonna need ta cut you off."
"I'm fine. Just got shot by a guy with a bow."
"Right."
I looked up at her, and my eyes no longer felt so sandpapery. "I'm fine. You don't need to worry."
She stared at me a moment with cold, lizard eyes, and finally shrugged before heading back to the kitchen. I didn't think anything of it at the time, but that was the first command I ever gave anyone. It wouldn't be the last.
I gulped down the water so fast it spilled over the lip and all over my shirt. I didn't care. The beer was next. I chugged it like a high schooler trying to impress a college girl at a party. I was so thirsty I forgot about my hard-on. Pat had yet to make it out of the kitchen, so I headed for the bar with the bottle and the glass. Kate glanced in my direction, eyes dropping to my crotch, then back up to my face, a momentary disgust vanishing quickly for a bland, uninterested smile that didn't touch her eyes.
"Another beer?" she asked.
"Please. And a pitcher of water."
"We don't give customers pitchers for water."
"Then Pat will wind up making half a dozen trips. You're saving her the effort. Pitcher of water. Please."
She held my eyes a moment longer, then blinked and stepped away to hastily grab me a beer and a pitcher of ice water. When she came back, she shoved them both across the counter at me. Pat swooped in from out of nowhere and snapped, "We don't give out pitchers of water, Kate."
"I... had to," Kate growled.
"What?" Pat asked, her tone completely flat.
"I don't know! I had to!"
"I swear, if I was the manager, I'd have fired you years ago," Pat said. Kate looked like she might slap the other woman.
"Hey, hey, I was the one who asked for it," I said. Pat glared at me, and I held up my hands. "It's all right."
Her frown dissipated like that. "Oh. Okay. Sorry, Kate."
Everyone at the bar, myself included, gaped at her. She shrugged and hurried away to grab another drink for someone. Kate stared at me and breathed, "What the fuck, dude?"
"I..." I blinked. I had no idea what had just happened, but something clearly had. Was Pat messing with me? I should probably check the flautas when they came to make sure she didn't spit on them or something.
I went back to my table, pitcher of water and beer in hand. The heat in me still burned bright but it had dulled to far more manageable levels. My prick still felt swollen, though at least it wasn't hard as goddamn rebar. I sipped my water and my beer at a much more human pace and stared at the patrons. Kate occasionally gave me glances that said she was just as confused as I was.
When Pat came out with my food, I asked her, "Hey, what was that about?"
"What was what about?" she asked, with a mild huff.
"When I told you to cool it with Kate, you did. Right away."
"Because you said to." She blinked. "Well. Yes. Okay, that is weird." Her confusion dissipated into a shrug. "I guess some things aren't worth getting angry about."
I ate, watching her, watching Kate. Something odd was going on but I had no idea what it was yet. The flautas were good enough, but I was too distracted to notice, both by my odd conversation with Kate and Pat and the way I couldn't quite get comfortable. My jeans and underwear kept pinching my cock in odd ways, ways that had never really been a problem before. I chalked it up to a long winter and plenty of sugar around the holidays. My jeans were a size too small, maybe, except they'd fit pretty well that morning.
I kept shifting and trying to get comfortable but I couldn't. Finally I gave up, and after I finished off my fourth or fifth glass of water, I headed for the bathroom. I had to wait for a guy to finish up in there, and when he opened up, the smell hit me like a rotten watermelon.
"Jesus, dude, use the fart fan," I snapped as he smirked at me before passing me by.
"Sorry," he said, immediately turning right back for the bathroom and flicking the fan on. He left, and I gaped at him.
Nah.
No fucking way.
This wasn't some goddamn wish-fulfillment story. I couldn't tell people what to do. I wasn't that Doctor Who actor who controlled minds in that show with the fucking ridiculously hot blonde and the woman who looked like she ate a sour lemon every minute. That was nuts. It was a long day and I was imagining things.
Until I walked into the bathroom, shut the door, and unzipped my pants.
"What the hell?" I breathed.
I stared.
"What the actual hell?" I asked louder.
I poked it with a finger.
"What the actual fucking fuckity hell?" I shouted.
A minute later, someone pounded on the door. Kate. "Hey, look, keep it down or we're going to have to ask you to leave."
"Y-yeah," I said, staring at the monstrosity my cock had become. "Suuuure. I'll... keep it down."
I dropped my pants in a hurry. I didn't need to actually pee. I never would again, and I don't know why. Shitting either. That just... stopped. Same with getting sick and catching STDs. All that ended that day.
Well... no wonder I couldn't get comfortable. I wasn't small before, but now I was porn levels. "That can't be healthy for the circulation," I muttered, lifting it up by its tip and looking at it. It flexed, and I raised an eyebrow. "Holy shit."



That daffy son of a bitch wasn't just a guy with a bow. That was Cupid. And his piss-drunk ass gave me a dong that wouldn't quit and mind control. Happy Valentine's Day, me.
I dressed, washed up, and headed back to my table. Pat brushed past me on the way, and I stopped and said, "Pat, tell me the worst thing you've ever done."
"I slept with my husband's brother, his dad, and his uncles three days before our wedding." She clapped a hand over her mouth, her eyes huge.
"Holy shit," I said. My surprise at her admission won out over my elation at being proven right. "That is... uh... pretty horrible."
"I know," she said behind her hand. "What are you... how did you make me say that?"
"Don't worry about it," I said again.
"Okay," she whispered, and her hand fell away. "Get you your ticket?"
"No. I think I'll be staying a minute. Or ten. Is Kate seeing anybody?"
"Nothing serious. She strings along four or five guys." Again her hand rose to her mouth. I said, "Pat, don't worry about a thing I tell you, now or the rest of the day. It'll be our secret."
She nodded, visibly relaxing again. "She's trying to scam them for enough money to set up her own studio at home. Streaming or something. She wants to be an influencer and a camgirl."
"Okay, good. Thanks, Pat."
"Uh huh."
She took off, and I stared after her. The power was going to come with problems, ones I was only just beginning to understand. Whatever I said, I had to be careful. I kept accidentally controlling people without meaning to. That guy from the bathroom, Pat, Kate...
Kate.
My whole body roared with realization. She was single. She was kind of horrible.
She was mine.
* * *
"Another water?" she asked me, smiling as icily as, well, the ice in the shaker in front of her.
"Nah. I want your attention."
Kate stopped completely and stared at me. "What the-?"
"You find me handsome?"
"You're all right," she said, looking confused. "You're poor, that's obvious, but I don't know, you'd be okay looking if you cleaned up. Why did I answer that?"
"What if I told you I had the biggest dick you've ever seen?"
"You? I'd want to see proof or I'd laugh my ass off."
"Good enough. Pat told me you're single. Tell me if that's true."
"Kind of. I'm messing around with some guys, but it's nothing serious." Her eyes bulged. I didn't bother to settle her nerves.
"Nothing serious to you, or nothing serious to them?"
She ground her teeth. "To me."
"Perfect candidate to test this out then. There an office here?"
"Through the kitchen," she said, jaw clenched.
"Lead the way."
She turned immediately for it. Pat passed by us, not a care in the world about what we were doing. We headed in past a stocky guy with a patchy beard disinterestedly pulling fries from a deep fat fryer. He glanced up. "Hey, who are you?"
"Potential new hire."
He grunted and looked back at the fries again.
The office was cramped, but it would do. I gave one measly thought as to condoms and nearly made myself sick. My brain rebounded against it the same way yours might if you thought seriously about, oh, say, fucking your actual television. Cupid's arrow wasn't going to let me waste a drop of my come.
That's the weirdest sentence I think I've ever written.
I gripped Kate and spun her around so she was facing me. "You wanted proof of how big my dick is, unzip me."
She sneered at me but did as I told her. Her fingers brushed my length before I had my pants down, and her eyes bulged even wider than at the bar. "What the hell?" she spat out, looking down and then back up. Then, like she'd been hit between the eyes, she looked down again, licking her lips. "That's a cock."
"I think you're right. Suck it."
"You can't just order me around," Kate said, even as she dropped to her knees. She grabbed the base of my hardening cock and glaring up at me, stuffed herself silly.
Given that my dick was now as thick as a coffee cup, she could barely take half of me into her mouth, and what she did manage bulged lewdly. Kate's breath came hard through her nose and she struggled to suck even more of me down before I gripped her pigtails and started driving my cock in and out of her mouth. Usually I wasn't such an asshole when it came to blowjobs but my need had been building since I walked in the place and saw her, and my need for release raged inside me. I needed to use her and I needed it now. My come belonged in Kate's every hole and I was not going to be denied.
It wasn't much of a blowjob, but that was thanks to me, not her. I drilled my cock in and out of her mouth, staring down at what I was doing. It would have been unimaginable just hours before that someone this ridiculously hot would be so willing and anxious to suck me down. I realized Kate was still furious and this must have kinda sucked for her.
"You like this," I said, pushing the thought at her. "You like being my slut. Anything I ask you for, you'll try to accommodate me. Me wanting you makes you happy."
Her eyes lost that angry sheen and instead sparkled with pleasure. She bobbed her head along my length.
"You're mine now, Kate. Those other guys you were seeing? You're going to call them when you get some free time. Let them down gently. Tell them you've met someone and it's not their fault, it's yours. You want to be a camgirl, right?"
"Mm hm!" she moaned around my dick. She was doing something with her hands -- undoing her pants, I realized.
"You'll start down that road by sending those guys a sexy pic of yourself. Tell them it's a final gift. You playing with yourself, or cupping your tits, or showing them your ass. Whatever you think they'd like." I started to buck my cock harder into her mouth. She moaned and drove a hand into her pants. With every hard thrust of my cock into her mouth that hand moved faster until I could actually hear the wet squelches of Kate fingering herself.
Fuck, that did it for me. I had to have her.
"Stop sucking me and get up."
She did, mewling her disappointment. I jerked her pants down to her knees and stared at her hand through her black bikini briefs. She was really going at herself hard, staring up at me with newly devoted eyes.
"What are you doing to meee?" she whined.
"Making you mine," I growled. I jerked her top up and over her big tits. Without hesitation I leaned down and sucked one of her pink, thick nipples into my mouth, teasing it with my teeth as I reached behind her and shoved everything off the small desk. My hand dropped to Kate's ass and I pushed her back against the desk until she got the idea and hopped up on it, legs spread as wide as her dropped pants would allow.
I pushed her further down still until she was resting on her back, staring up at me, her breaths coming fast and hard. "Lift your ass," I said, and she did. I gripped her panties and tugged them down until they joined her pants around her feet. Those she finally kicked free as I dropped my mouth to her fuzzy blonde mound. "I want you to shave this later." I rethought that, and changed my mind. "Get it waxed instead. And keep it that way."
"I will but I don't have a lot of money," she moaned. Apparently my commands could run up against logistical walls. Interesting. She didn't try to deny me, though.
"You will."
Holy fuck, the thought made me nearly as excited as the idea of controlling any woman I wanted. No more struggling to make rent. No more work. I could have my pick of literally any mansion on Earth. Freedom. I was completely and totally free now.
I buried my mouth against Kate's desperately wet pussy.
And she howled.
I don't know to this day what command did it for her so fast. I don't know that any of them did. I think on some fundamental level I was drawn to Kate that first time for a reason -- she got off on power. I think I was always supposed to go to her. I think I was an arrow too. Don't understand? Neither do I. There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, that are dreamt of in your philosophy.
A-fucking-men.
The door banged open, and the cook gasped, "Kate?"
I said into her cunt, "Get back to work. Nothing to worry about."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
I turned and repeated myself. "I said get back to work and don't worry about it."
"Oh. Okay." He shut the door. I didn't think about it at the time but it was the first time I encountered one of my limitations.
My cock wasn't the only thing to receive a Cupid-sized upgrade. I did things to Kate with my tongue I didn't know I could do. It was longer, that much was certain. I plumbed her depths nearly as deep as my dick used to be able to do. I lapped her up like I was licking brownie batter from the bowl. And when I reached her hood after a few minutes of tonguing, I did magic to her clit. Not... you know, literal magic. I didn't cast a fucking cone of silence spell on her or anything. I mean my tongue worked that delightfully responsive button like I've never been able to do. One of her hands shot down to her pussy and she fingered herself right there in front of me. Her need left wet streaks on the desk as she slid back and forth, unable to help herself from humping at her fingers.
"You taste like honey," I growled up at her.
Though it barely registered on the weirdness scale next to my mind control and bigger dick, something bizarre happened -- she actually did taste like honey. Yikes. I thought about Cupid's words -- "I need to dial it in or you'll be too powerful." He never got that chance. I was going to have to do the dialing in myself when I got some time. Meanwhile, I had to be careful.
"You taste like you," I quickly amended. She looked puzzled but was too lost in the moment to care for long.
Here was one of my personal fantasy women spread in front of me like a buffet. I had her gasping again in no time. Her free hand clamped onto her own breast and squeezed as she rocked harder back and forth. I worshipped that clit as she punched her fingers in and out of her slick folds.
"Nnnngh, nnnngh, f-fuck..." she cried out. Her hips drove together and her feet kicked up. Kate rose up off the desk. "Oh shit, oh fuck, com-ing!"
Her hips bucked. I pulled her hand free and dropped my mouth to taste the sweet rush of her fluids. She really was sweet too, even without my earlier command, and I lapped it up, staring up at those enormous tits as she rocked through her orgasm. Then I was on her, kissing her hard, her tongue sliding around my lips to taste herself. Again, all her. Kate was a wild one by nature. I rubbed my cockhead against her entrance but decided this wasn't how I wanted her.
Instead, I stood back up and pulled her off the desk. She was almost boneless from the strength of her first orgasm but managed to support herself on her elbows when I turned her around, her ass thrust out. Her bud peeked out at me and how I desperately wanted to take her ass right there and then. I thought with my commands I could do it, too, order her body to relax and widen up enough to accept my dick. But it would require experimentation and I didn't have time for that. I wanted her and I wanted her right the fuck then, so I instead lined up my dick at her entrance. My enormous mushroom head barely poked inside her tight, wet folds before she arched her back and jerked her head upright.
"Holy... big... so fucking big!" she gasped.
"Does it hurt?" I asked.
"Y-yesss," she whimpered. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
"Time for to experiment. Kate, your pussy will widen enough to take me. You'll be full but comfortable."
Something in her pelvis shifted and changed. I felt her tense, then relax. Her walls shifted around my tip, her pussy widening but not by much. I pulled back and tried again. This time her hiss sounded much more pleased.
"Okay?" I asked.
"Yes," she moaned. "That's better. God, that feels so good now."
Still gun shy, I eased my way in slowly, feeling her out. She gave a deep sigh of pleasure as I worked every inch into her. I fit into Kate like our bodies were designed that way. It was beyond bizarre. Her whole reproductive system reconfigured itself in seconds because... what? I said a few words? If that was possible, what else was?
More thoughts for later. For the moment, my need drove rationality out the window and waved goodbye to it as I pulled back to Kate's oh-so-delightfully tight entrance. The second time I thrust in faster, and she really loved that.
"Yesss," she gasped. "Fuck me. Use me."
So I did. My pace picked up as I gripped those spectacular ass cheeks. I squeezed them hard enough it should have hurt, but instead she loved it. Again, I don't think that was any command of mine, but some innate desire in her to be owned like this. I didn't care. I gripped her ass and started to pound that pussy, filling her good and tight with every hard thrust. My big balls slapped against her skin. The desk scraped back and forth across the floor. The door opened again and shut just as fast, someone gasping on the other side.
I didn't care. I needed to come. I needed to fucking breed.
Does that sound stupid? It does to me too. But it was absolutely true. I needed to come inside this hot and willing slut. I needed her tits big and milk-filled. I needed her stomach huge and eternally swollen. I needed Kate Russo pumping out fucking litters of my sons and daughters.
I gripped her waist, and I shoved my cock in and out of her. I no longer cared about being careful or gentle with her. I used her. I used her like the teasing slut she was. I used her like I'd never used anyone else before or since. I was changing. I could feel it. Fat dropped away, solidified. My ass hardened. My chest and guts throbbed like I'd just worked out for an hour with weights. My teeth hurt as they straightened. My eyes, not terrible to begin with, felt like sandpaper again and the world came into sharper focus. My scalp tingled as hair I'd slowly begun to lose made a comeback.
And I fucked Kate harder.
We were slamming the desk back and forth now, our bodies joining with such force that minutes into it a leg snapped, nearly sending her falling off if I wasn't pinning her in place. I yanked out of her and she cried out, "No, no, fuck me!" I ignored her and lifted her upright, pushing her towards a wall, nearly jamming her face into it before I bent her over again and kept up the frantic fucking. Her fingers curled, her foot lifted. She came and came and came, gushing around me, dripping down her thighs, her legs. I held nothing back, grabbing one of her arms and pinning it behind her back as I thrust in and out of her with harsh grunts, my need rising, rising.
"I'm going to fill you up now, Kate," I growled.
"H-huh?" she whimpered.
I came. I gushed into her. I pumped her full of so much fucking come it felt like it was never going to stop. Her head shot up. "Nuuu-rrrrrgh! C-coming in... me!"
Rope after rope shot into her tight pussy until I felt like I was going to faint. I jerked out of her, my cock red and throbbing. My come drizzled out of her gaping pussy, spilling along her legs, the floor. I didn't care. I knew what was inside her would take root and that was all that mattered.
I collapsed into the office chair, my head throbbing, the heat in me finally dulling. Why... why had that need to impregnate her been so consuming? That wasn't me. I didn't particularly want kids. Or... that's what I thought, anyways. Kids brought complications. Kids brought an end. Cassandra had wanted kids. I couldn't handle that, the thought of us ending and becoming something more, something that would divert our focus from the things we loved doing. Well... that I loved doing, I guess.
And now here I was, fucking a near total stranger, pumping her full of life. Someone I didn't even care about was falling on her knees between my legs, sucking my spent cock into her mouth, cleaning me with barely a command from me.
In an hour, I'd changed into something unrecognizable. Something inhuman.
And maybe it meant I was a horrible person, but you know what? I kinda liked it.
Kate stared up at me, her eyes worshipful and needing as she sucked my tip, her cheeks hollowed out. I stroked her cheek. "You were very good," I said. I pulled out my phone and unlocked it. "Put your info in there. Do you have a credit card? Something with some credit available?"
She popped off me and said meekly, "Yes." She took the phone from me and with the other hand still stroking my softening cock, she programmed her information into it.
"Good. Buy some lingerie, some sexy outfits, that sort of thing. Bikinis. Swimsuits. Whatever else you can think of that would make me want you. Get that pussy waxed, like I told you. Get bleached, a beauty treatment, whatever you need. When I call you, your old life ends and you come to me with everything you need to start over. Understood?"
She handed me back the phone. I took it and gestured at her pile of clothes. She walked over on her knees and began to pick everything up. I had a terrific view of her ass again and already felt myself stirring, but I had other things I wanted to do before the day dragged on too much longer. Over her shoulder, Kate asked me, "What's your name?"
I'd forgotten to tell her in all this. I grinned.
* * *
After sex came money, and I headed straight for the heart of things. A quick search told me Chaparral Bank was the biggest in the city, so I headed there with a song in my heart and Katie's panties in my pocket. My misgivings about fatherhood were something I shoved uneasily to the side in favor of the world blossoming in front of me.
Why was I even driving my old car? The thought hit me halfway to the bank and I roared with laughter. I could be driving a BMW. A Ferrari. Hell, I could be chauffeured the rest of my life.
Now that appealed to me.
I had to get my powers under control, though. So when my good mood burned off enough that I wasn't feeling so manic, I thought about everything I'd just gone through. The cook opening the door and not listening to my command wedged itself in my mind and I decided to do another quick, harmless test before I hit the bank. I pulled into a gas station. Still in my car, I closed my eyes and said, "Someone wash my windows."
I opened my eyes. No one rapped on the windows or stepped up to the car. The windows still up and my eyes opened, I looked at the steering wheel and said, "Someone wash my windows."
Still nothing. Okay. Cool. That was what I expected.
I rolled down the window, still focused solely on the steering wheel, and said, "Someone wash my windows."
Nope. Still nothing.
This time, I looked at a random guy filling up a Toyota, his back turned to me. I whispered under my breath, "Wash my windows."
Nada.
Louder, conversationally, "Hey man, wash my windows."
The guy stopped pumping and turned to look at me, confused. He immediately started towards me and I waved him off, thinking to myself that he should stop and return to what he was doing. Okay, so he definitely had to hear me. Good to know.
"Forget what I just said and go back to what you were doing."
He returned to his car, looking like a guy who walked into a room and forgot what he was doing. He even chuckled to himself.
I rolled the window back up and dialed my friend Penny. She was a lesbian and another perfect candidate to test things out because she'd probably write this off as me just day drinking. She answered with a chipper, "Hey, Parker. Happy Valentine's Day."
"You too. Hey, help me celebrate. Send me a boob pic."
She laughed. "Go to hell. What are you doing today?"
I grinned. Maybe I was a bastard preparing to mentally line up a who's who of sexy women to fuck, but I didn't want to fundamentally change anyone's sexuality, especially not Penny. "Just went and got some flautas. Hey, I got some amazing news. Coming into some money."



"No kidding?"
"No kidding. It's going to take a while to get everything squared away, but when it is, party at my new house."
"Is there a punchline to this?"
"Nope. Hundred percent serious."
"Wow," she said. "Congratulations. We are going to dine on only the finest frozen pizzas from now on."
"Amen to that." I paused, feeling weirdly sentimental. "Hey. Penny."
"Yeah?"
"If you had to do it all over again, what would you do different?"
"Ugh, this is too fucking deep. When I come by, I'll bring some weed and we'll have this conversation."
I chuckled. "All right. Have fun."
"You too. And I mean it. Congrats."
And wouldn't you know it? I think she meant it.
And no boob pictures. Interesting. I thought I had things figured as far as range and what needed to be done to control people. Sight, sound. That was simple enough. Now I needed to do that Cupid's work for him and tinker with the programming a bit. I hesitated, then looking at myself in the mirror, I said, "If I say the words 'champagne and Fresh Prince of Bel Air,' any commands I give myself will revert back to this state." Christ, I sounded like my teenage programmer self. I grinned.
For starters, I needed a way to focus the mind control. If I kept spouting off random comments, someone was really going to actually try to go fuck themselves. I programmed myself to only give commands when I was winking and making a finger gun at whoever I was commanding. Dorky, but when I rolled down the window, it worked. I wasn't sure what else to do with myself yet, but I did have one errant thought. What if Cupid came back for me? What if there were more people like me out there?
"No one can control you but you," I said, winking and pointing the finger gun at the mirror.
* * *
The bank wasn't my usual. Mine smelled like cheap wood polish and car air fresheners. This bank smelled like money, which was to say it smelled like nothing at all. My bank would have had a pair of bored tellers at the counter behind bulletproof glass. This bank had real security guards patrolling and no bulletproof windows whatsoever.
I was going to find out that money bought the need to never have to worry. Mo' money mo' problems is utter horseshit. There's a certain point of wealth when your biggest concerns are what goes in your gut and what comes out of your dick, and that's about it. That bank was better protected than the government buildings just a few blocks away, and no one working there save the people doing the protecting even realized it.
I was going to join that world very, very soon.
The placard in front of my teller read Alexi. She was a tiny thing with big glasses. Beautiful and young, with her brunette hair done in a tight bun. She smiled as I approached, her eyes flicking down across my newly remade body. I smiled back, already stirring.
"Hello! How can we help you today?"
"Hi there," I said, winking and pointing a finger gun at her. "Alexi, I need you to take me to the highest-ranking person in the building. Nothing strange is going on. Just an ordinary request."
"I don't have a pass for that floor but Jennifer would," she said cheerfully.
"Who's Jennifer?"
She pointed to a stern older woman at a desk across the floor. I hurried to her and came back a minute later with a card in hand. Alexi beamed at me. "Right this way, sir."
There were two banks of elevators, one at the front of the bank people with appointments used, and an employee one deeper in the back. Alexi led me down a hallway to the employee one. I had to placate a few people along the way, including a pair of security guards, but overall I was pretty impressed we weren't bothered.
We were the only ones on the elevator. She swiped the card through a reader and pressed a button for the third floor from the top. As elevator rose, she looked up at me and blushed. I said, "You're very pretty, Alexi." I winked and made the finger gun again. I already felt like an idiot. I was going to have to come up with a different command. "Tell me if you're seeing anyone."
"I broke up with my boyfriend three weeks ago," she said.
"What happened?"
"I was taking him for everything I could but he lost his job so I just didn't care anymore." She said it disinterestedly, though her eyes bulged.
"Jesus," I muttered, "is everyone this horrible?"
"Probably," she said, shrugging. "Aren't you?"
"Fair enough. Is there a floor with an empty office?"
She nodded. "Eighth floor."
I reached out and stabbed the button. We were almost there already and the elevator cruised to a stop. This floor was all conference rooms and was completely devoid of people. Alexi tugged her hair free as she led me into one of the rooms. I liked the soft spill of her hair, but it was when I corrected her vision and she tossed aside her glasses that I realized she was genuinely beautiful.
I didn't feel the same all-consuming need with her that I did Kate. I wanted Alexi, sure, but there wasn't that need to own her. And let's face it here, the way I reprogrammed Kate, "owning" is about as appropriate a term as any, though it made me feel gross. Deservedly so, I guess. In any case, I satisfied myself with pushing Alexi down to her knees and feeding her my cock for my second blowjob of the day. When I was close, I had her unbutton her top. Shot after shot of my come painted her tiny tits in her pink bra. She tried to gather it up with her fingers but I told her to leave it. My come now came with a powerful tang, and I wanted everyone around her to suspect what she'd done.
On the way back up to the big man's office, she said, "You fixed my eyes."
"Yeah," I grunted.
"Whoever you are, thanks. You... um, you want to fool around again sometime, give me a call."
The elevator opened up to a pair of big private offices. The doors were heavy, ornate, and doubtless cost as much as I made in a half a year. The president and vice president. I grinned. Alexi headed back down and I stormed into the president's office.
Marshall Brant's waiting room was appointed in brass, such a gaudy affair that it almost hurt my eyes. His secretary sat behind a C-shaped desk, tapping away at a keyboard. She glanced up, quizzical. "Hello there. Do you have an appointment?"
I winked and made a finger gun. "I don't but it's all right. Is Mr. Brant in?"
She sighed. "Oh Lord, you're one of them."
I blinked and dropped the finger gun. "Uh. Sorry?"
She thumbed a button on her phone. "Mr. Brant, there's a Ludovico here to see you." She gestured at the chairs against the wall. "Have a seat. He'll be a minute."
I did, wildly confused. A Ludovico?
Five minutes later, the phone chirped and the secretary picked up. "Yes sir? Yes sir." To me, "You can go back."
I did.
In a grand leather office chair behind a sleek glass desk sat a man in the best suit I've ever seen, before or since. The gray in his hair was styled and perfected, resembling racing streaks at his temples. His dark eyes studied me.
I made my finger gun and winked at him, uncertain of myself. "I'm gonna need a whole lot of money."
He picked up his desk phone and dialed a number. "Sit," he barked at me.
"Go fuck yourself?" I said back, and stayed standing. I kind of have a thing about authoritarian types.
Marshall surprised me with a snicker and put the call on speaker. A woman picked up and said, "Secretary of Interior's office, Claire Hopkiss speaking."
"Claire, it's Marshall. We've got another Ludovico."
She sighed. "Thought we were done with this. Who are you?"
"Uh," I said helpfully.
"Your name," she said impatiently.
"Look," Marshall said, "you want money, you'll walk out of here with money. But you'll need to help us so we can expedite the process."
Claire, on the phone, said, "What happened to you? You find your great-grandfather's mind controlling necklace? Fall into some chemicals and it altered your mind?"
"Uh," I said again, then cleared my throat and mumbled, "Cupid confused me for the wrong guy, shot me, and when he figured out his mistake, he gave me... uh... mind control."
Dead silence, then Marshall roared with laughter and even Claire let out a chuckle. "That's new," she said.
"Yeaaah," I said. "Mind controllers, you've seen us before?"
"One of you crops up now and then but it's been a while," Claire said. "You're all a bunch of pains in the asses, so we find it easier to just deal with you, tell you the score, and everyone walks away with an agreement to not fuck up the status quo too badly. Think you can handle that?"
"Uh," I said, squinting at the phone. "Sure?"
"Good man. Here's how this is going to work. You're going to stay out of politics and religion completely. Anything more than you voicing your opinion at a city council meeting and we'll make your day-to-day as much a living hell as we can manage, and we're still the biggest dogs on the block, so that can be plenty."
"Stop with the threats," I said. "I just want some money. I don't want to be a politician. I sure as hell don't want to start a religion."
"Excellent. That's excellent. We expect you'll also want houses, and women, and all the luxuries that will come with your talents. We're not stupid and we're not going to try to deny you anything. What we do want is for you to not cause waves. Don't displace anyone. Don't take anyone from the public eye without at least some facsimile of a back story. We don't want supermodels walking down the street on leashes."
"That's happened before?"
"Unfortunately. We'll check up on you once a year or so, and in return for you behaving yourself, we'll give you access to one billion dollars in an untouchable account."
"One billion?" I squawked. Jesus, I didn't know what I wanted when I walked into the bank but it wasn't nearly on that level.
"Yes. Every year the funds will be topped off, assuming our arrangement hasn't been broken."
I thought about that and finally took a chair. Marshall stood up and went to a mini-bar in the corner. He gestured at it questioningly and I shook my head. "So if I wanted to, say, give it all to charities or open up some businesses..."
"That would raise some flags, but we're going to provide you with the services of a financial planner also aware of your kind. He and the shell companies he creates can act as a go-between. We've made this kind of arrangement before and it works favorably for both parties. Helps us keep tabs on you, and you get all the toys with none of the hassle. Marshall, arrange it."
"Done," my host said, mixing a scotch and soda.
We spent fifteen of the oddest minutes of my life -- including the moment when I looked into my pants and saw a monstrously thick penis and the following sexual hijinks -- going over my personal information. Marshall called up another pair of employees and I was provided with a sleek purple debit card. It was as simple as that. I agreed to their terms, we all exchanged phone numbers, and I was given a packet of information on the bank, its hours, and a glossy business card from Marshall.
I rode back down the elevator with him in near silence. Finally, I said, "This is all... a bit much."
He snorted. "You came into my bank looking to weasel me out of money you haven't earned. You're walking out a billionaire. You're lucky we're not taking you to the morgue."
Fair enough. "There's one other thing I want."
"For fuck's sake," he said impatiently, looking at his watch.
"Alexi."
"Who?"
"She's a teller. I... used her on the way up here. I feel bad about it and I want to hire her."
"Sure. Fine. They're a dime a dozen."
I decided to test the boundaries of my agreement, and when the elevator doors opened on the first floor, it was to me helping stand Marshall back up after I punched him hard enough in the temple to drop him.
On my way back through the lobby, I spotted Alexi getting reamed by another woman. I whistled and she looked in my direction. "Come on," I said. I didn't even command her, and she ran.
* * *
Alexi drove me to the finest hotel in the city. I wanted an actual home, but getting in the door with a minimal amount of hassle was going to be time-consuming and I wanted somewhere to post up for that evening.
I was about to realize something about myself. I love hotels. I love room service. I love maids. I love throwing on my robe over my clothes and heading down to the in-house restaurants to eat whenever I feel like it. I even like the temporary nature of them. I get tired of one, I walk out. No mess, no fuss.
The manager scoffed at the way we were dressed when I requested the hotel's best suite. That kind of snide bullshit would never sit well with me. After a few commands to take my money and give us the goddamn suite I told him he would clean the toilet bowl and tub by scrubbing them with a toothbrush.
With Alexi playing the dutiful mannequin, I experimented more with my powers on her while we waited for Kate to show up. Alexi confessed she wanted some actual curves to her body. Not huge, she warned me, but she allowed me to go nuts with that, solely for my own amusement and for research purposes. She laughed when I made her breasts the size of grapefruits. She cussed me out when I made the size of beachballs. We settled on a cup size or so bigger than what she already had.
Then came her ass. Unlike her, I liked Alexi's tiny butt, but it was her body. We gave her some more definition and filled out her hips some. She informed me she looked like a chicken, and I laughed so hard I nearly cried. She wasn't wrong. About that time, Kate showed up. She helped some, still dazed by all this, and soon we had Alexi shaking her newfound curvy bottom at us as she danced to Shakira.
Now I felt that drive to own her the way I had Kate. Now I felt that need pressing in on me.
Watching Alexi shake her ass, I knew how I wanted her and Kate. I gestured at my blonde slutty bartender to come to me, and she did, already undoing the buttons on her new blouse and showing off the red, wispy lingerie underneath. Her bra hid nothing of her nipples, and when I unzipped her skirt and tugged it down, neither did her panties to her pussy.
I guided her on my lap as Alexi swayed to the beat. I was dressed only in a robe at that point, and Kate tugged apart the belt to free my cock. With her knees planted on either side of me she ground her pussy on me like she was desperate for it. Her mewl in my ear stirred my already hardening prick, and when she licked the lobe, I couldn't help myself. I grabbed her ass and lifted her. She was so light in my arms. Just that morning I would have staggered with her but my new muscles made it trivial. I dropped her onto the bed on her back, lifting one leg to free her of her shoe, then the other.
Alexi shimmied closer to watch what she believed was going to be me fucking Kate, but I'd been staring at that ass for too long to not want her right then and there. I looped an arm around her and pulled her in, her thigh pressed to my prick. She moaned when I cupped her ass, then slid a finger up and down her crack. She humped at me when I teased her bud, and when I spun her and pushed her towards Kate, she went with a gasp.
They rested face to face, tiny Alexi holding herself over the other woman on her knees and one elbow. They stared at one another for a long moment, then without a prompt from me, started to kiss. Neither of them up to that point had ever been in a sapphic situation, but they were both curious, they admitted to me later.
I stroked my cock as I approached, lining myself up with Alexi's almost non-existent folds. I had a feeling she would be even tighter than Kate, so I gave her a command just like hers. "Take every inch of me," I grunted as I slid my cockhead against her lips. "You'll fit around me and be plenty wet."
Her head shot up. "Nnnguh," Alexi moaned. "Oh fuck, that felt weird."
"Right?" Kate said underneath her, her hands on Alexi's butt.
"He did it to you too?"
"You think I could take that thing without a command like that?"
I shut them up by pulling Alexa back by the hips, impaling her slowly on my cock. She jerked back and forth on it and I stopped, cautiously raising a finger gun. "You okay?"
"It's big," she gasped. "Keep going."
She crushed her lips against the lace covering Kate's breast as I fucked into her slower this time. Her responses weren't ones born of pain, but a natural sensitivity. Not only that, but I was already rubbing her G-spot hard.
My huge cock looked absolutely ridiculous and lewd sinking in and out of her tiny frame. We fit together so well that I didn't even need to hang onto her. I just rocked my hips back and forth and she came along for the ride. Her face pressed against Kate's tits, she let out a string of moans and grunts as I began to pump in and out of her.
"Big, big f-fucking... nnngh, ahhhh..."
The fever rose in me as I stared at that perfectly perky ass. I bucked my hips harder against Alexi and started to growl out commands I barely registered speaking.
"You're the first of my women, the both of you."
"Yesss," Kate hissed, watching me with a dark, wanton look.
"You'll be on top of the food chain." I slapped Alexi's ass and she rolled on Kate, thrusting her chest against the other woman's stomach as she ran her tongue along Kate's lingerie-clad breast. "Alexi, you'll be my personal assistant. Anything I need taken care of, you'll do."
"Uh huh!" she agreed fervently, bouncing harder against my cock.
"Kate, you'll be in charge of my..." I hesitated. I couldn't believe the word about to escape my lips. It sounded so fucking cliché but there was no other word for what I knew I wanted. "My harem."
Kate nodded fervently. I couldn't see it but she was fingering herself as I fucked Alexi on top of her, panties tugged out of the way.
"Neither one of you will ever so much as think about betraying me. Hurt me, and it'll be like hurting yourselves."
"Noooo," Alexi whimpered. "We serve you."
"Yes," Kate hissed again. "Your sluts, your best sluts."
I stepped back, pulling Alexi with me until her face was above Kate's pussy. She jerked the panties down and with only a moment's hesitation dropped her mouth to the blonde's wet, waiting slit. I was pleased to see she got waxed, then remembered something from Cassandra's personal grooming habits. That shit hurt for a day or two afterwards. I might have missed Kate's winces otherwise, or mistook them for pleasure.
"None of that pain, now," I said. "When you both get waxed, you'll be perfectly fine afterwards."
Kate gave me a grateful look, then returned her attention to Alexi as the other woman tongued her as best she could manage with me fucking her back and forth. I hammered into her harder, thoughts fleeing me as the fuckfest started in earnest. I wasn't the only one feeling it. Alexi nearly dropped as the sensations filled her, her whole body quivering as she rode the edge.
"Nnnnngh!" she gasped against Kate's slick folds. She had no control not and could only hang on as she tried desperately to lick at what she could. Kate had her hands buried in the other woman's hair and pulled her face up to look into her eyes.
"Come for him, baby, come all over that big fucking cock..."
"Ahhh, ahhhh, ahhhh, "Alexi panted, "f-filling me..."
"We're going to have his babies," Kate whimpered. She spread her knees wide and took over where Alexi couldn't. Her fingers slid across her clit, dancing on her folds. She plunged three into herself, one hand behind her head, watching the two of us.
"Bay... babies?"
Kate nodded, plunging her fingers in and out. "Don't you want that? Don't you want him filling you up?"
"I... I've never..." Alexi hiccupped her words. "N-never... thought... I..."
"Think about us, Alexi," Kate said. "Nice and fat and so full of his children we look like we're going to fucking burst..."



"Ohhhh," Alexi whimpered. A frenzy took me over as I listened to the words. I was pounding her now, my cock dripping with her wetness. My need to come roared in my ears but not before her.
"Imagine sitting on his lap. Imagine offering up one of your big milky tits and him sucking it down."
"Fuck, oh fuck, I.. I... I want it..." Alexi gasped.
"What do you want, slut?" Kate asked.
"I want... to be pregnant! Do it! Come in me! Come in meeee!"
Her words changed into a primal scream of lust fulfilled. She came all around me, sobbing her pleasure, her back stiff, her fingernails digging into the bedspread. I didn't even know I was moving until I had her on her back, knees up so high they nearly touched her knees. I speared her dripping cunt over and over and over again, fucking her with a snarl on my face.
Kate shot up and off the bed, coming around me, pressing her lace-covered breasts against my back. "Come in her, stud, come in your newest slut, make her yours like you did me, fill her up..."
"Fuck," I growled. "Coming, baby. Going to fill her up." I twisted my head and she kissed me, her tongue clashing with mine. "When I do, you're going to lick up every last fucking drop from her."
"Yesss," Kate hissed. "Then do it to me again. Take my mouth or my pussy or my ass. They're all yours, Parker. We're your sluts now."
The heat blew through me and I roared out, "Mine!" as I thrust deep into Alexi one more time. I came so hard I nearly blacked out, all the blood rushing straight to my cock. I came and came and came, filling her up, my cock pulsing in little Alexi and giving her the life she'd now forever crave.
I yanked out of her and Kate was there, burying her mouth against the other woman's drooling cunt, sucking up every last bit of my come she could. There was so much, and even when she drank down some of it out of need, there was still more oozing out of Alexi. She took another mouthful and brought it to the other woman's lips, sharing my treat and the taste of her own pussy. Alexi never hesitated. They rolled together, fingers at each other's pussies, breasts, whatever.
Kate wound up on bottom and I pushed Alexi out of the way to eat the blonde's pussy. Staring at Alexi, I growled, "Sit on her face. Enjoy yourself."
"Yes, sir!" she cooed. I liked that "sir."
If I hadn't stopped then to lick Kate's pussy, would the next few hours have still happened the way they did? I don't know. It dulled the fire in me. Made me think. Made me slow down. If I had just commanded myself to firm up again to fuck Kate straight away, would I have thought about Cassandra? Or would I have burned through the night, drawing in every nearby beauty I could for some fantastical fuck festival?
What I do know is that when I buried my tongue in Kate's pussy, the waxed mound made me remember the first time Cassandra tried it. She said it made her cry, and it always would, but she liked the feel of it. Liked the cleanliness, the skin against skin when she touched herself. It was the same reason she liked me clean shaven. Why, to this day, I still shave as often as I do, never growing a beard or any other facial hair.
Cassandra.
Alexi rocked on Kate's face, one of the sexiest sights of my entire life, and I grinned as she blew me a kiss, but I was a million miles away thinking about a regular at the coffee shop in the same parking lot as my work. About bumping into her when I went to get a coffee of my own on my break. About it happening again, and the soft "yes" she gave me when I asked her if she'd like to have lunch sometime. About that lunch turning into something more, something good, and about how uncomfortable that made me until it didn't anymore. About moving in together and thinking to myself how annoying her snoring, her diabetes, her allergies were. About becoming complacent and almost hating what we'd become, the schedule of it all, the regularness. About how happy she was and how miserable I was.
About the day a coworker and I went to have drinks. A very female coworker. Not a nice one. Not even pretty. We didn't like each other much but she hated her husband and I hated myself and my life.
About the next day, waking up on my stomach staring at someone else's wall. About telling Cassandra, and watching her shatter.
About her whispering we could make it work, we could move on from this if we did it together.
About shutting the door on her.
I moved. I pushed away from the two gorgeous women and the bed. They were asking me questions, questions I barely heard as I snatched up my clothes, my wallet, my phone. There was a brief crazy moment when I looked at my keys, then realized there wasn't a single one on that chain that mattered anymore. My car was still at the bank. Alexi drove here.
"You two have fun," I said. "I'll be back soon. Might be tomorrow, might be... a while. I don't know."
"Where are you going?" Alexi asked, still bouncing on Kate's face.
"Just... out," I said. "Order room service, go swimming, whatever."
I didn't so much walk out as run.
* * *
I didn't know where Cassandra was living now, but I knew her sister Marta was still in an apartment on the west end. We had a few mutual friends and she still cropped up in their pictures from time to time. As recently as a month ago she was in one with a few of them sitting out by the big communal patio area I remembered.
I commanded an old man in the parking lot to let me borrow his truck. I roared out of there, trying to contain myself. I was going to make things right. I was going to make the universe whole again. I was going to be a better man. I was going to get Cassandra back.
In half an hour, I was racing up the stairwell to Marta's floor. She was just coming out, a short, tough woman in a silky dress and a big puffy coat. She glanced up at me as she pulled her door shut and squinted. "Parker? What the hell are you doing here?"
"I need to know where she's living," I said.
"Um. Hell no?"
I made the finger gun and winked. "Marta. Tell me. Now." She did, and clapped a hand over her mouth, her eyes huge. "Forget we ever had this conversation. Forget you saw me."
She blinked, and squinted at me again. "Parker? What the hell are you doing here?"
Oh. Duh. I told her to forget I was there when I was... er... right there. Quickly, I amended, "Forget that you saw me slowly. Let me get out of here first."
I ran back downstairs to the car, grinning ear to ear. I was coming, Cassandra. Everything would be okay.
* * *
She lived in the suburbs, because of course she did. She loved the suburbs. Loved the idea of families on the same streets, of getting to know people over years and years of potlucks and kids playing soccer together and PTA meetings. A bright, cheery blue Flex sat in her driveway, and I smiled. Her favorite color.
Or was that yellow? I couldn't remember.
I pulled in across the street under the shade of an enormous tree and parked. Willing up the strength to walk across the street and say hello, I sat there a minute. I rehearsed a dozen times the commands I was going to give her, then myself. We'd be happy together. Forget the rest of the harem. I only needed her.
The curtains in the big picture window were wide open, giving me a view into the brightly lit living room. Someone moved across, and I sucked in my breath. Cassandra?
No. A man.
I couldn't make out much, just a white flannel shirt and a shock of hair. He turned, waving at something someone inside said. I got the wrong house, I decided, or the wrong street like Cupid. Then someone else moved past the window.
Cassandra.
Something cracked. A lot of things cracked. Snow hit the hood and the roof and I leaned forward and looked up just in time to see a fat diapered man fall from the limbs of the tree, landing a full two feet in front of the car. He rose, swearing.
"Oh fucking hell," I muttered.
"Oh heyyy!" he said, waving cheerfully in my direction, if I was sitting three feet to my right. He stumbled towards the passenger side. I'd have locked it, except knowing that daffy bastard, he'd just break the window and climb in anyways.
To a vocal protestation by the car's shocks, Cupid squashed himself into the seat and closed the door, panting hard. He elbowed me, and said, "Found you."
"Fuck. Off."
"I will, soon enough." He slowly caught his breath and twisted as far as he could to look at me. "You can't do it."
"No? You going to stop me?"
"I can't," he said, almost as quiet and shy as a child. "I really did screw some of it up. That was clever, telling yourself no one could stop you except you. Even I can't break that. Glad you got control of yourself early. That could have been bad."
"You got drunk and passed out."
"Yeah. I did."
I sighed. "There was no mistake, was there? I really was your target, wasn't I?"
"Yup. Parker Fenton. First real girlfriend at fourteen. First real breakup two weeks later. A string of other-"
"I get it." I rubbed my face. "Why me?"
"I wanted to show you this," Cupid said, gesturing across the street. "I wanted you in this moment, realizing what it was you truly wanted."
"So why stop me from taking it?"
Cupid stared at me. In that moment, I saw him. The real him. Not this drunken idiotic façade, but the alien thing underneath, the ageless being, the beautiful, the wonderful. I had to look away. I couldn't help it. I was, at once, ashamed and awe-struck.
I looked where he wanted me to look. And I saw what he wanted me to see.
The man bent over and picked up something. No. Not something. Someone. A toddler, no older than a year, waved its chubby arms as the man bounced towards Cassandra. She held her arms out and the man passed the baby over.
A baby.
Their baby.
My soul lurched.
"You have done well so far," Cupid said, though he was just a voice now in my head, his corporeal form no longer necessary. "Picking out the ones who hurt, who use. Even then, you are protecting them. Making them yours, yes, but they will be better for it. But if you take her, you will be taking one of the true good ones. You will be happy. She will be happy. But you will be corrupting something beautiful and true. True love is not a gift given to all. That's the myth. It is a precious thing, given to the best among us, and she has that now, with both of them. Will you take it from her?"
"Fuck you," I whispered, warmth spilling down my cheeks as I watched her bob the baby.
Silence. The presence in my mind left.
The choice was mine. I could drive away. I could take Cassandra back.
I flung open the car door.
* * *
She saw me coming, and opened up before I reached the door. My heart knotted, exploded at the sight of the child looking all around, his lips bobbing open and closed.
"Parker?" she asked in her quiet mousy tone.
I winked. I made the finger gun. Her husband stepped out too. I stopped at the bottom of the steps.
"Help you, my man?" the guy asked.
My throat worked, and I croaked, "Let me speak without interrupting me." I thought for a moment. "Be good. To each other, to... to the people you love. Find happiness with each other. No matter how bad things might get, or how bored... how bored you might be. Just... love each other. Please."
Cassandra swallowed, watching me, eyes huge. She tried to speak, couldn't. She shuddered. I saw the fear there, and oh God, how it broke my heart.
"When I'm back in my car and driving away, you can talk again. You'll forget I was here. It was a stranger, someone looking for directions. And over time, you'll forget me completely," I said, coming up the steps. I sniffed and stroked the baby's cheek. It tried to grab at my hand and I chuckled. I leaned in, and kissed Cassandra's cheek. "I'll love you forever. I'm sorry I was too stupid to figure that out sooner. All the hurt I left you with... let it heal." I sighed, and stepped back down.
"Parker," she whispered, but I was already going.
* * *
It's not a bad life, living on a beach, drinking way too much beer, keeping a small army of women and our children entertained. I'm into sculpting now, and whittling. That's weird, right? But it passes the time, and that, I have centuries of. Maybe more. I don't know.
I have a few dozen kids. They're blessedly normal, and cranky, and fun, and aggravating. I love them all, though I confess I have hired lots and lots of help to raise them and I see none of them on a regular basis. We have taken over an entire village down in Mexico, my favorite of the bunch, but I have dens in New York, Chicago, London, Paris, Tokyo, Cape Town, and a few others just starting to blossom.
I travel a lot, meeting new, kind of terrible women, making them mine. I try to keep them happy, and I genuinely hope they are. But even with my powers and my wealth, it's difficult. I am, underneath it all, still mostly human, and I forget things, important things.
I try to love them, but it's not easy. And that's the point, I think. True love exists, but for some of us, a lot of us, it'll happen to the other guy. For us, we have to work. We have to put in the nine to five and fight through the worst of it to see the best and find some kind of balance in the in-between. We have to earn love, not just for ourselves, but for others.
I am starting to see the beauty in that, in the stolen small moments of happiness and togetherness. I have my wild times and the sex is amazing, but for me, it's about being at an airport, one of my women at my side, reading a romance novel while I tap away on my phone. It's in the morning routines, having breakfast together at one of my big tables, listening to the stories about the children or the plans for the day, things we've all talked about and heard a thousand times.
And sometimes we fight, and that's okay too. Because now I know what I want. I want to come back together with them afterwards, to see things right. I'm not always the happiest man but in them, I find I'm content.
And being content is so very much enough.
One of my babies is crying now. I'm going to go change his diaper. Not because I have to. There's help for that. But because I can. Because I want to.
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"I dreamed about you last night."
Jessica spoke the words like she was still dreaming. They rested on their backs in opposite directions on the grass in a big city park. In the distance they heard the excited yells and cries of the children getting ready for an annual kite festival. They came down to watch for a while after classes before both of them had to go to work.
With his ear pressed against Jessica's, Corbin hoped in a haze he could hear her heartbeat. A silly thought, but no less true for it. "I've dreamed about you almost every night since we met," he said.
Jessica gave him a pleased "mmm." "There was this little cabin. I don't even think there was power, there was just this fire pit in the middle of the room. I was so warm and cozy, and I stepped outside. You were there, sitting on this old log bench, your feet up. You were fishing but you were asleep."
"That sounds... perfect," he said. "Except the fire. Fire means it's cold outside. I hate the cold."
She chuckled throatily. "And yet you come from South Dakota."
"Which is exactly why I hate the cold." He pointed upwards at a meandering cloud. "A two-liter bottle of soda, half tipped, pouring out."
She squinted. "Hmm. Old woman in a dress, sweeping."
"Oh yeah, I can see that. So an old cabin. A big comfy fire. Is that where you want to live someday?"
She nestled her head tighter against Corbin's. "Maybe. I think I told you, I like my place."
"It's a great place."
"And it would be perfect for raising a couple kids, you know? Nice and big, but it feels... homey. I think I'd want to stay in Agramonte, at least for a while. But someday, when the kids are grown and in college or doing whatever they want to do... a smaller place somewhere. Cozy, just a one-bedroom thing. Maybe near a stream, or a river. Not a lake, those have too many flies."
Corbin chuckled. "Sounds nice."
"Mm. What about you?"
He stared up at another cloud, trying to figure out what it might look like. Quietly, he said, "Wherever you were, I'd be happy."
He expected a protest. He expected her to remind him they were just friends with benefits. Instead, Jessica scooted away, and he thought he'd blown it, had pushed her too hard. Things had been so good since their blowup a few weeks ago. Their nights, when both of them were done with school and work, were spent with each other. Good nights. Special nights. He couldn't remember the last time he set foot in his dorm. Every moment Corbin could, he spent with her.
But there was a stillness to their relationship he dared not dapple. Neither one of them had called it that yet. He was afraid to broach the subject, to tell Jessica how he really felt. He thought she would walk away. In the earliest weeks she reminded him often they were just friends with benefits. The words hadn't been spoken since that night of the scavenger hunt, and he thought maybe they'd moved into something new. But to ask was taboo. To ask was to risk everything he'd gained.
But he was tired of not knowing, and now he had probably screwed things up.
Instead of getting upset, Jessica squirmed away, brought her feet up nearly to her chest, and rocked backwards in a surprise reverse somersault that left her on her knees, her black hair wild and hanging down across her eyes. She blew it out of the way with a grin. "Wasn't sure I could still do that," she murmured, coming to him on her knees.
Jessica straddled him, and despite there being an audience far away, Corbin trailed her butt with his fingertips. "I thought I was being too corny and I'd push you away."
"I like corny."
"I mean it. I'm happy with you in a way I've never really been before."
She leaned down and kissed him gently. "Me too."
Jessica rested on him like that, her knees astride him as she scooted down to tuck her head against his chest. He brought his arms up around her back and held her there as she breathed softly against him.
"Jessica."
"Hm?"
"I don't want to just be friends with benefits anymore."
She took a deep, shuddering breath, and whispered, "Me neither."
His heart roared in triumph, and he fought down the urge to spin with her until she was on the ground and he could make love to her right there and then. "So."
"So." She pushed up and kissed his chin, his lips. "But."
"Oh," he said, his guts twisting.
Jessica poked his chest. "It's a fun but. But I don't want to be committed until you've finished your classes."
"I've got four years," he protested. "I can't wait that long."
"Not those classes." Her devilish grin made his prick stir. "My classes."
"Ahhhh," he said, grinning back. "Thoooose classes."
"Mm hm. Pass the final, and you can have whatever it is you want from me. Fail it, and I get whatever I want from you."
Corbin's hands roamed her back lazily. "And what's the final?"
"The question is who, not what."
He caught on. "Dr. Windsor."
Her grin widened. "Exactly. By... let's say Christmas." She kissed him. "Don't know if I can keep this game up for much longer than that."
"Jessica, we don't have to play it at all. I'm yours. You have to know that by now."
"I do," she murmured, and kissed him again, slow, long, good. "But... aren't you curious? Because I kinda want to see if you can. And I think we'd be forty and sitting around the house wondering if you could or couldn't. We owe it to ourselves to try."
He chuckled. "All right."
"And with me gone for the weekend, you have homework."
"What's that?"
She hopped off him and stood up. "Spontaneity. So far, me or Brooke have teed up all your hookups so far. I want you to try and have sex with someone new. Tell her the usual, you're not after a relationship, just some fun."
He stood up too and dusted off the ass of his jeans. "You know I'd only sleep with you if that's what you wanted."
She gave him a sidelong look, such a lovingly fond thing his heart melted. "I know, Corbin. Someday we'll be each other's onlies. I'm an old-fashioned girl like that. Well... we might have fun with a friend on occasion like Brooke, but always together. For right now, though, this is the game I want to play. Is that all right?"
"Yes," he said simply, coming to her. They kissed again. "So. I try to have sex with someone random this weekend."
"Yes, exactly. Sasha asked about you the other day too. I think she might be stopping by tomorrow during the swim meet. You can sleep with her or Brooke, but they don't count."
"I live in a fantasy land," Corbin said.
She snickered and poked his chest. "You better believe I get you on lockdown once we are a couple, though."
"Oh, absolutely. We gotta get you to work."
They headed for her car in the parking lot at the base of the grassy slope. Corbin hesitated, amused that he could be so shy around this woman he loved, then took her hand in his. She glanced down, then up at him, and squeezed. They didn't let go until they had to.
* * *
Jessica's babysitting job was a last-minute emergency, one she was getting paid big bucks for. A death in the family meant a pair of regulars had to fly out and in a hurry. They were taking their youngest child with them, but the two older children had a peewee football game they badly didn't want to miss, and the parents didn't particularly want to drag the whole family cross country to misbehave in a church.
Flying as high as Corbin was on the knowledge that she cared for him too, it sucked to be apart from her that long. At least they would get to talk when the kids were asleep or down for a nap. She would be home Sunday night.
In the meantime, he had a job of his own to take care of, both that night at the sports complex and the following day at the pool. Another college swim meet was that weekend, and it was becoming customary for him to work the events selling tickets. He genuinely liked it. It was easy and he got to talk to a lot of people. Not many attended the meets that early in the year, so he was in for a pretty quiet time.
First, though, came an awkward return to the dorms. The last time he'd been back, it was with the stunning Sasha Windsor and Brooke Wallace, and the things they'd done still made him shiver to think about. At the tail end, after he'd fucked them both, they rested together on his bed and his roommate Sam walked right in. It was pretty funny, all things considered, but before that, Corbin and Sam had something of a falling out.
Corbin hoped to rectify that over the weekend. He missed his roommate's goofy, easy friendship.
Sam wasn't in the room, but the scent of his body spray hung in a cloud. He always gave himself a spritz when he was going to go eat. Corbin checked his cell phone. Only half an hour before he had to work. Time enough to run in to the cafeteria, grab a bite, and talk to Sam.
The cafeteria wasn't that far so he jogged down the stairs, happy as he'd ever been. Jessica wanted to be a couple when all this craziness with her lessons was done. Him a freshman, her a senior looking at grad school, he knew on an intellectual level things would be financially difficult for them both and a long-term relationship would come with a lot of mountains to cross, but his heart told his brain to piss off and they could figure all that out as they went.
It wasn't just Jess making him happy. With more attention to his diet and regular workouts at the school's gym, he dropped a lot of his excess weight. There was still some softness to his gut but when he looked in the mirror he was shocked at the guy who peered back at him. Gone was the boy of just a couple months ago. In his place was a man -- or the makings of one, anyways. And he was actually starting to develop some pretty solid muscles. Him! Crazy.
Corbin grinned at a trio of strangers walking by, and they grinned back. It was a good day.
The cafeteria was divided into six main sections - two for entrees, one for sides, desserts and salads, and one special section that changed out depending on the day of the week. Friday was wing day, and sure enough, there was Sam right in the middle of the pack heaping a plate full. Corbin grabbed a platter from a rack, dumped some silverware on there, and rushed past the drinks to catch up to Sam as his roommate veered away from the wings and towards the entrees.
"Sam! Hey!"
Sam half-turned and said, "Oh. Hey."
"Got anybody eating with you?"
"Um. Patrick and Brad are coming by."
"Well, you want some more company?"
Sam shrugged and kept moving. Corbin tried not to sigh and followed him. It was hard to resist the pot pie, one of the cafeteria's best offerings, but he opted for the turkey meatloaf, which approximated the taste of ground leather. Sam, as he always did, grabbed everything in sight, but he was tiny and could eat all weekend without gaining a pound. Corbin swung by and grabbed a salad, and by that point, Sam was shooting towards a table near the windows. Prime real estate in the cafeteria -- if you didn't nab a seat there early, you weren't going to get one.
Corbin wasn't too far behind his roommate, but by the time he got there, four wings had already been sacrificed to Sam's all-consuming gut, the bones stacked crossways. Corbin slid into the seat across from him as Sam tore into his fifth.
"How's it going? Been a while."
"Uh huh," Sam grunted.
"Saw you made the Wall o' Snacks into a pumpkin. That's neat. Festive."
"Yeah," Sam said. "I ate your mom's cookies. I didn't know if you were coming back so..."
"Ah, hey, that's fine by me. You can have all my side of the snacks."
"I'll pay you back. For that and the action figures."
Corbin fought another sigh and nodded. His action figures had been the point of contention between them -- or rather, Corbin getting rid of them. Sam didn't want Corbin changing too much and felt like his own goofy lifestyle was kind of under attack when Corbin decided to clean up his side of the room and make it more adult-ish. It had led to problems with Jessica too, but those had been resolved almost as fast as they happened.
"I gotta work tonight and tomorrow, but Jessica's gone for the weekend and I'll be around if you want to play some games or something," Corbin said, trying for an olive branch. "Maybe we could go to that bar arcade?"
"I already went with Patrick," Sam said. He hesitated, and finally looked at Corbin. "I'm sorry."
"Why are you sorry? I'm glad you went. Was it cool?"
"Yeah. Really pricey, but if you go Monday through Thursday before five, the game cards are half off."
This was safe territory. "How were the games?"
"Oh man, the whole back wall, it's tabletop arcade cabinets, like without the base, you know? And they have little spaces beside where you can put your food and your drink and just sit there and play."
"Sounds like it might get greasy," Corbin said.
"Yeah, no kidding. There was a waitress wiping everything down like every half hour. She looked like she hated it." Sam finished off another wing before continuing. "We went to this really cool bookstore, too. Big on games, and they have a Space Remains night every Thursday."
Space Remains was a new pen and paper RPG, old school in its philosophy of intricate dice systems and complex character sheets. It was a die-hard game, too intimidating for Corbin even at his nerdiest, but Sam was a big fan and owned all the books.
"That's awesome. You going to sign up?"
"I am," Sam said. "I know you have to work that night-"
"Corbin! Hey!"
Corbin turned in his chair, already grinning. Billy's girlfriend -- now fiancé -- Bethani headed for them, a platter in hand. Billy wasn't far behind.
"Hey yourself!" Corbin said. "I heard the great news. Congratulations."
"Aw, thanks," Bethani said. "Can we join you?"
"Sure," Corbin said. Sam opened his mouth and closed it again. "Do you know Sam?"
"I don't, but you're Corbin's roommate, right?"
Sam nodded, blushing. He was incredibly shy around women, and Bethani was nothing if not gorgeous. Tall, blonde, curvy. She had cut her cornsilk blonde hair since Corbin last saw her, opting for a very stylish short side style that emphasized her strong facial features.
"Billy and Bethani just got engaged," Corbin said as Bethani sat down.
"Oh, that's cool," Sam said. "Congratulations."
"Thanks," Bethani said. She held out her hand and showed off her engagement ring. "It was really sweet. Up at the falls..."
"A tuba band playing," Billy said, swooping in to sit next to Sam. "Warm Tecate, her with the worst gas you've ever smelled."
"Billy!" Bethani said, jabbing Corbin with her elbow. "Not a bit of that is true."
"What's Tecate?" Sam asked, looking intimidated. Corbin couldn't blame him. Billy was one of the biggest, best wrestlers in the college, and looked about like he could crush someone's skull with one hand. He was ferocious, for sure, but in reality, Billy was also a hell of a good guy and incredibly kind. It was thanks to him Corbin didn't get his ass kicked worse in an ugly incident with some bullies earlier that year, and again when it came to getting his car repaired from some damage done by the same guys.
"A Mexican beer," Billy said, already shoveling up forkfuls of meat. "Sam, right?"
"Uh huh," Sam said.
"Billy." To Corbin, he said, "Where's your girlfriend?"
Corbin couldn't help smiling at the word. Not all that long ago he and Jessica had both been protesting vehemently they were in a relationship, but now he felt no urge to correct Billy. "She has an all-weekend babysitting thing. Last minute."
"Uh oh," Billy said, looking at Sam. "That means she's probably stepping out with the baseball team."
"Billy!" Bethani said, throwing a green bean at him.
"There's, um, Patrick and Brad," Sam said. His voice was barely a whisper.
Corbin shook his head. "Don't make me come across this table at you, Billy. You might strain something laughing at me when I try to elbow drop you."
"Wouldn't want that to happen," Billy said agreeably. "So a free man for the weekend. You got big plans?"
"Working tomorrow," Corbin said, thinking about Jessica's homework assignment for him. "Other than that, I was thinking at some point I'd go grocery shopping and try to surprise Jessica with a nice dinner when she comes back."
"Oooh, romantic," Bethani said. "Do you cook?"
"No, not a bit," Corbin said, grinning. "But figured I'd try, you know?"
Sam turned in his chair and waved at his friends. "Can we make some roo-?"
"Pasta," Billy said. "Can never go wrong with pasta. Easiest thing in the world to cook, too."
"Pasta's good, but you really want to win her over, do a roast," Bethani said.
"Baby, if he doesn't know how to cook, that's throwing him in the deep end," Billy protested.
Sam's friends headed towards the table, looking uncertain. Sam pushed away and stood up. Without a word, he grabbed his platter and headed for Patrick and Dan.
"Sam," Corbin called, but his roommate didn't look back. "Crap."
"Everything okay?" Billy asked.
"What was that about?" Bethani asked.
Corbin shook his head. "Got more friendship drama than I do relationship drama."
* * *
Corbin headed out of the cafeteria. He was going to slide into work right on time, he figured, and pulled his phone to text his mom and dad as he walked.
-Hope you have a good weekend
His dad wrote back fast. Must not have been a busy day.
-U 2! Big parties going on?
Corbin grinned.
-You know it.
-Think bout plans for Thnxgvng. Flights will get xpensive.
-I will. Love you guys.
-love u.
Huh. Should he invite Jessica to Thanksgiving at his parents? Was that too much, too fast? She had family three or four hours away, and lots of friends here. She probably had someplace to be that week. He was mulling that over when his name cracked out across the quad.
"Mr. Block!"
Corbin, startled, turn to glance at one of the teacher office buildings. Standing there in a striped dress and a long coat was Dr. Pamela Windsor, the pinnacle of his fantasies. Or had been, anyways, before he met Jessica. Like her daughter Sasha, Dr. Windsor had a dynamite hourglass figure and a face that could have killed on a runway.
A flash of a heated memory swept through him. Brooke, his and Jessica's sometime fuck buddy, urging Sasha on. "He's going to fill up your mommy's cunt with that big fat dick." He shivered.
Dr. Windsor did not look pleased, and he could guess why. He trotted over in that direction, and she headed back up the stairs to the building to hold open the door for him.
"Hey, Dr. Windsor, I'm sorry, but I'm running to work and-"
"Work can wait," she said, clipping her words short and gesturing inside.
They headed for the elevator and the top floor. A few of her fellow professors wished her a good weekend as they walked past, and she acknowledged them curtly. Corbin felt about as small as a mouse following behind her.
Her office was small, but well-appointed with a gorgeous old desk and several beautiful prints as well as a great picture of Sasha and Dr. Windsor together against a countryside background. Her chair looked three sizes too big for her, but was clearly top of the line and oozed comfort.
She shut the door behind him, and gestured at a padded chair in front of her desk. "Sit." She thought better of that and shook her head. "On second thought, don't. You don't get that comfort."
He sighed. "This is about Sasha?"
Dr. Windsor turned on him, her teeth bared. "You're goddamn right it's about Sasha. You know, I saw the pictures the night of the scavenger hunt and I let it slide, thinking you kids will be kids. Risqué, but I can't say I haven't done worse. But you, you you you..."
"...slept with her," Corbin said quietly.
Her eyes, already burning, threatened to go full nuclear. "I am not your teacher right now. I'm speaking as a mother and I am furious, Mr. Block. How dare you?"



"I didn't do anything with Sasha that she didn't want to be a part of," Corbin said, his own irritation rising. "If you're saying I took advantage of her, I didn't. I don't know what you heard, but it was just some fun."
"Jessica deserves better than you cheating on her, you womanizing little asshole. And my Sasha definitely deserves more than just a fuck and dump."
Corbin folded his arms. "Who told you that was what happened?"
"I heard her on the phone with a friend. Describing some of the... particulars," Dr. Windsor said, a bloom of color in her cheeks. "That you, her, and another... friend were involved."
"Then you didn't listen to the full story. Talk to Sasha. I didn't promise her anything. And Jessica knew. You think I'd cheat on her?"
"But you did," Dr. Windsor growled.
"She. Knew," Corbin said, trying not to get angry. "We weren't really dating dating. We're still kind of working on defining what we are. But just between you and me, I love her. I'd never do a thing that would hurt her."
Dr. Windsor stared at him, her chest rising and falling. For the first time, Corbin realized how close they were.
A wisp of that night. "Do you like imagining him filling the pussy you came from?" Brooke said to Sasha as Corbin fucked her from behind.
Corbin nearly did it. Nearly reached out to touch Dr. Windsor. That would be something, making Jessica's one random hookup the professor they were working to seduce and ending the game just hours after they talked about what came afterward. Instead, she spoke, and started around the back of her desk.
"I'll be speaking to Sasha and Jessica about this. If you've lied, and they leave me any scrap of you, I will gladly cut off your balls. And if you think that's hyperbole in any sense, it isn't. My ex-husband needed one of his replaced when I found out he was cheating on me. Don't make his mistake."
There was still fury to her eyes, but she finally gestured at the door. Corbin left, trying not to slam it behind him.
"Fuck," he muttered to himself as he walked down the hallway.
* * *
At least work was quiet and easygoing that night. The new assistant athletic director asked for his help hauling hurdles around the track, which gave Corbin a chance to get to drive one of the utility vehicles for the first time. Neither of them had a clue how the thing worked, and they laughed their way through it.
When he came back to the gym, a trio of freshman women were doing some jogging on the treadmills. Each of them was willowy and beautiful. One of them, a sandy blonde in a stomach-baring pink crop-top and deliciously short shorts that showed off her long legs, might have been from his English class. Corbin wasn't entirely certain. It was a big class. She had a pretty face, sort of girl next-door-ish with big pouty lips and honey-colored eyes.
Spontaneity. Right.
The three of them watched him as he approached. One of the two he didn't know smirked and he ignored her. "Hey," he said to the one he thought was from his English class, "this is going to sound like the world's oddest come-on line, but aren't we in the same composition class?"
"It isn't a come-on line?" the smirking one said.
"Shawna!" the one Corbin was talking to said. To Corbin, she said, "Yes. We are. I'm Kacey. This is Shawna and Mary."
"Corbin. Nice to meet you all."
"You too!" Mary said, out of breath but chipper. "Sorry, I'm..." She pointed at the treadmill and shrugged, grinning.
"Oh yeah, no problem," Corbin said. "I'll let you get back to it. Just thought I'd say hello. I work here so if you need anything just let me know."
"Do you give massages? Kacey would probably love one of those," Shawna said.
"Shawna!" Kacey said again, blushing.
Feeling emboldened, Corbin said, "Well... it's not part of my job duties, but hey, always willing to try for a pretty face. You three have fun."
He walked away, hoping they couldn't see how his hands trembled. He'd slept with Jessica, Brooke, and Sasha, and yet somehow, this simple act of flirting was about as daunting.
Not expecting anything to come of it, Corbin dug out the cleaning supplies and got to work again. Jessica bought him a new pair of earbuds a while back to replace some he'd lost, and he had them in as he cleaned, humming along.
Students streamed in and out, a slow but steady trickle of them. Some he knew, some he didn't. The problems with Sam and Dr. Windsor faded to the background as his phone shuffled through his upbeat workout mix. Four or five songs in, as he was wiping down the free weights, the trio of freshmen toweled off and looked to be getting ready to leave. He smiled and waved. Kacey gave the other two girls a look and a few murmured words.
No way, Corbin thought to himself.
But sure enough, she headed in his direction, blushing again. He pulled an earbud out, smiling. "Hi again."
"Hey," she said, fidgeting with her hands. "Look, um, Corbin, you, um... want to hang out, um, sometime?"
"Sure," he said, smiling wider. "But I need to be up front with you. I'm seeing someone, Jessica Nakamura."
"Oh," Kacey said, her hands stilling. "Oh God, I'm embarrassed."
"Don't be. She and I have a... well, this is going to sound like a lie and a line to sleep with you, but we have... sort of a weird arrangement."
"What do you mean?"
He clicked his tongue, trying to think how best to phrase it. "As long as what you and I had was just a casual hookup and a one-time thing, there's no harm in it."
"Um, you know, I think that sounds... sounds like, um, you're..."
"Cheating on her?"
She nodded, back to fidgeting with her hands.
"I'd think the same thing. Look, I'm going to be at the swim meet tomorrow taking tickets. If she has the time tonight, I'll have her send me a video or something."
"This is so weird," Kacey said.
"I know," Corbin said wincing. "I'm really sorry. It's not just awkward for you. Me too."
"I don't really think it is. Okay, well... see you."
"Yeah," Corbin said, feeling glum. Fucked it up in record time. Great.
* * *
Corbin tried to return to his dorm, but Sam was playing video games with his two friends and clearly didn't want to talk. Feeling more and more defeated, Corbin decided to head to Jessica's and crash there that weekend.
She called when he was halfway there, melting off some of his mood. "Hey baby," he said, then immediately groaned. "Oh God, that sounded weird."
"Totally weird," Jessica agreed, "but it doesn't mean I don't like it. You can drop a baby on me anytime you want to. Wait. Now I made it weird."
"We're a couple weirdos together," Corbin said, grinning.
"That we are. The kids fell asleep twenty minutes ago. I think they're down for the count but if I have to jump off, it's not you."
"Totally get it," Corbin said agreeably. "How's it going?"
"Not bad. They're old enough to know what's going on and why their parents left. It's weird because they're super excited for their game tomorrow but then one of them will suddenly remember their relative died and then it's crying fits for a while."
"Aw, poor kids."
"Mm hm. Lot of blow-ups. Lot of emotions. Oh hey, going to take them to breakfast tomorrow. I can't have you over here, but it's cool if you come to the diner to see us. if you have time, come say hi and meet them."
"I wouldn't get you in any trouble?" Corbin asked.
"Don't make it weird," she said fondly. It was something of a catch phrase from their earliest days together, something he'd almost forgotten, and he chuckled. "How's your booty quest coming?"
"Ugh. Terrible. I thought I had someone hooked tonight, then I tried to explain us and how it could only be a one-time thing." He explained what happened with Kacey.
"Mm," Jessica murmured, and the sound sent him straight towards hardness. He loved when she got breathy like that. "I like that you didn't try and play her. Swing and a miss, but at least you were honest. I'll send you a video of me saying it's okay to hook up for the weekend. You all right? You seem kinda down."
"Yeah. Just a cap to the crappy evening."
"What happened?"
By the time he got to her house and let himself in, he filled Jessica in on Sam but hadn't yet started in on Dr. Windsor. Jessica's house seemed so empty without her. Too quiet, too lacking in her spirit. He kicked off his shoes and headed upstairs to drop on her bed as they talked about Sam.
"Sounds like maybe he felt like he was being pushed out of the conversation," Jessica said. "It's probably more complex than that. From what I've seen, he has some trouble making friends?"
"Yeah."
"So he probably saw your friendship as a sort of, mm, bubble. Someplace he could be himself and be safe. Bringing a lot of new elements into that, it would be scary for him. Or maybe not scary, but intimidating."
"I think you're right. It's almost like you're a psychology major," Corbin said. "Do you still talk to your first roommate?"
"Oh, I went through three of them," Jessica said. "Had the worst luck. My first one had a nervous breakdown over grades by Thanksgiving. I lived alone until after Christmas break, then they saddled me with a party girl. She was fun, but she got kicked out fast. Then there was Alma, and she was great, but we just didn't really get to know each other all that well. By that point we both had our own social lives."
"Mm," Corbin said, nestling back into her pillows.
"Speaking of Thanksgiving, what are you doing that week?"
He laughed softly. "My dad was just asking me earlier what my plans were."
"Wait, really?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"Want to road trip with me up to my parents and spend the week there?"
Corbin sat up. "You're serious."
"If you have other plans-"
"No. No no no. I'd love to," he said. "The two of us. On a road trip. And me definitely not being terrified of your parents."
"And my brother," Jessica said, chuckling and sniffing. "He's still a teenager but he'll murder you if he thinks you're wrong for me."
"Thanks!" Corbin said cheerfully. "Not going to have nightmares. Nope. Not at all. Oh, hey, speaking of family murdering for family, Dr. Windsor called me up to her office tonight before work."
"Oh noooo."
"Oh yes. She heard Sasha talk about hooking up with me to a friend. She went ballistic. And she was defending you too, by the way."
"Aw. That's... sort of sweet?"
"I told her I didn't trick Sasha into anything or mislead her. She was still pissed when I left but I think she was more confused than anything."
"Hm. Maybe I'll drop in again sometime and help clear things up. I'll talk to... sorry, Corbin, I need to run. Little one needs some water."
"Text me where you want to have breakfast," he said.
"I will. And I'll send moral support for your homework assignment."
"Huh?"
But Jessica had already hung up.
* * *
In the morning, Corbin's parents reacted... well, pretty much the way he expected them to react. Howie, his father, put him on speakerphone so his mother, Jill, could join in on the impromptu party they decided to throw.
"Of course you should go with her!" his dad bellowed, like the phone might not pick up on him if he spoke like a normal, rational human being.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" his mom screeched.
"You wouldn't be upset?" Corbin asked, grinning. He was shirtless, fresh off a shower before he went and met Jessica and the kids she was babysitting for breakfast.
"Heck no!" his dad bellowed even louder.
"You're going to have such beautiful babies!" his mom cried out. Actually cried. Corbin could hear the tears in her voice.
"I... we're not talking about... we just became kind of an official couple. It's not really like that," Corbin protested.
"She's got those beautiful Asian eyes," his mom said right over the top of him.
His dad jumped in. "Honey, honey, he just said they're not talking about kids. But a girl like her, you have to be thinking about how to get a ring on it. Isn't that what the song says?"
"If you like it you should put a ring on it!" his mom sang. "Ohhhh oh oh ohhhh!"
"Jesus," Corbin said, laughing into his hand. "I love you two goofballs. Simmer down. It's just a road trip."
"Over one of the sweetest holidays of the year, and you'll be meeting her family, and maybe talking to her dad about marrying her," Howie said. "No pressure at all."
"I'm not going to be talking to her dad about-"
"Do you need money for a ring?" Howie asked while his mom kept humming in the background.
"Nope. Nope. Nope."
"Well, she has to come up here sometime. Christmas, or spring break. Or even just a long weekend."
"Yes!" Jill shouted gleefully. "Ohhh, I bet she's just the sweetest."
"She is," Corbin said.
"We'll pay for her flight," his dad said. "Let her know that. And I know you two would want your independence. Toby wouldn't mind you using his house while he's cooped up."
"Cooped up" was family slang for "in prison." Toby, Corbin's uncle, was the family screwup. On a business flight, he got blackout drunk and tried to grope one of the flight attendants. His seatmate got involved and Toby started throwing punches. The whole thing got tens of thousands of hits on YouTube, so Toby was also sort of the family celebrity. He would be getting out of prison about the same time as Corbin graduated.
"I haven't even asked her yet," Corbin protested. "Let's get that out of the way. And if she does come up there, I'm sure the house will be fine."
"Well, give her our love," Jill said. It sounded like she was choking up.
"We'll send some money in November to help with the meal and gas," Howie said.
"No, you don't need to. I've got-"
"We want to!" Jill said. "Love you."
"Love you too," Corbin said, fighting off a fit of longing and laughter all mixed up into one. "Can't wait to see you guys at Christmas or spring break."
They hung up, and Corbin finished up getting ready, now absolutely terrified of the day his mom and dad met Jessica and bowled her over in their excitement like a couple of overeager dogs.
The restaurant was across the city, in a small, upscale suburb he didn't know. He found a spot behind Jessica's vehicle and caught a glimpse of the booster seats inside. That was... heartwarming. He knew Jessica had a long list of parents who used her babysitting services regularly, enough that she was generally booked out weeks in advance. That must mean the kids liked her too. He bet she would make a great mom someday.
The restaurant was a bright, cheerful family place with about as little personality as a generic Americana restaurant came with, but the smells coming out of the kitchen were nothing short of heavenly. The scent of bacon fat led him like a man in a trance to Jessica's table, where she sat with a tall, skinny boy maybe nine or ten with close-cropped hair and a rounder girl with red, curly hair a year or two younger than the boy.
"There he is," Jessica said cheerfully. The kids looked up, momentarily interested.
"Hi!" Corbin said. He leaned in and gave Jessica a peck on the cheek before sliding into the chair next to her. "I'm Corbin." To the girl, he said, "You're... hold on, Jessica told me... Tyrannosaurus, right?"
She burst into delightful giggles and said, "Noooo, I'm Norah."
"Norah? Are you sure you're not Tyrannosaurus?" Corbin asked, raising his eyebrows sky high. She giggled again, and he turned his attention to Jackson. "So you're going to tell me your name isn't Armadillo, right?"
The boy grinned as Norah nearly fell sideways with fits of the giggles. "I'm Tyrannosaurus, she's Armadillo," he said.
Jessica reached for Corbin's hand and squeezed it. "We ordered your food. It was... hm, liver and bratwurst, right?"
"Bingo," Corbin said, winking at her.
It was a good breakfast. The kids were energetic and bounced around in their seats, and at one point Jessica had to talk Norah into not showing off her soccer moves in the middle of the aisle, but overall, they were really well behaved. Their talk centered around their game in a couple hours, and they invited Corbin to come watch. He had to decline because of his own job, but told them he hoped that they had lots of fun and he'd be rooting them on from college.
All the while, Jessica stayed mostly quiet, a tiny smile etched on her face. And when they weren't eating, her hand never strayed far from his.
* * *
The half-circle entry booth for the swimming complex was barely big enough for two people to stand side by side. It was simply adorned, with a stool under the counter, a computer affixed on top, and a small fan for the warmer months. After checking in with the athletic staff member watching the swimmers warm up, Corbin headed there, expecting the day to be a snooze-fest.
And for a while, it was. He had to show up half an hour before the meet got its start, and people only really trickled in twenty minutes later, leaving him bored and doing homework.
But to his surprise, one of the first people to show up was Sasha in tight cream-colored leggings and a jacket zipped nearly to her chin. She stormed right to Corbin's booth, her heels clacking on the tiles. Her very high heels. Her very stiletto heels.
For a moment, he thought she was pissed at him, given the dark look on her face, but as she approached, she looked around and started to unzip her jacket. Just an inch or two, but when she stopped in front of the window, she leaned over and Corbin could see just enough of her cleavage to make his cock lurch.
"Jessica said you needed, mm, moral support," Sasha said, and winked. She glanced around again and unzipped the jacket the rest of the way. "Open up the door back there. Hurry."
"What?"
"Want a blowjob? Or not?"
Corbin whipped around and unlocked the door to the booth. She hurried out of her jacket, revealing the slinky camisole top underneath. It could barely hang on to her big breasts.
"You need to come out first," she said, peering into the space.
Corbin did. She hurried in and dropped hard when someone opened up the doors to the complex, coming in and laughing. On her hands and knees she scurried under the lip of the counter, folded her jacket neatly underneath her knees, and spun around. Her finger made a "come here" motion and Corbin darted back inside, closing the door behind him.
Her slim hands went for his belt the moment his ass settled back down on the stool. Corbin smiled tightly at the incoming spectators. College kids, all of them, so all they needed to do was swipe their ID cards through a reader. By that point Sasha had his belt free.
"Jesus, Sasha," he hissed at her. "They could see your hand or your head if they were tall enough."
"So warn me," she said lightly. She unzipped him and though he felt like he should protest, he pushed up and tugged down his jeans just far enough she could spring his cock free. He scooted closer to the counter. The pads of her fingers stroked under his tip and he shivered with the feel of it. "By the way, Mom told me what she said to you last night." Her fingers disappeared, replaced a moment later by her warm, wet lips. She popped off him just as fast and added, "Sorry about that."
"She was pretty pissed. But she was looking out for you. I can't blame her for that."
"Mm hm," Sasha said, stroking his tip again with her fingers. "But it was my business and she had no right."
"People," Corbin said, tapping her wrist.
A pair of parents he recognized from prior meets greeted him. He replied in kind, trying not to will them to hurry up as they took a look at the schedule posted on the wall nearby. Finally they moved on.
"Give me your coat," Sasha said. Corbin sat up just far enough to pull it free from the stool and handed it down to her. She draped it over his lap and dove under it. "Can people see that?"



She had his cock in hand again and Corbin moaned, "I'm not sure I care at this point."
She giggled. "Tap my head when you're ready but don't hold back. This is going to kill my knees."
"You don't have to-" Sasha's mouth enveloped his dick. "-mm... yeah, I... won't hold back."
She laughed throatily around his tip. Corbin wished he could see her face but this was wildly weird and kind of hotter for it. Her tongue and lips teased only his very tip, while her fingers and fingernails traced up and down his length.
It was hard not to give anything away as the stream of visitors picked up. The stands were never full and today would be no different but the groups came in steadily enough that he couldn't really thrust back as Sasha sucked his cock. She was clever about it too, keeping her head mostly still while her fingers and tongue did the work for her. That made for a long tease leaving Corbin practically panting for release.
At one point, he was thinking about opening up the back of the stall and pushing the stool out there so he could stand and maybe rock his hips back and forth. But the trio of young women coming in stopped his thoughts in their tracks. Mary and Shawna were dressed pretty plainly in jeans and sweaters, but Kacey had clearly put some effort into her outfit and her appearance that morning, now wearing makeup and a long skirt perfect for her equally long legs. Shawna turned and unzipped her coat for her while Kacey tried to swat her away. Underneath was a tight blue top that plunged deliciously low between her slim breasts.
Corbin nearly came. He knew what this was, but he could hardly believe it.
"Hello again," Mary sang out as she approached. She was a boisterous one, with a wide, charming smile that made her big eyes sparkle. She was the first of the trio. Shawna was tugging along Kacey by the hand.
"Hello yourself!" Corbin said, resisting the urge to shiver as Sasha slashed the sensitive underside of his cock with her tongue. "Here to watch the..." Sasha's fingernails teased one of his balls and he nearly hit the counter. "...meet?"
"Don't know what else we'd be here for," Shawna said. Mary winked, and Kacey went bright red.
Mary swiped her student card through the reader, followed by Shawna. Kacey hesitated, and Mary turned to give her an encouraging smile. "We'll give you a minute. I want some nachos!"
Mary led Shawna away towards the concession stand, but neither of them actually stepped into line. Instead they watched Kacey approach Corbin with tiny, unsure steps, her hands folded in front of her lap.
"Hmmm," Sasha murmured low around his cock, and Corbin fought the urge to reach under his coat and pinch her.
"Hey Kacey," Corbin said.
"Hey." Kacey said. "So. Um."
By that point, a couple with two teenage children were approaching. Kacey took a step back and let them pay, then came back to the stand.
"Oh gosh, I'm nervous," she whispered. "Corbin, are you playing me about it being okay to hook up this weekend?"
Sasha tickled his tip with her tongue and stroked his length.
"Uh, no, hang on," he said, picking up his cell phone and flicking through his messages. He held out one Jessica sent early that morning while the kids were getting ready.
"Hey there!" Jessica burbled on camera. "I'm Jessie Nakamura. You can look me up on Facebook. I'm giving Corbin a one-time pass this weekend for a hook-up. And hey, if you're extra cute and maybe want to try something with me too..." She winked at the camera and blew it a kiss. "Have fun!"
Corbin ended the message. To her credit, Kacey did dig out her phone and looked through Jessica's online profile before she blew out a long breath and returned her attention to Corbin. Meanwhile, Sasha had him squirming. Her lips inched slowly down his shaft as she teased and licked more and more of his prick with her tongue. Another couple minutes like this and he was going to come.
"This is so weird," Kacey breathed.
"I know," Corbin said, smiling apologetically even as he fought the urge to shove his cock down Sasha's throat.
"But it also... might be what I want too," Kacey said. She licked her lips and looked around. "There wouldn't be any strings? You're not... like... clingy or anything?"
"No. And I don't have a way to prove it to you, but I'm not one..." Sasha's tongue rubbed the underside of his tip with a vigor and his hands squeezed so tight his fingernails dug into his palms. "... to talk, either. I'd tell Jessica but that would be it, and she's very, mmm, reliable too."
Christ, he was there, he was right there.
More people came through, or else he might not have been able to contain himself, even with Kacey talking to him. He nodded at them as they paid, wishing everyone would hurry the hell up, wishing they would stay, wishing he could take Sasha into a bathroom and fuck her hard again.
His mind flashed on her mother doing this to him, on her knees, in a matching set of lingerie, blowing him. He shivered and Sasha chuckled nearly silently. God, what if she was there too? Mother and daughter, side by side, licking his cock, stopping at the tip to...
He nearly hammered the counter in his frantic need.
Kacey stepped back up. "I'll make this quick. The one time I was with a guy, he was... well, he was bad at it. Really bad. And I heard you've been with some really, really beautiful women like Jessica and Sasha Windsor-"
Sasha tickled his nuts for that one and he bit back a moan.
"-and I just... um..."
"You want me to show you how it can be," Corbin said quietly.
"Yes," Kacey said, relieved. "I mean, you seem great, but if you're committed, then maybe that's half the tension gone right there, wondering if there's going to be a second date, or..."
"Sure, I get you," Corbin said, his prick bathed in warm wetness. He tensed his thighs against Sasha's head, trying to warn her. "The meets usually take about two hours. How about, ahhhh, I call you afterwards, I'll take you to dinner, and we can figure things out from there, okay?"
"Okay," Kacey said. It was almost more of a whisper. "That would be... okay."
Corbin programmed her number into his phone, shifting hard on his stool as Sasha swallowed nearly his whole length. He sent Kacey a text message saying simply, "Hi!" When she looked away at her phone, he frantically tapped Sasha's head through the coat.
"Yum," she breathed.
"What was that?" Kacey asked.
"Hah, nothing, just... thinking about... ah, my roommate will probably be there tonight. So how about your place after dinner?"
"Sure," Kacey said, giving him a shy smile. "See you."
"We'll have fu-" His cock lurched and he started coming into Sasha's mouth, his hips bucking just slightly. "Fun!"
She headed to join her friends and turned as Corbin grabbed at Sasha's head, holding her in place as he threw ropes into her mouth, her throat. Kacey waved and he returned it, smiling weakly.
As a group of parents approached, Corbin gasped, "She's gone. Holy s..."
"Mm," Sasha moaned, slurping on the tip of his cock. "Your come tastes good."
The parent in the lead scowled. "Not the best time to be looking at porn, huh, bud?"
"It's not porn!" Sasha said.
The parents gaped at Corbin, and he gestured towards the swimming pool. "Go... go ahead."
* * *
When there was finally a gap in people streaming through, Corbin backed out of the booth and freed Sasha. She popped up like a wind-up toy, grinning and tugging back on her jacket.
"That was fun."
"Jesus, Sasha," Corbin said, and laughed helplessly. "That's... well, that was crazy. But thank you."
He took her in his arms and kissed her cheek. She grinned at him impishly and pinched his butt. "Any time. Well... anytime you're allowed off the leash. Let me go clean up and grab something to drink and I'll be back."
She was gone five minutes and when she came back out, she headed for the concession stand. She glanced back and pointed at it with a questioning look. Corbin shook his head. She came back a few minutes later with a bottled coffee and nachos on a small paper platter.
She grabbed the stool from Corbin and sat out front and away from the scanners, eating while he worked. When he had a break again, this time he came out and gave her a proper kiss, drawing a lot of looks from people lined up at the concession stand.
"Mm," Sasha murmured. "That's going to make people talk."
"They already are, apparently," he said, and feeling more and more daring, he got in a quick squeeze of her butt.
Sasha grinned and downed another chip as he headed back into the booth. "I really am sorry about my mom. That was shitty of her."
"No, really, it's fine. I can't blame her for thinking I was doing you wrong."
"I've been thinking about her and you." Sasha blushed and hastily amended, "I mean, your plan. I think you need to come at her sideways."
"What do you mean?"
"You slept with me, and that obviously got her attention. I think you sleep with someone else in her inner circle. I have some ideas, but I think your best bet is Rosamund Madison."
Corbin stared at her. "Dr. Madison?"
If Pamela Windsor was the most beautiful woman on campus, Dr. Rosamund Madison was a close second. Classically beautiful with lustrously long blonde hair and a soft, sweet, innocent face, she, like Dr. Windsor, could turn every head in a room no matter the angle, especially with her curves.
"Yeah. Trust me, it might not be as impossible as it sounds, but I don't want to say more until I can get you an in. And if I do, Jessica might need to get involved too."
"What do you mean?"
"Let me be mysterious for a week or two." Sasha stood up and yawned. "In the meantime, be careful with your date tonight. She might think she just wants a hookup, but in case she doesn't, be gentle."
"I will."
She brought him back the stool and they kissed one more time. Her sparkling eyes held his, and she grinned. "And we're going to have to play with Jessica sometime, you and me."
He shivered theatrically and she laughed. He saw her out as far as he could, thinking about that. Her and Jessica. Phew.
And Dr. Madison?
Double phew.
But first would come Kacey.
* * *
He waited at the bottom of her dorm's steps in tan slacks and a long-sleeved Henley. Jessica picked out the outfit for him over the phone when she had a break.
"I want you to look good, but casual," she said. "And you're going to take her to Polly Stern's for dinner."
"Why Stern's? I thought you didn't like it there," he said, digging through his clothes at her place.
"I don't," Jessica said. "That's why. My favorite places are for you and me."
Corbin laughed. "You know if you said not to do this..."
"I know," Jessica murmured. "Someday I'll be able to tell you what's going on in my head. But not yet. For now..."
"...this is the game you want to play," Corbin said.
He only had to wait a couple minutes. Kacey shot out the door a minute later in a skirt and cute blouse and middy jacket combo. Her hair was done up in pins and she'd taken some time to retouch her makeup since he saw her last.
She stared at him and breathed, "Oh wow. You're very handsome."
"Thanks," Corbin said, coming up the stairs to wrap one arm around her and kiss the corner of her mouth. "You look great yourself."
"Thank you." She took a deep breath and collected herself. "Right. Dinner. Where were you thinking?"
"Have you been to Polly Stern's?"
"Is that a place or a person?"
Corbin laughed as they headed down the stairs. "Restaurant. It's seafood light. Think of it like a Red Lobster, just a mom-and-pop version."
"Oh! I love seafood. Let's do that."
He drove. Kacey looked uncomfortable, so thinking back to the not so distant past when he would have been similarly nervous, he filled the air with easy getting-to-know-you questions. They talked about where she was from -- Austin -- and what she wanted to do beyond college -- nursing. They were just getting around to talking about her cats back home and his dog at his when they arrived at the restaurant.
Jessica might not have liked the place but Corbin did, and so did Kacey. Over crab cakes and catfish, Kacey's questions shifted towards Corbin's strange relationship with Jessica. She was impressed with how they met and nodded as she swirled around a piece of catfish in tartar sauce.
"Oh yes, you two definitely deserve each other."
Corbin grinned. "I was a lot like you. I had only been with one other person back then, so Jessica wanted to teach me the ropes, so to speak. We were supposed to be just friends, but I think we're slowly aiming more and more towards a respectable relationship. Or... somewhere in that direction, anyways."
"I remember you being a lot shaggier," she said. "Oh, God, I'm sorry. I mean..."
"You remember a different person," Corbin said. "Don't sweat it. I know what you mean. Jessica... hm. It's not that she changed who I am. She changed who I wanted to be."
"Awww."
They finished up their meal, and Kacey slid back into quiet nervousness. Corbin paid, and they headed back for her dorm. Sensing how worried she was, Corbin laid a hand on hers and said encouragingly, "Hey. We don't have to do a thing tonight. I mean that. I've had a great time and we can end things as friends."
"No," Kacey said hastily. "I mean, um, no. I'd... really like to." She sighed. "I haven't really been entirely honest with you. Well, no, I mean, I just haven't told you everything. The guy I was with, he wasn't just bad at sex. He made me feel like... like afterwards, that it was my fault."
"How so?" Corbin asked.
"He went down on me for a long time and finally told me if I didn't have an orgasm it was because I was a prude. And he got upset because I didn't want to suck him after he was in me. He thought that was how all girls did it because of porn." She sighed. "He had a lot of expectations like that. Like just watching things on the Internet made him great in bed."
"Jesus, I'm sorry."
"It really hurt. I had just turned eighteen, graduated, I was so high on everything. I thought my life had turned into this fairy tale, especially when he asked me out. So if I'm nervous with you, it's not you. Well... I mean, it kind of is, but I just... just want to have a guy be nice. Even if it's just for a few hours."
"Well, I promise you this. No matter what, after tonight, you and I are friends. Or not, if you want to just move on. Tonight is about you. Say you want something, and I'll do my best. Say you don't want something, and I stop. No questions, no judgment. Good?"
She smiled. "Very good. Jessica's a lucky girl."
"I'm the lucky one," Corbin said. "But whoever you do find to share your life with? He's going to be just as lucky."
"I can't decide if you're the corniest person I've ever met or the sweetest."
"Jessica says something similar," Corbin said.
They arrived back at her dorm. She led the way, glancing back over her shoulder on occasion like he might run. Corbin tried to smile reassuringly for her, but in his heart, he knew the kind of nervousness she felt and it would only be alleviated with time and experience. The former he couldn't give Kacey, and the latter... well, he wasn't a miracle worker. He might be able to give her a night of fun and pleasure, but that was all it would be. A night.
And suddenly, Corbin felt a little sick about the whole thing. What was it Dr. Windsor said about Sasha? She deserved better than a fuck and dump?
Kacey guided him up the stairs, his heart heavy. This was one of Jessica's lessons he should have failed. It wasn't too late to end this.
At Kacey's landing, Corbin stopped her with a hand on her arm. She turned, swallowing, and he brushed her cheek. "You deserve better than this," he murmured.
Her lips parted, and she whispered, "Do you not want to do it?"
"I do. But tonight's all it can be, Kacey. You deserve a guy-"
She kissed him. Quick as a bird, her lips came to his, her hands reaching around to squeeze his ass. Their mouths moved together and he pushed her back, back to the wall, his own hands roaming down to her hips, behind her back. Kacey titled her head for him when his lips sought her neck and she wrapped a leg around his, moaning her next few words.
"Corbin, I want it."
"Get your key out," he breathed against her warm, apple-scented skin.
She lifted her purse and frantically dug through it, pulling out her set of keys. Corbin dropped his hands to her ass and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around him, her breaths coming hard and fast as he reached out and tugged open the door to the landing.
"Hold onto me," he told her as she kissed him again and again.
Kacey nodded, and clung onto him as he carried her through the door. "Your left," she gasped, his big hands squeezing her tiny bottom.
"Go, Kacey!" someone cheered down the hallway. Someone else whistled a moment later but Corbin and Kacey didn't notice. They moved together, Corbin lifting her higher, her sex almost rubbing against his stomach as he found her door, marked with a placard with her last name and three others. As it turned out, they didn't need the keys after all. Shawna threw open the door as they approached, gaping at them.
"She needs the rest of you out for an hour," Corbin growled.
For once, the girl didn't mouth off. She stared, and backed away. "I'm the only one here," she said, licking her lips.
"Good. Give the other two a call. Tell them. Then get out of here," Corbin said as Kacey sucked at his neck.
Shawna nodded. The dorm was much nicer than the two-person dorms Corbin lived in. It came complete with a small kitchenette, a stub of a living room, and four bedrooms. Shawna pointed towards one of them, and Corbin led Kacey there, kicking the half-open door with the toe of his shoes.
Kacey's dorm was etched in purple. Purple bedspread, purple curtains, a purple trim to her computer. He carried her to the small bed and eased her down onto it. Her legs stayed wrapped around him as their lips sought each other's out again.
"I'm so close already," Kacey breathed. "Is that bad?"
"No," Corbin murmured back, smiling against her lips. "It's very good. Never be ashamed about wanting. I want you too." He pushed up just far enough to grip her hand on his ass and guide it to his hardness through his slacks. "That's for you, Kacey."
"Oh. Oh wow," she breathed.
He pulled back only far enough to toss off his shirt. He didn't bother with his pants or his shoes yet. Instead, he guided Kacey up so he could pull each article of clothing from her, teasing her milky skin along the way with caresses and kisses. He loved her long legs and the tininess of her frame. She was so small, so wonderfully delicate and beautiful, and he told her that as he kissed the wild hair above her pussy, staring up at her as she rested on her elbows.
Then he went lower.
Her folds were ready for him, wet and responsive to his tongue. She was naturally shy and tried to close her hips but he gripped them and pulled them wide, still staring up at her as he began to slowly explore Kacey's core. She whispered, "Oh, Corbin..."
He smiled, and returned to his treat. Licking her slowly from top to bottom netted him a shiver from Kacey, and when he slowly zig-zagged his way back up, teasing her almost non-existent lips, she clutched at her bedspread, knees shaking. He wrapped his arms around her bony his and spread her pussy wide so he could tease her big clit. Kacey fell backwards, breaths coming harder and faster.
Corbin up a pattern like that, playing at her clit, drawing his tongue down to her folds, then dragging it slowly back up to start back over again. It was fun to draw it out a little, make Kacey squirm. Jessica would have been giving him promises of bloody murder by that point if he didn't make her come, but Kacey reveled in it, twisting side to side, her small feet kicking at his back.



"Oh my gosh, oh my gosh, I think you're going to make me... mmm..."
"Come for me," Corbin breathed against Kacey's sex. "Push yourself back up. I want to see that beautiful face when you do."
She did, cheeks rosy, her lips parted. Her thighs closed in again on his head and this time he let them, focusing on teasing her clit with two fingers while he slid another two into her pussy. She was the tightest woman he'd ever been with and he fought down a momentary pang of worry she wouldn't be able to take his cock. That was for later. For now, he flicked his tongue between her clit and her pussy, faster now, harder, his fingers doing most of the work for him.
"Oh, Corbin, Cooorbin..." she gasped. In the end, Kacey couldn't control herself. She dropped back again and her hands flailed against the bedspread as she tensed, released. She came with a soft gurgle, barely a blip on the radar. She shakily pushed herself back up. "Oh God, that was good, that was so good."
He pushed upwards, his fingers still in her quivering pussy, and Corbin sucked one of her tiny nipples into his mouth, his other hand going under her back as she coiled her leg around him again. He was content to take his time with her.
He wished Jessica was there to watch this. To encourage the other woman, to lead her on. Maybe to even join in, if Kacey was into that.
What was she doing right then? The kids would be in bed, right? If he knew her, popcorn and a movie.
Focus.
He shot up to kiss Kacey again. Her squint as she focused on the pleasure of his fingertips was adorable and he kissed her cheek, her chin, her mouth, grinning against her.
Then he went back down on her, wanting to taste her again. This time, he held nothing back, sucking up what he could taste of her, then driving his mouth against her clit again. Kacey was so responsive, so ready for this. Her knee rose, fell, rose. Her breath came out in harsh jags.
"Uhhh huh, unnnhhhh huh," she panted. "Oh, oh..."
Kacey's thighs slapped against Corbin's ears, her toes curling, fingernails scratching at the back of his head.
"Ohhh, ohhhh, uggh huh!" she cried out, and crushed his head to her pussy, her back rising up, falling. Came again, Corbin thought, and he was ready, so ready.
He shot up to kiss her again, cradling the back of Kacey's head with one hand while he dug out a condom with the other. He only brought the one. Had to make it count.
Her breaths were hot against his lips, and she stared into his eyes, fighting back a glimmer of tears. "You okay?" he asked.
She nodded. "Just... good, so good."
"Ready, or should I give you a minute?"
"I'm ready," she panted. "Do you want me to, um, suck you first?"
"Is that what you want? Otherwise I'd love to be with you right now."
"I want you in me. But... um... I want it to be good for you too."
He grinned. "It will be. I promise."
He dropped his slacks and tugged down his boxers just far enough to free his cock. She stroked him a few times as he got the condom ready, then she brought her fingers to her lips as he rolled it on.
"Would you... do something, um, dirty for me?" she asked.
"Ask away."
"It's kind of embarrassing, but I have this thing that, um, turns me on. Thinking about a guy... finishing. On my face."
She looked away, blushing, but Corbin finished with the condom and cupped her chin. "Not that I'm really an expert, but I don't think you should be ashamed of that. It's kind of hot for me too."
Kacey smiled. "Good. So... you will?"
"Ohhh, I suppose," Corbin said, chuckling as he brought his lips to her neck again. "Ready?"
She nodded, and he rubbed his prick against her sex. He guided himself to her entrance, and with a soft kiss, he pushed into Kacey. And it was with a push. Her pussy was so small and tight, nearly virginal. She tensed as he eased further in, and Corbin helped her relax by pausing and teasing her lips with soft kisses and brushes of his thumb.
Slowly Kacey opened up to him, her hips spreading wider as she took him deeper. Even then, she could only take a few inches of him before she put a hand on his chest. "I don't think I can take you any deeper," she whispered, looking like she might cry again. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."
"Does it hurt?"
"No, it feels so good, but there's so much of you left..."
"Kacey, I don't need to fit every inch inside you." Corbin pulled back an inch and sank back into her. She moaned and brought her hands around his back. "That's all I need."
"That's it?" she whispered.
"That's it. Now, enjoy yourself, okay? If you want me to change up positions, or if there's anything you want, just tell me."
"Okay."
Corbin eased out nearly to her entrance, thinking of the first time he slept with Jessica. She'd been the teacher then, just like this, and wanted to be on top too. His self-consciousness left him nearly paralyzed, afraid of breaking the spell of the moment. Now he was as comfortable with her body as his own.
He missed her.
This was different than that time with Brooke and Sasha. His fight with Jessica led to both of them trying to sexually one up the other. That was a bit of fun, steam being blown off before they understood just hours later how much the other meant to them both. And things with Sasha today had been more of that playfulness. There was a comfortableness both of them felt with Sasha and Brooke. Maybe they weren't involved on a romantic level, but they were known quantities, two women who wouldn't try to steal either Corbin or Jessica away from the other.
But this? Even with Jessica knowing what was going on, this felt dangerously close to cheating. He didn't understand Jessica's need to play this game, to have him fuck a laundry list of women.
As he made love to Kacey the way the young woman needed it to begin her process of healing, Corbin stopped having fun. His motions, as pleasurable as they were to Kacey, felt to him mechanical, devoid of emotion. He moved with the tenacity of one who had to move.
He hurt. For the first time since he met Jessica, he well and truly hurt on a psychological level. This wasn't right. Not because Kacey was vulnerable.
Because he was.
Kacey spoke a question. "Can we, um, try this... from behind?"
Corbin snapped out of it and smiled. "Sure."
"Okay," Kacey said. He pulled out of her and quick as a flash, she was on her hands and knees, looking over her shoulder. Corbin took her again, going a little faster now that Kacey was used to him. He kept the same easy depth that she needed -- he might be frustrated with himself, but he refused to take that out on the young woman before him.
He did squeeze her tiny bottom, her hips, her waist. She really liked it when he gripped one of her shoulders and drove down at a slight angle into her. He fucked Kacey harder and harder like that until she folded her arms in front of her and dropped her forehead to them, shaking with the pleasure of it, rocking her hips back and forth against him.
"Corbin, ohhhhh, yesss..." she whimpered.
"Come for me again..." Corbin almost said Jessica instead of Kacey. Almost put to words the images in his head, of fucking Jessica from behind, of her slamming her hips back to mee him, his balls bouncing against her ass. "...Kacey, you feel so good, fuck..."
She took a sharp breath and began to rock her head up and down like she was nodding, still against her arms. "Ahhh, ahh, Coorrr..." Her breath caught and she pumped her whole body back and forth hard. "Oh! Oh! Shit!"
She came. It was intense, far more intense than her first two times, her back popping, her fists balling up. She cried out when she came back, and the sound was enough to push him in the vague proximity of being close. Corbin kept up a short, hard pace, fucking into her faster but not going too deep. When he knew he wouldn't just be jacking on his cock for an insulting amount of time, he grunted, "Kacey. I'm close now."
"Can we do it by the door? There's a mirror..."
"Of course."
He pulled out of her and she scrambled to throw some pillows towards the door, He helped her to her feet and Kacey led the way, dropping fast and turning for him. After ditching the condom, he jacked on his cock as she watched the mirror out of the corner of her eye, the other closed so he didn't come across it.
"Oh my God, this is so hot," she whimpered, playing with herself as she watched Corbin stroke his cock harder and faster.
"Going to come, Kacey, going to come all over your pretty face..."
"Yessss," she gasped.
The first ropes brushed her cheek, her lips, her chin. Corbin never had to aim with such precision before but he tried. He thought maybe a little might have went into her nose and he winced, but if she noticed, Kacey didn't care. She was grinning like a loon, and when he finished, she stared into the mirror, licking her lips of the streaks that he left there.
"Do you want a picture?" Corbin asked.
She looked up, startled. "Um... not that I don't like you but you having that on your phone would-"
"Oh! No, I meant on yours, sorry."
"Oh! Oh gosh... that would be..." She licked her lips again, and nodded, blushing hard. He grabbed her purse and brought it to her. She dug through it and as he stood away from the mirror, Kacey took a couple shots of her face. She studied the camera and began to slowly wipe away the come. "Thank you, Corbin. I know that must be really weird."
He chuckled. "Hardly. If it makes you feel any better, I have a teacher fetish. A few days before I hooked up with Jessica, I was... fantasizing about one so intensely that when the class ended, I couldn't stand up."
Kacey laughed and he helped her to her feet. Corbin brought her back to her bed and helped her clean up after a quick trip out to the kitchenette for paper towels and a glass of water. When her face was clean, Kacey threw her arms around him and kissed his cheek.
"That'll be the best one night stand I'll ever have," she said.
"For your sake, I hope not," Corbin said. Then he rubbed the back of his head. "Wait. That might have come out wrong."
She laughed and pecked his cheek again. "I get it. And if there's ever a chance you or Jessica or Sasha or Brooke or whatever other army of women there happen to be decide it isn't going to work out... well, give me a call."
"I will." He kissed her one more time, and headed for his clothes. "Hey, though, Kacey? For real, what I said out on the stairwell... never sell yourself short. You deserve better than a one nightery."
"I think tonight I got exactly what I wanted."
* * *
Jessica worried. Corbin sounded despondent when they talked that night. Something had happened and he wasn't telling her what. "Not yet," he said. "I don't want to have this conversation over the phone."
He's finally found someone, she thought. And with that, the levee finally burst. Corbin had realized that he could have anybody, that Jessica was just a sexy way station. Just like every other guy in her life. Just like Brian and Coop and Neil and... and... Lionel.
So as to not wake the children, she cried silently into her hands with the bathroom faucet running.
If she slept that night in the guest bedroom, Jessica didn't remember it. She rested on her side, folded in half, cradling herself as she thought about Corbin, about his sweet, soulful eyes, about how good he'd been with Jackson and Norah, about how his long hair framed his face now, about him pinning her down on the bed and taking her with slow, assured strokes.
Lionel rebutting her love felt like a slap to the face. It hurt but it came with a fiery indignation. The thought of Corbin moving on left her only in pain. The thought of Monday, without him in it, yawned beneath her so cavernously it threatened to swallow her whole.
She floated through breakfast -- heart-shaped pancakes for Norah, a waffle with whipped cream for Jackson, and bacon for all three of them -- and helped them with their homework as she sipped a cup of coffee. And for a while, she could almost pretend the world wasn't ending.
A trip to the playground, a long, lazy afternoon spent duck watching, and a light, easy dinner of chicken breasts and mac and cheese later, and Jessica got a call from the children's parents. They were exhausted, but on their way home. Norah danced with happiness, such sheer, unfiltered joyousness. Jackson bounced from room to room, his excitement building despite his efforts all weekend to pretend like his parents being gone didn't sting.
Fifteen minutes later came a pair of cheerful honks as a car pulled up into the driveway. The kids ran out the door, and despite the exhaustion plain in their stooped backs, the parents hurried out, grabbing up their son and daughter, laughing and asking them a dozen questions. Were they good? Yes. Did they have fun? Yes. Did they win at soccer? Well... no, but they got ice cream afterwards and that was good.
Jessica helped them in, took their exorbitant payment -- there was rent for a month -- and gave Jackson and Norah a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then Norah said something that nearly set her off again.
"Are you going to go see Mr. Corbin?"
"I am," Jessica said, her throat working.
Norah grinned a mad grin, and said, "Okay! He's super nice!"
Jessica grinned back though it hurt more than anything had ever hurt her before. "He really is."
Then she was gone.
* * *
Something was burning.
Jessica sniffed the air and hurried inside. "Corbin?"
"Hey!" he said weakly from the kitchen. "I... uh... I think I ruined one of your pans."
She threw her purse at the chair and missed, not caring as half her makeup shot across the floor. Jessica darted into the kitchen. He sat against a cabinet, a puddle of water underneath his soaked jeans. Overcooked sausage in a skillet sat on the stove, and a box of Bisquick and a dozen eggs rested on the countertop. It looked like a tornado had hit her mixing dishes.
"I was trying to make you a nice dinner," Corbin said. "The pancake mix didn't look right, I burned the sausage, and I didn't even see the water. When I heard you coming I slipped and fell. I'm... sorry. I'm so sorry."
"Are you breaking up with me?" Jessica asked, her throat full of dark things. "After we... after Friday?"
"What" Corbin breathed. "Break up with you?" He tried to push himself upright and nearly fell again. This time, he steadied himself against the counter. They stared at each other at a distance. "Jessica, I need to change our rules."
She nodded, not quite looking at him. "You and... and Kacey, and Brooke, and Sasha, you'll all be so happy and-"
"I don't want to do anything with any of them without you," Corbin said, his voice just as broken as hers. "I felt like I was cheating on you. I hated it."
Jessica's gaze shot to his face. "You... you did?"
He nodded. "I got in my own head about it. I took her on a date before I'd ever taken you on one. A real date. Not just us coming back here and having sex or watching a movie or whatever. I wanted to make you dinner and I screwed it up. I... I don't get why you're with me. I don't bring anything to this relationship, Jessica. I screwed up freaking pancakes and sausage. I, I don't..."
"I'm so fucked up over you," Jessica breathed. And she came to him, wrapped her arms around him, kissed him. He held her, surprised, and they stared into each other's eyes. "I keep thinking you're going to find out how... how amazing you are, and how you deserve anyone else, and..."
"No," he said, kissing her cheek. "Only you. You're stuck with me."
She brought her hand to his chest, and with her other, guided his hand to hers. "This is all we need," she said, still staring into his eyes. "Don't ever doubt for a second that I want this. The romance, all that stuff, it's not in a restaurant or a dinner or whatever. All that's nice, and we'll go for one sometime. But here, this is all we need."
Corbin kissed her, and they stayed like that, their lips not wanting to part for so long. Finally Jessica broke away, eyes gleaming, and she took his hands. Without a word, she guided him out of the kitchen and up the stairs to her bedroom. They stripped, watching one another, each of them so afraid that if they looked away, this magic would end.
They slipped into bed together, Jessica drawing the sheets up over their forms. She cradled Corbin's face in her hands and rested her forehead against his. "I want something from you," she said dully, "and I need you to understand it comes with... risks. But I can't stop thinking about it."
"It's yours. Whatever you want."
"Don't say yes so lightly." She squeezed her eyes shut, and breathed out, "I want you to make love to me. And when you finish, I want you to come in me."
"Of course."
Her eyes opened again, and harsher, she said, "No. I'm got my IUD but there's always the risk-"
"-of you getting pregnant." And he grinned. The cocky jerk grinned. "Jess, I'm naïve, but I'm not that naïve. Even if something were to happen and you got pregnant, I'd be having a kid... with you."
Jessica's lips parted, and that was all he needed. He kissed her again, twisting with her gently until she was on her back, lunging up at him again and again to taste his lips. His fingers rubbed her stomach, right about the spot she'd carry the child if they ever had one together, and she desperately wished she didn't have the damn IUD at all, that this was real, that they were going to create a life together.
Then his fingers went lower and brushed along her sex and Jessica lost all real conscious thought for a while. They drank each other in, locked together, her pussy spreading for his exploration, welcoming him home. Then her hand encircled him, and he groaned with such pleasure it made her giggle softly before his kisses quieted her again. Her free hand went to his face as he kissed away the tear tracks on her cheeks.
"I missed you," he breathed against her lips, echoing her own words so very near the start of all this.
"I missed you too," Jessica murmured back.
They took their time. There was no rush. There was just this, their bodies together, their hearts already knowing what they couldn't quite yet say to each other. They made it last until Jessica could take no more and pushed him onto his back. She rolled on top of him, staring down, her hair nearly obstructing her face. He brushed it away as she took him inside her, his cock filling her so well.
They rocked together, the only real sound apart from their breathy moans the cooling of the house's heaters and a pigeon cooing somewhere nearby. She rocked, her hands on her ass, her chest thrust out, her head lolling backwards. He rose up, feasting on her breast and she came back to him, hands around his neck, thrusting now, her hips driving forward and back. He stayed sitting up like that, so close together, letting her do the work, letting her drive herself closer and closer until she dropped her lips to his shoulder, crying out his name in the spill of the hallway light across their nude forms.
And then he was taking over again, and they wound up on their sides, her back to him in his arms, his hand at her pelvis as they spooned, his cock still buried inside her. She loved that, loved him, and he was making it so good for her again so fast as he played at her clit and teased her neck and her ear with his lips. They moved like they were made for each other, the bed rocking to his thrusts.
She cried out again, and his hands clutched her tight, his thrusts growing needier, his breath hard and hot against her neck. "Jessica," he groaned, "oh, my Jessica, I'm yours, I'm always yours..."
"Let me see," she whimpered, "let me see you again..."
He pulled out of her and she rested on her back for the second time that night. Their limbs tangled together, his hands going under her butt, her back. She gripped at his shoulders, her hips rising with his every hard thrust, gasping nonsense words, panting cries of her lust.



And Corbin just kept going. She expected him to finish at any moment, to drive deep within her and give her what she so desperately craved, that promise of life someday. But they had been apart for so long -- no, only two days but it was an eternity in her mind -- and he made up for every moment of it, driving into her now, his mouth crushing to hers as his ass tensed and relaxed, tensed and relaxed.
"Oh, f-fuck, Corbin, I'm going to come again, I'm going to come again," she babbled, her fingernails sinking deep into him, drawing blood neither of them would notice until the next day, marking him, taking him forever in that moment as hers, he could do whatever he wanted so long as he was hers as much as she was his.
Her legs wrapped around him, ankles locking together and she cried out, a joyous sound that burned away the fear that day brought. She kissed him and came and came and came, the feeling rolling on half a minute, a minute, until the pleasure was just too much and she had to come back to earth.
"Jessica," he breathed.
"Do it, please Corbin, please I need you so much..."
"Jessica," he breathed again, and she arched her back, her chin rising up and he kissed it as he drove deep one final time, his cock spurting before he hit her depths, his need overwhelming him. His warmth filled her, and she thrilled to it, the joy of a need fulfilled as he filled her so well, so wonderfully.
And when it was over, when he'd finally finished, he stayed right where he was as she laughed, her strange, beautiful response to the very best sex. Corbin so easily teased that out of her like no one could. It wasn't just the good sex. In his arms, she found her release. In him, she found warmth, and safety, and a kindness like no other.
Usually it was Jessica who fell asleep first after sex, but when Corbin finally pulled out of her and crashed beside her, it was him that fell first headlong into it.
Long after his breathing evened out, Jessica slipped out of bed to clean up downstairs. She laughed softly, swiping at the tears still occasionally leaking out of the corners of her eyes. He'd left such a mess. She would have to teach him to cook, but there was a joy in that. Corbin had tried for her. When she thought she deserved so little, when she expected nothing but pain from the men she loved, here was her fantasy man, showing her every single day how much he loved her, even without saying the words.
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Sasha sat atop a concrete table as Jessica hurried out from her last class. The beautiful brunette hopped off and snatched up a pair of paper coffee cups. She held one out as Jessica approached.
"Still hot," Sasha said.
"You're a saint," Jessica said, taking the cup and sipping. Coconut chai, one of her favorites. She closed her eyes and gave a deeply satisfied, "Mmm."
"Oh, to get you to make that sound a different way," Sasha said.
Jessica opened her eyes and grinned. "You have an open invite to my place any time."
"Might have to take you up on that. Ready to go? Billy and Josh are at the library working."
They headed in that direction. Sasha was enjoying being vague about why they needed to meet up with Billy and another one of the Representatives, the group of seniors on campus who ran the biggest parties of the year. All she did know is that it had something to do with a way for Jessica's boyfriend Corbin to sleep with Dr. Rosamund Madison. Sasha thought hooking up with her would be a gateway to Corbin hooking up with her own mother, Dr. Pamela Windsor.
"I have to ask, why are you doing this?"
Sasha grinned. "Mostly? I think Mom needs it. After the divorce, she's not really dated anyone. There have been a couple guys but no one who really wowed her. We both know Corbin can do that."
"There have to be plenty of other guys who would fit that bill, though. Why someone you've slept with?"
"I know Corbin's not going to stick around. He's not clingy and he's head over heels in love with you, so I don't think he's going to get weird."
"Come on," Jessica said, nudging her friend with her elbow. "That can't possibly be it."
Sasha looked behind them, then all around, and said quietly, "All right. The idea is hot. It always has been, since Brooke first told me about it. It's not... you know, an incestuous thing. It's this, hm, this idea that a guy who gave me the best orgasm of my life doing the same thing to my mom."
Jessica wondered how that wasn't incestuous, but it didn't pay to bring up the point. "That is kind of hot."
"Right? Speaking of, have you heard from Brooke?"
"Mm," Jessica said, finishing off a sip. "Yes. Remember Mike, my escort from the scavenger hunt?"
"Sure. Ohhh, did they hook up?"
"They did. I don't know if it's a long-term thing, but they seem happy enough."
"Aw. I think she had a tiny crush on Corbin."
"Me too," Jessica said. Truth was, she was still shocked Corbin wanted her instead of Brooke. Brooke was simply stunning. Then again, Sasha was too. He had his fun with both of them a couple times but it was Jessica he wanted and who he came home to every night. Why exactly, she would never know and never truly believe. There was just too much brokenness in her past to not wonder.
They sipped and talked, and all around them, the world was cast in autumn colors. The landscaping crews tried to keep up with the leaves on the ground but it was always a losing battle this close to Halloween. Not too many weeks until fall break, and then Jessica would drag Corbin four hours to her hometown, Norrell. The thought excited her, and not just because of getting to road trip with her boyfriend. Jessica missed her family dearly, and she desperately wanted her parents' opinion on Corbin. Her long and storied history of making bad choices with guys left her needing that approval, something that would have made her teenage self scoff.
That was why they were still playing this stupid game of "will he/won't he?" with Sasha's mother. Dr. Windsor. Once he'd slept with her, then Jessica felt like he'd finally understand he could sleep with anybody. That he didn't have to be saddled with Jessica if he didn't want to be. Though she grew more and more sure of the foundation of their relationship every day, that felt like the finish line for her. She could truly accept Corbin wanting her above anyone else at that point.
The library was just coming to life as students got out of classes for the day. Most flocked to the computers, but a few handfuls of students worked at the tables and armchairs too. Jessica saw some she recognized and waved, but the pair of friends were on a mission.
"Hey, Marlon, you seen Josh or Billy?" Sasha called to one of them. The guy didn't look up from his book as he pointed up. "Love you."
"Uh huh."
They headed up to the second floor. This was primarily the research section, bookended by a dozen small study rooms. Josh, Billy, Bethani, and a young woman Jessica didn't recognize sat around a table in one of them, a mountain of notes in front of them.
"Homework on a Friday," Jessica said to Billy as he glanced up and grinned. "Beth really has tamed you."
"Right?" he asked, rising. Josh stood up too, but he looked less than amused.
"Don't steal them away for long," Bethani said, faking a yawn. "Don't know how we'll survive accounting without them."
"I say keep them," the other woman said.
"Oh, the jokes," Josh said. Whereas Billy was a hulking goliath of a wrestler, Josh was tall and slim, almost beautiful in his good looks. He used to play basketball for the university before another player slammed him into the bleachers and ended his sporting career with a devastating broken leg. In a way, that injury and the outpouring of support made him his class's version of Corbin, though he was far darker in disposition than Jessica's boyfriend.
Josh nodded towards the door and they headed out. They didn't go far, just to another study room, and he closed the door after everyone.
"No," Josh said flatly, staring at Sasha.
"Josh," she said with a sigh.
"Absolutely not. No. Hell no."
"No to what?" Jessica asked.
"The Phantom Masquerade," Billy said, grabbing a chair and sitting down. Jessica thought for a moment about sitting too, but her plans for that evening with Corbin included a hidden surprise she'd been wearing all afternoon and it made sitting uncomfortable.
Jessica blinked. "It's real?"
"Yeah," Sasha said quietly. "It is."
The Phantom Masquerade was one of the great myths of Agramonte University, a party so secretive and debaucherous no one really believed it existed. That was mostly because it wasn't just for students. It was rumored that the school's hottest professors and adjuncts invited a group of equally attractive students to a party once a year around Halloween. No one Jessica knew ever actually went to one. It was always "a friend of a friend," and so she dismissed it.
"This cannot leave this room," Billy said. He had never looked more grim. "If this got out, we can kiss whatever future we have in our majors goodbye."
"They have a lot of power," Josh agreed. "And they have the ears of everyone they need to."
"I'm not going to talk," Jessica said, taking a chair too. "It really is a sex party, isn't it?"
"It is," Josh said. "The Representatives pick a number of seniors every year to attend. No one's forced into anything, but there are expectations that there will be hookups. In return, the professors push the careers of everyone involved."
"Jessica's a senior," Sasha said.
"And Jessica's invited," Josh said. "But not her boyfriend, and definitely not you."
"There have been exceptions to the senior rule," Sasha snapped.
"Sure, if a professor specifically requests them. But it doesn't happen. Underclassmen always lead to problems," Josh said, folding his arms. "They get complacent, think they can coast. Or worse, they talk and damn near ruin the thing for everyone."
"Corbin wouldn't," Jessica said.
"I only have your word for that," Josh said.
"And mine," Billy said. Josh glared at him and he shrugged. "Corbin is a good dude. I'll vouch for him and Jessica both."
A tic in Josh's face made his lip quirk, and he finally turned back to Jessica and Sasha. "Why are you so desperate for this?"
"Dr. Rosamund Madison," Jessica said immediately. There was no sense in lying about that. She had no intention of mentioning Sasha's mother, though. "I want to see Corbin and her together."
"The biggest game at the party and you think you can break all the rules just for a quick peep show?"
"Nothing about fucking Corbin is 'quick,'" Sasha said. Every eye in the room fell on her and she smiled faintly. "It's the truth. He's the best I've had. He's big, he can go for a long time, and he knows how to treat a woman."
"She's right," Jessica said.
"There is precedent. It's been a while, but it's been done," Billy said. "It can't hurt to ask Dr. Madison."
Josh didn't look happy about that, but nodded. "I can tell her you two are interested. There's almost no chance she'll say yes, but send me on some pictures of him and maybe you can convince her."
Sasha grinned. "I think we can give you those right now."
She and Jessica both dug out their phones. Over the course of a frenetic night with Brooke and Corbin, Sasha had taken a number of faceless pictures of the freshman in various stages of undress and in the process of fucking Brooke silly. Jessica contributed a few of her own, blushing hard as she realized none of them were faceless.
"Josh, if I send you these..."
Josh's hard looks softened. "It stays between me and Dr. Madison. I swear. If they get out, I'll resign as a Representative. That would kill any chance at a good future I have. Okay?"
"It's for Corbin, so..." Jessica nodded and sent him a few choice ones of Corbin fucking her from behind in the bathroom, both of them staring at the mirror, Jessica in the middle of a laughing orgasm, Corbin on the verge of his own. She also sent some close-ups of his big cock stuffing her pussy.
Josh looked at them and shivered. "I'll get Dr. Madison aside and talk to her about this. You'll know one way or another by the end of the weekend."
"And me?" Sasha asked.
"Don't make me say it," Josh said. "You know why you can't come."
Sasha gave him a hard smile. "I suppose I do."
"Pamela? Really?" Jessica asked, shocked. She would have never thought Dr. Windsor would have gone to that sort of a party.
"Not a word," Josh growled, going for the door.
While the guys returned to their studies, Sasha and Jessica headed back outside. They had to walk a bit before they broke free of an intermittent stream of students, and Jessica looked sideways at Sasha.
"Don't judge. Please don't judge."
"I wouldn't," Jessica said. "How long have you known?"
"I've suspected for a while. My mom and dad always disappeared for a night around Halloween. They wouldn't come back home until the next morning. I didn't think much about it until I started college here. One night, this was after the divorce, I was home. I was going to stay with a friend but she got sick. Mom didn't know I was home. She came back around midnight, and I was still up, watching a movie. She came in and nearly ran for the bedroom when she saw me. But not before I saw her. She was... I've never seen her that way before. Her dress was torn and held together with bobby pins. Her hair was all undone and kinda clumped and I think guys had..." Sasha blushed, and Jessica nodded. "Anyways. I thought she'd been raped, the way she looked. She laughed at that and told me no, she was fine, she just had a really wild time."
"And you figured it out."
"Yes. Well, not really until last year. I followed her to a mansion out near Lakecrest. They unloaded the students from a bus. All of them had hoods on so they couldn't see where they were at."
"Weird."
"Really weird. But they have to be careful like that." Sasha took Jessica's hand and squeezed. "I did what I can. I'm sorry again my mom came after Corbin like that."
Jessica stopped and turned to look at Sasha. "You don't owe use any apology. It's not your fault."
Sasha stepped in, and without any hesitation, reached around to cup the back of Jessica's head. They kissed, their first, and it was good and slow, warming Jessica to her toes. "Good," Sasha breathed against her lips. "Then I'll know it's for real when I do stop by and have some fun with you."
"It'll definitely be that," Jessica murmured. Her phone rang, and Sasha broke away, grinning. "The worst timing." She answered the call as Sasha began to walk away, blowing her a kiss as she went. "Hey, baby. I just met with Josh and Billy. I don't think it's going to happen but it's not a total no yet."
"That's, uh, that's great," Corbin said, sounding weak. "Hey, um, I've been back at your place for a bit, and, uh, you have a bunch of visitors. One of them is, um... kinda holding me hostage."
"What?" Jessica asked sharply.
"Yeah. Yeah. She... kinda has a knife and she's pointing it at me telling me I need to call you."
"A knife?" Jessica yelled. Then it hit her. The one and only lunatic who would pull a stunt like this.
"Hang on, she wants to talk."
A soft, pleased voice said, "Hey, Jessie. I like the new boyfriend. He's adorable."
Jessica gritted her teeth. "Hello, Sarah."
* * *
No work that evening, and Jessica hinted all week she had a surprise for Corbin. That left him in a good mood when he arrived at her place. She was supposed to be meeting with Billy and another friend about some chance they had at Dr. Rosamund Madison, but he wasn't holding his breath. All he needed was Jessica.
He grabbed a quick shower and laid out the homework for the weekend on the kitchen table. Not much, really, just a short essay and a take-home quiz. He could knock that out probably before Jessica got home, so he started in on it, trying to ignore the growling in his stomach. A couple hours and Jessica was going to guide him through grilling burgers, their first lesson in cooking together.
The doorbell rang, and whoever was on the other side giggled and hammered on the door too. "Jessica, you slut! Open up!"
"Be nice!" Corbin heard someone else say.
He rose to his feet, curious, and went to answer the door. The one doing the doorbell ringing and knocking was a short woman whose hourglass figure was so grossly exaggerated Corbin had a hard time not staring. Her bust and hips were huge, her waist and the rest of her petite. And holy hell, she was gorgeous, with long, playful pigtails and a delicate face with big, dark eyes glimmering with good humor.
A handful more women stood behind her, on the porch and the sidewalk. Two he recognized - Dakota and London, the twins Jessica was friends with. They were petite blondes, classically beautiful. Another was drop dead sexy, with long black curly hair, big pouty lips and doe eyes, and curvy proportions that would have been big if it weren't for the obvious comparison of the woman in the lead. She held the hand of a blonde with shorter, curlier hair and elegant looks somewhere between playful and gorgeous. The last of the bunch was a delicately featured Latina with some of the most beautiful eyes and lashes Corbin had ever seen. She flashed him a sympathetic smile just a split second before the one in the lead pushed Corbin aside.
"You're not Jessica," she said, storming in. "Jessie! Where are you?"
"Sarah!" one of the twins said, following her.
The other one came in too. "Sorry about this, she's... well, hormonal."
"And also she's just Sarah," the supermodel-looking woman with the black curly hair said.
"That too," the twin said.
The women all pushed in past Corbin. Flabbergasted, he didn't utter a word in protest, though he had a feeling in his gut this wasn't going to end well. Sarah walked - or bounced, really - towards the stairs, and hollered up them, "Jess!"
"She's not here," Corbin said. He cleared his throat as the six women turned to look at him. "She's, ah, finishing up at the college for the day. Can I help you with something?"
Sarah stomped towards him. She wore a dress that didn't constitute much more than a skirt and a pair of crisscrossing wisps of material that fought valiantly to cover at least a small portion of her breasts. "Who are you again?"
"Cor-"
"Are you the new boyfriend?"
"Yes?" He cleared his throat and tried again. "Yes. I've met Dakota and London before. Um. Hello."
She studied him a minute longer, then stormed towards the kitchen. The Latina settled on the edge of the couch and said, "I'm sorry. We're going out dancing tonight and wanted to invite Jessica-"
"Oh my God, Sarah!" the playfully cute blonde said, looking towards the kitchen.
Sarah came out holding a long kitchen knife, her eyes gleaming. "One more time, what's your name?"
"Cor-"
"Can you satisfy her?"
Corbin blinked at Sarah. "Uh. What/"
She waved the knife at his dick. It was uncomfortably close. "Do you make her come? Are you a man?"
"I... yes?"
"Hm," Sarah said. The other women circled her but kept their distance. "I don't believe you. Strip."
"Sarah," the Latina said, rubbing her face.
"Don't listen to her," one of the twins said. "She's not going to stab you."
Sarah glanced over her shoulder, amused. "You really think I wouldn't?"
The twin blanched. "On, uh, second thought, better not move fast."
Sarah returned her attention to Corbin and rocked back and forth on her feet. "Okay. You can keep your clothes on, so long as you call her. Call her call her call her."
The supermodel-esque one said, "Put that down. You're being crazy."
"It's my pre-pre-pre-birthday celebration and I want to shove Jessica's face into my pussy," Sarah snapped. She jabbed the knife at Corbin. "Call. Her."
Corbin dug out his phone and called.
* * *
Jessica raced back home as fast as she dared. At one point, she thought for sure a cop was going to pull her over for going five miles an hour above the speed limit, but he didn't whip around.
"Goddamn it, Sarah," she muttered.
She didn't believe for a second her ex-girlfriend would do anything to Corbin. But Jessica hadn't really told him the extent of the debauchery she'd gotten into with Lionel's girlfriends and wife, and the thought of anyone telling him before she could made her sick. Would he run when he knew the truth? Would he look at her with shame and disgust? She'd done so many weird things for Lionel. For... well, all of them, really.
She had something of a goodbye with London and Dakota. Corbin had been there for that, and he knew she'd been with the twins sexually. That was about the extent of it. He probably suspected some of it - as he said, he was naïve but not stupid. But how could Jessica break it to him how quickly she spread her legs for all of Lionel's lovers just to please him? How she'd begged for it at more than a handful of their orgies?
Oh God, what if he fell for one of them?
How easy that would be. Sarah and Jenna were honest-to-God models, Jenna currently, Sarah before she took on an executive job with a clothing brand. Yvonne certainly turned heads when people saw her face on real estate signs. Victoria was the definition of Corbin's fantasies when it came to his fetish for teachers, not to mention she was an incredibly stunning Latina who radiated grace and kindness when she wasn't dominating one of the other women in bed. Then there were the twins. They were, at least, a known quantity to him, but there again was the taboo appeal of twinship. Jessica herself had found that pretty hot. Still did.
She shifted in her seat, the plug still inside her. She needed to pull it soon. The anticipation she felt about that night, the excitement of giving Corbin his first lesson in anal, melted away into tears that threatened to spill over every time she hit a red light.
"Goddamn it, Sarah," she croaked again, balling up her fists.
Jenna and Sarah's vehicles sat out front of her house. Jessica pulled in behind them and swallowed. Buried under her fear of losing Corbin was a residual fear of this very confrontation, with or without him. She said goodbye to London and Dakota, but the rest of her ex-girlfriends only really got a few texts from her before she cut off communications with them. It hurt too much to talk to them, much like it did Lionel and Morgan, though Jessica's ex-girlfriends hadn't really done anything to her. She had been embarrassed about trying to take Lionel from them, and assumed they would all be pissed at her for it. It had been easier to walk away with a quick "I'm sorry" and not listen to their responses.



It was time to face the shame of that, of trying to tear apart their relationship with Lionel.
She took a deep breath as out the door came the twins.
"I'm sorry," London said as Jessica approached. "Lionel and Morgan took the kids on a trip back to see their family. Kind of a pre-birthday thing for Sarah, too, giving us all the weekend together without the babies. We gave each other a hall pass for the weekend and Sarah wanted to come... well... be with you."
Jessica nodded and sniffed. They stopped within a few feet of each other, and Dakota said quietly, "It's good to see you."
"You too," Jessica said, and meant it. "Is he okay?"
"Oh, yeah. She's, uh, feeling her oats. I wouldn't worry-"
"Tell that beautiful bitch to get in here!" Sarah bellowed.
"-too much," Dakota finished lamely.
Jessica charged into her house. Corbin was seated on the couch, his cheeks pale. Sarah sat on the coffee table facing him, a kitchen knife in hand. She had a pleased smirk on her face, her eyes never leaving Corbin. The others fanned out around the room, murmuring hellos.
Corbin looked up and said, "Oh hey. So. Uh. Crazy day."
Jessica stormed right to Sarah. The other woman stood up, about to speak, but Jessica plucked the knife from her hand. "Yvonne, get out of the way."
Yvonne hurried to the side and Jessica threw the knife into the kitchen before grabbing Sarah by the arm and yanking her to her feet. She hauled back with her other hand and spanked Sarah's big, curvy ass.
"Is that what you want?" Jessica yelled, then spanked her again and again and again. Five, ten blows, hard cracks through the thin fabric of her dress.
"Well, yes," Sarah said, pleased. She wiggled her ass. "I've really been bad."
Corbin gaped. Jessica covered her eyes and started chuckling. "Goddamn it, Sarah."
"Hi, Jessie," Sarah said. "I missed you."
Jessica pulled her hand away from her face. She was crying and smiling all at once. "Yeah, I missed all of you too."
* * *
While Victoria and Dakota grabbed chairs from the kitchen, Jessica took a seat between Corbin and Victoria. She gave him a soft kiss, and murmured, "I'm sorry about this."
"What's going on?" he asked.
"Corbin, these are..." She drew in a deep breath. "They're my ex-girlfriends. All of them. All at once. Back when... I was dating Lionel."
"Oh," Corbin said quietly. Then he squinted at her. "All of them?"
Jessica let out a shaky laugh and sniffed. "Yeah." She turned and squeezed Victoria's knee. "This is Victoria. She's a grade-school teacher. She taught Lionel's son Isaac and they fell in love."
"Hi there! Um, again," Victoria said, giving him a little wave.
"Hi," Corbin said.
"Psycho Psychofferson is Sarah. And don't let her fool you, she's not as crazy as it seems and when she's in a mood, she's the sweetest of all of them."
"Sorry about the knife thing," Sarah said. "Can I give him a kiss, Jessie?"
"On the cheek."
Sarah came over and Corbin froze as she leaned in. His eyes went huge as her huge boobs loomed right in front of his face. One of them popped free and she giggled before smacking his cheek with a kiss.
"Sarah," Jessica said, sighing.
"I know. Damn thing." Sarah lifted her boob and flicked the nipple. "Has a mind of its own."
"Sarah's management for a clothing company." Jessica pointed to Yvonne as she settled into a kitchen chair. "The lovely Yvonne. She sells real estate."
"Hello!" Yvonne said, her voice musical and bright. "It's nice to meet you."
"You too," Corbin said.
Jessica's finger moved towards Jenna. "And Jenna, who you might have guessed is a model."
"Hello," she said, taking Yvonne's hand.
"And the twins you met at my party. Dakota, London. Dakota is the one with the hoop earrings and the darker highlights."
"She thinks," Dakota said, grinning.
"You didn't tell him about us?" Yvonne asked.
Jessica swallowed. "Some of it, but not everything. It hurt. A lot. And then him and I got together and I thought it would... drive him away." To Corbin, she whispered, "I'm sorry. I know this is super weird."
Corbin took her hand and squeezed it. "It is. But it doesn't change anything. Would you tell me the story though?"
Jessica nodded. "Last year, London and Dakota and some mutual friends recommended to a guy new to Agramonte that I was available for babysitting. Lionel was a single dad, and one of the most attractive men I've ever met." She blushed and stuttered, "I mean, apart from..."
"Jess," he said quietly. "It's okay."
"Aw," Jenna said, squeezing Yvonne's hand tighter.
"At first, babysitting was all I did for him. You know I feel about his son."
Corbin nodded encouragingly.
"But I saw him with all of them. Except maybe Victoria, right? I don't think you were in the picture yet?"
"That's right," Victoria said. "You and I actually hooked up with him for the first time on the same day, or right around then."
"Really?" Jessica asked. "I didn't know that. Um, anyways, things... progressed. Lionel and I started sleeping together. And that, um, led to me sleeping with... everyone here."
Corbin looked around, his eyes widening. "Oh. Oh wow."
"Yeaaah," Jessica said. "But then Lionel's ex-sister-in-law came back into the picture. Morgan." The room, already quiet save for her, seemed to fall deathly so, and she cleared her throat. "As much as Lionel liked me, he loved everyone else. And particularly Morgan. They got engaged. And I... I got jealous and selfish."
"No," London said vehemently.
"I did," Jessica said, sniffing again. Victoria grabbed a box of tissues and held them for her. Jessica plucked one out and dabbed at her eyes. "I... cared a lot about Lionel. I wanted him to myself. I begged him not too long before you and I met to... to break up with Morgan and everyone here. To marry me instead. He told me he didn't love me that way. Not like them."
Whatever she expected, it wasn't Corbin slowly lifting her hand so he could kiss it. "Men are assholes," he said quietly.
A brittle laugh escaped Jessica. "Yeah." She looked around at all the women in the room. "I'm sorry. I can't tell you how much."
"We get it," Jenna said softly.
"We all fell for him too," Yvonne agreed.
"You know we forgave you," Dakota said, and London nodded vigorously.
Victoria squeezed Jessica's knee. "I know you and I didn't get much of a chance to get to know one another, but I always liked you. I can't blame you for loving someone."
"But I tried to take him from you," Jessica protested.
"Yeah. You did," Sarah said, leaning forward. "You were a bitch."
"Sarah!" Yvonne said.
"You wanted to be a selfish guy hog and you blew it with six of the hottest pieces of donk on the block," Sarah continued.
"I-" Jessica said, on the verge of tears again.
"Is that what you need to hear?" Sarah asked, standing up. "Lionel is a great guy. All seven of us wouldn't be involved with him if he wasn't. And you wanted that for yourself. Guess what? We've all had those feelings at some point. I know I have."
"Me too," Victoria said quietly.
"Yeah," Jenna said, looking down.
London and Dakota both nodded again. Even Yvonne, after a minute, said yes too.
"Relationships are ugly and messy and painful and it sucks," Sarah said, and to Jessica's surprise, her friend's chest hitched as tears started rolling down her face. "But you could have just called us up and explained what happened and we would have still been friends, Jessie. How could you walk away from your friends? Do you know how much I miss you?"
"Sarah..." Jessica whispered. She stood up, and Sarah darted to her, wrapping her up in her arms. They clung together, crying, rocking.
One by one, the others stood up and joined them. There were so many they couldn't all get in on the hug, but they touched Jessica, let her know they were there, murmuring that they missed her too and they loved her. Sobs escaped Jessica then, powerful lunges of tears that left her shaking and nearly falling. Someone, Victoria maybe, helped her back down and she buried her head in her hands. Corbin, sweet Corbin, wrapped an arm around her and she buried her head into his chest, whispering, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
When the tears died back down, Corbin held her out and kissed her cheeks. She couldn't meet his eyes, and he murmured, "Hey. Talk to me."
"I thought you'd hear all this, get freaked out, and leave."
"Whaaaa? No. Never. I'm a little intimidated. Especially by..." He jerked his head in Sarah's direction.
Victoria muttered, "We all are."
"What's that?" Sarah asked.
"Nothing," Victoria and Corbin said together.
"There's something else," Jessica said, swallowing. "When we first talked about me teaching you how to sleep with anyone you wanted, I meant to make you more like Lionel. I didn't know at the time how much I'd care for you being just the person you are."
Corbin looked around. "I guess I'm a little worried I'm supposed to fill this guy's shoes. Like... it's fun being with Sasha or Brooke on occasion but I don't know if I could handle... this."
"You don't have to worry about that," Jessica said, more than a little relieved. "If we have fun with someone else, it's always going to be a more, mm, temporary thing. I want you. If you still want me."
For an answer to that, Corbin leaned in and kissed her gently. "Always."
"Aw, you two..." Yvonne said, rocking in her seat. "Jess, I'm so happy for you. London and Dakota told us a little bit. He stood up for you at your party?"
"Yes," Jessica said, grateful for firmer conversational ground. She launched into a story about how they met, and their escapades so far. London and Dakota looked impressed when she mentioned their hookups with Brooke and Sasha.
"Sasha Windsor? Wow. She's... wow," London said, eyes wide.
Sarah came back into the room with a disgruntled sigh. "Ugh, not enough drinking and dancing and me rubbing my best parts against Jessie's mouth."
"Oh, um," Jessica said, casting a look at Corbin. "I've got some plans for Corbin and myself tonight."
"What plans?" Sarah said flatly.
"Just, um, something personal."
Corbin raised his eyebrows. "Baby, if you want to go with your friends, don't let me hold you back."
"Oh, you're going with us too," Yvonne said.
"Yup!" London said cheerfully. "We're all going. Then we can get to know you and figure out if you're right for our Jessica."
"That's a great plan," Jenna said, smiling faintly. "But, um, I think we need some ground rules."
"We haven't even agreed yet," Jessica protested.
"You're talking like you have a choice," Sarah said.
Corbin jumped in. "I agree about the ground rules. I'm not comfortable messing around with anyone but Jessica. I don't want to feel like I'm cucking some guy."
"Good," Victoria said. "But Jessica, what about you and us?"
"We never got a goodbye sex party," Jenna said wistfully.
"I don't want you all to get the wrong idea," Jessica said hesitantly. "Lionel's well in my past now."
"We're not talking about another relationship," Yvonne said. "Just some fun tonight."
"So you and Corbin can touch each other all you want to," Dakota said. "And Jessica and us can touch each other all we want to. Corbin, you can watch, but nothing else unless it's with Jessica, got it?"
"And this isn't going to upset your, uh, boyfriend and his wife?" Corbin asked.
"We told you, we have the weekend to do whatever we want. So do they," Sarah said. "We're not his slaves or anything. We're his sluts but we're still our own women. He can be jealous."
"Morgan would get a kick out of this," Victoria said. "She misses you too, Jess."
The room went quiet at that. Jess nodded. "I... was really extra shitty to her."
"She wants to talk sometime. If you're ever up for it," Victoria said.
"I will. Someday." Jessica stood up, sighing. "Okay. Let's go get some drinks and do some dancing. As for the rest of it, if Corbin's okay with it, it would be nice to have some fun closure. I need to run upstairs and shower. I'll be back down in a minute."
"I'll join you," Corbin said. "I should probably grab a shower and change too."
"I'm going too," Victoria said. "Moral support."
Everyone stood up, and Jessica laughed. "One of you and Corbin. One. That's it."
* * *
While the herd of gorgeous women battled it out downstairs for who would get to join them, Jessica and Corbin had a quiet moment together upstairs in her bedroom. She wrapped her arms around him and leaned her head against his chest, her favorite spot to be in the entire world.
"You're too good to me," she murmured.
He chuckled and held her tight. "Hey. I told you. I'm not going anywhere. It's a crazy story but it's nothing I can't deal with. I had a feeling the guy was magnetic if he had a wife, the twins, and you. A handful more than that is just more numbers." He held Jessica out and kissed her softly. "I still think he's an idiot for not picking you."
"I miss these girls, Corbin. But I want you to know, what we agreed, about only doing things together, I mean that. Not even with them."
"I trust you," Corbin said, and kissed her nose. "Just, please tell me you really don't want me to be this guy. I don't know if I can compete with that."
"You don't have to." She pulled back, looking up at him, her face completely serious. "Corbin, I love you. Not some fantasy version of you. This man. Right here. I love you."
He drew a deep, hard breath and wrapped her in his arms again. "I love you too. So much it scares me sometimes."
She let out a shaky laugh. "Me too."
"Wow," he said, holding her tight. "That's... that's out in the open now."
"Yeah," she said, laughing more and sniffing hard.
"Awww," someone said from the doorway. They both looked over to Jenna and Yvonne peeking in. Corbin grinned and squeezed Jessica one more time before letting her go.
"Which one of you won out?" Jessica asked.
"Me," Jenna said, stepping into the room.
Jessica curled a finger at her, watching her boyfriend with a growing smirk. "Then you can help me undress and show Corbin what's in store for him sometime this weekend."
"Sorry?" Corbin asked, confused. He knew Jessica had a surprise for him but he couldn't figure out what she meant.
"Just wait," Jessica said. Jenna came to her, and she pulled the other woman in, still watching Corbin, smirk widening as his mouth fell open. The two kissed, a long, slow thing with plenty of breathy moaning he knew was overemphasized for his part but loved anyways. His cock snapped to attention as Jenna began to peel away Jessica's outfit, stopping for plenty of long brushes of skin against skin. She knelt to draw down Jessica's panties. Her hands came around to Jessica's backside, still obstructed from view, and Jenna pulled back, grinning.
"Oh, naughty girl," she said throatily.
"What?" Corbin asked, his voice hoarse.
"Remember when you, Yvonne, and Victoria filled every inch of me with toys?" Jessica asked, brushing Jenna's hair away from her face.
"How could I forget?" Jenna asked.
"You... did?" Corbin's throat grew so tight he worried he wouldn't breathe.
"I came so hard, Corbin," Jessica moaned. "It was my birthday and they treated me like their fuck toy."
"Jesus," he said. "What's back there? What are you wearing?"
"It's not what she's wearing," Jenna said, turning Jess slowly. "It's what she's got inside her. To get ready for you."
She tugged down Jessica's panties. Corbin didn't know what he was looking at, not at first. He'd seen them only in pornos. Realization swept over him slowly and he blinked.
"We're going to... to, um, have, ah, butt... sex?"
Jessica stood upright, grinning over her shoulder. "This is your next lesson."
"Oh, we are so going to help with this," Jenna said.
"Mm," Jessica said. "I love that idea. But first... dancing."
Corbin said weakly, "Yeah. Dancing."
* * *
Corbin volunteered to be a designated driver, thinking they would take their own cars, but one of them had already made arrangements for a car service that evening, and they wound up riding in a monster of a van with three rows of seating and a small minibar. The back was lit in soft tones with a faux copper trim, far more elegant than a party van. The driver, whose first name was actually Hammer, was a tall, spectral man who knew the women of the group, and greeted them with a smile.
At the club, they might not have been able to sneak Corbin in if it wasn't for Sarah and her willingness to charm the bouncer. She made simpering an art form, and finally the guy gave in and said, "All right, I'll do it for a kiss on the cheek." Sarah jumped up and down, clapping, and the guy nearly fainted. Everyone, save Corbin, gave him a kiss on the cheek and he waved them through, chuckling.
"Careful with them," the bouncer said to Corbin with a wink.
"No kidding," Corbin agreed cheerfully.
Jessica realized there was one thing Corbin could do far better than Lionel ever could besides loving her, and that was dance. Part of it was his capability of just letting go. Where Lionel would have been self-conscious about his image - or maybe too distracted by his beautiful girlfriends and wife together - Corbin was out to have fun from the first moment on the club's dance floor.
They went out as a group. There would be time for Jessica and Corbin to dance together later, but at first, there came the joy of being reunited. The women made a big circle with Corbin, gyrating to the pulsing beats. Cool yellows and blues swirled across the friends, former and new, and they plunged themselves into the beginnings of the wild night.
Guys started circling almost immediately, and all the women had to shut them down at least a few times. Sarah got the brunt of it in the most revealing outfit of the group by a mile, so Jessica grabbed Corbin's arm and shouted in his ear, "Dance with her! I'm going to go get drinks with Yvonne."
He nodded and bobbed in time to Sarah, who looked immediately grateful. The two guys watching her groaned when she turned and shimmied down Corbin's body, glaring at the two of them. Corbin gripped her waist and swayed with her. The twins staked a claim right next to them, dancing together in a wild blend of blonde hair and limbs, and to the other side were Jenna and Victoria, stylish, sexy, free. Jenna drew nearly as many eyes as Sarah, but none of the group were lacking for attention, even Corbin. More than a few women looked his way, though his eyes were only for Jessica's friends.
Victoria cut in, looping her arms around Corbin's neck and swaying fast with him as she grinned. "You've got rhythm!" she shouted.
"Thanks! You're all great too!"
It would be the only words he spoke for a good long while. The music was too loud for much more than that, and he lost himself to the beats. They drew something out of him, something born of instinct. His thoughts left him and there was only the soft, beautiful flesh surrounding him, whirling with him, grinding up against him. It was only much later that he realized he was being watched. Jessica, and she had a savage look on her face, half-lust, half-smile. She and Yvonne handed off the armful of drinks to the other women and took up a space with him. Corbin wrapped his arm around their waists and they danced together, Yvonne's breasts occasionally brushing his arm, Jessica's almost constantly.
Corbin didn't realize how hard he was until Jessica turned so her ass was against him, grinding against his bulge. All he could think of in that moment was taking that for the first time until the need in him roared. She knew exactly what she was doing, staying right there, rubbing up and down on him as she reached up and behind her, cupping at his face. He ground his dick against her ass, kissing her neck, her shoulder, his hands wrapping around her waist as they moved. The others watched, predatory birds waiting for their meal, but Corbin and Jessica owned that slice of the night together, just the two of them.



When Jessica finally broke away for a drink, Yvonne slid into her place, her hands on his ass, daring him with a playful smirk to do the same to her and break the rules for the evening. He didn't, keeping them to her waist, but oh God, he was tempted. Then came the twins again, each one to a side, leaning in and breathing on his neck, stirring his already hard prick. Victoria, with that sweet swell of an ass, grinding against him, dropping low, snaking back up. Jenna, behind him, breasts against his back, hands slipping down his sides before he whirled on her and they danced together, sliding, bouncing. And Sarah, gorgeous Sarah, the evilest of the bunch, doing all that and more, even gripping him through his pants, eyebrow raised.
They moved.
Jessica, in the van, twisted with one knee up on the seat, kissing him, her hand down his pants, his under her blouse. Jenna and Yvonne ahead of them, lips clashing, tongues dancing.
Another club, this one with more of a Latin vibe to the music. The heat made Corbin dizzy, the women drove him mad. This time, he was the outsider watching as the women circled Jessica, pushing her playfully between them as they ground against her, danced with her, swayed with her. Jessica was left just as much a panting mess as he'd been in the last club, her cheeks red, hair wild. At one point with Yvonne and Victoria, he was sure they were doing something more, though his view was blocked by the wall of other women. But when Jessica came back to him, her lips parted, she brought her fingers up and fed them to him.
They tasted like pussy.
"I need you," he growled into her ear. "Now."
Jessica threw the others a look over her shoulder. "We're going."
* * *
Someone's house. Yvonne's, he thought. It was beautiful and big and he couldn't give less of a fuck about it as Jessica tugged him along behind her, hand not on his, but his cock through his slacks.
"Master bedroom's upstairs," Victoria said, but Corbin spied a big dining room table, elegant, well-built. He grabbed Jessica's hand and pulled her to it. Teased for too long, his need for her roared in his ears and he would have her now. She hurried with him, just as eager, just as ready.
"Oh no, no the good table," Yvonne said.
"Let it go," Jenna said. "I don't think anything's going to stop them."
Corbin got Jessica naked as fast as he possibly could, probably breaking the zipper on her skirt in the process. The only bit of his own clothing to come down were his pants. He hoisted Jessica up onto the table and she wrapped her legs around him, eyes locked on his as he lined up his achingly hard cock with her slick cunt. She clutched his back as he drove into her with a hard, deep stroke, grunting his pleasure as he finally found an end to the night's teasing.
"Fuuuck!" Jessica gasped.
"Dibs on her face," Sarah said, shooting forward, but Victoria grabbed her.
"Let's watch this first time."
"But... my pussy..."
"I'm sure it will get plenty of attention."
The other women circled around the table, getting up close and watching Corbin slide in and out of Jessica. Neither of them noticed the others. For the moment they only existed for each other. Her legs kicked out and he grabbed them instinctually, lifting them and kissing each ankle before hoisting them up over his shoulders. The effect on Jessica was immediate and her back arched like a bow.
"Nnngh, like that, so deep," she cried out.
"Ooh, he's good," Jenna said.
"Good-sized too," Dakota said.
"His butt isn't bad either," London said, standing behind the part in question.
Corbin's balls smacked off Jessica's skin as he thought about taking her ass soon. The thought sent a thrill through him and he fucked Jessica even harder, making her reach up behind her head in a futile gesture of trying to find something to hold onto. He leaned down and kissed her, bringing her knees nearly to her chest as he got even better leverage.
"Fuck fuck fuck, I'm going to come, I'm coming so fucking fast," Jessica gasped, laughing breathlessly.
Yvonne licked her lips. "There's our Jessie's laugh."
"It always makes me so wet," Sarah breathed. She'd lost most her clothes at some point, standing there only in her bra and panties.
"You're always wet," Jenna said.
"True," Sarah said, sliding her hand into her panties and fingering herself.
Jessica arched up again, this time so hard she was only resting on her shoulders. A rhythmic sucking noise told everyone in the room how well her and Corbin fit, and though it probably would have made them laugh under other circumstances, it drove everyone to follow Sarah's lead and begin stripping down.
Corbin, utterly focused on Jessica as she neared, growled, "I can't wait to take your ass."
"Ohhh, God, me too," Jessica whimpered. "Love it in the ass, you're going to fill me so much..."
"First though I'm going to come inside you."
"Yess!" she cried out, fingernails scraping at the tabletop. "Come in me, come in me, come in ME!"
Her feet kicked, and that wicked sense of vertigo whipped through her as she opened her eyes wide, mouth agape. She could say nothing as she came, shuddering from head to toe, but when she finally gained control of her lungs again, she yelled, "Cooorbin!"
She fell back down to the table, or would have, if Corbin hadn't acted on pure instinct and guided his hands under her back. He lifted her, his cock deep in her pussy, and she clung to his neck, laughing, gasping for air. They stayed like that for a minute, her coming down, staring into her man's eyes, and then he was lowering her. He pulled out, drawing a moan of regret from her before turning her around. He stared at his prize for the weekend - her ass. She crossed her forearms on the table and wiggled her bottom at him. Corbin gripped her hips and sheathed himself back inside her wet, quivering pussy.
Only then did they gain some sort of awareness of the show around them. Jenna held Dakota in front of her, one arm around her waist, the other's fingers plunging in and out of the gorgeous twin. London was sitting on a chair, legs spread wide, vigorously fingering herself, cheeks flushed, breaths soft and swift. Yvonne was on her knees in front of Sarah, the only one not watching the show. Sarah fisted her blonde hair, her hips rocking back and forth as Yvonne ate her out, her eyes locked on Jessica's face as she bounced back and forth from the hard fucking. Victoria was gone but came back in a minute with a big vibrator in hand. She wasted no time buzzing both her clit and her ass with its double tips, eyes flicking between Jessica and Sarah.
The sights spurred Corbin on, but it was Jessica's ass in front of him that threatened to make him finally boil over. He slid apart her cheeks, and feeling bold, he circled her asshole with the tip of his finger. She loved that, rocking back and forth even harder, her breasts flattening against the table.
"Not without lube," Sarah said. Corbin nodded at her.
"I know that much."
"Good. We'll help you tonight. Later."
"Oh fuck," Jessica whimpered. "That's going to be..."
"Hot," Yvonne said. "Mm, yeah, let's show him how to take your ass, Jessie."
The thought drove Corbin right to the edge. His cock surged, and he grunted, "Jessica..."
"Yeessss, come in me, baby."
"Nnnngh, fuck!" he groaned, his cock going deep one last time, coming, coming, coming. There was so much of him that when He finally pulled back, Jessica leaked him right onto the rug.
"Sorry," he gasped at Yvonne.
"Screw it, it's just a rug," she murmured, staring at his come drizzling out of Jessica's pussy. "Upstairs, everyone. Now."
* * *
Corbin and Jessica showered together in the massive master bathroom. Corbin looked all around as Jessica began to lather up and said, "This bathroom is crazy."
"Right?" Jessica asked. "You should see the twins'. It's like all columns and marble and stuff and they have this big in-ground tub with stairs and everything. It sounds awesome but it takes for-frickin'-ever to fill up."
"How'd they make their money if they're still in college?" he asked, peeling open a bar of guest soap.
"Their dad was a big special effects innovator." She turned and smiled. "If it's not too weird, we'll have lunch or dinner with them sometime and you can get to know everyone properly."
"Sure. They seem great."
"Mm hm," she murmured. "Tell me it again."
"What?"
Jessica smiled against his lips. "That you love me."
"I love you."
They kissed, and he slid the bar of soap up and down her back, getting her nice and sudsy under the hot spill of the shower. There wasn't much cleaning done in those few minutes. The soap squirted away from him and he didn't care, drawing Jessica in tighter, kneading her ass as his prick thickened again against her. They wound up against the glass of the shower, the water spraying across his back as he lifted Jessica again, his cock right at her sex. She whimpered as he settled her down onto him, slowly dropping her onto his cock as he held her tight. Her water-slicked breasts drew his eye as she locked her legs behind his ass.
He bobbed with her, her ass sliding against the glass as the steam billowed around them. She clutched at his long hair, his head, and their lips made more music than their bodies, tongues flicking together playfully.
Their reverie was broken up when Yvonne said, "Hey, just need to grab the l... oh, they're at it again!"
"Already?" Victoria called. "Wow, I'm impressed."
"Hang on, hang on, hang on." That was Sarah, and true to form, a moment later, she flung open the door to the shower and stepped inside, completely nude. Corbin, ever dutiful, locked his eyes on Jessica's, but she gave him a devilish grin and reached up to twist his chin towards Sarah.
"You really need to enjoy the view while you can," she murmured.
And what a view it was. Sarah's huge bust and wide hips drew his eyes like a magnet, defying her tiny waist. She wasted no time coming to them.
"I'm not going another minute without my Jessie eating me," she snapped. "Out. Now."
Corbin eased Jessica down and she kissed his jaw. "Mm, we are definitely picking that one back up another time."
"No doubt," he said.
Sarah grabbed Jessica by the arm and led her out of the shower and into the master bedroom. Corbin followed, staring at the two women's asses until he realized the rest of the army of women were waiting, all as naked, all just as incredibly gorgeous. This guy Lionel was something else, Corbin thought.
The massive bed had been stripped down to its sheets and topped with towels. Lube and an assortment of dildos and vibrators sat on a long dresser. Sarah hopped up onto the bed and crawled across it on all fours, her ass a tantalizing sight as it swayed. When she reached the middle she flopped over onto her back and snapped her fingers, pointing at her pussy. Jessica looked at Corbin, hesitation in her eyes.
"I'm yours," she said. "If this makes you uncomfortable..."
"No," he said quietly. "Have fun with them, Jess."
She kissed him again, and gripped his cock. "Don't leave me hanging for long," she murmured. To Dakota and London, she said, "Would you walk him through it?"
"Of course," they said as one, then nudged each other. Corbin knew from Jessica that they were lovers, but they didn't know he knew and were keeping it strictly PG for the time being.
Jessica crawled after Sarah, her eyes locked on the other woman as Sarah spread her legs and grinned her mad grin. "My Jessie," she murmured. "I'm glad you're here."
"Me too," Jessica said and before she got to work, she made her way up Sarah's body and kissed her gently.
"You left us," Sarah murmured. "I know it hurt with him and Morgan, but you left all of us."
"I'm sorry." Jessica kissed her again, and repeated herself, "I'm so sorry, Sarah. And to everybody. You all deserved better than me trying to steal him away from you."
As Jessica slithered her way back down Sarah's body, Victoria said quietly, "Even if the sex tonight winds up only a one-time thing, don't cut us off again."
"Please," Jenna said. "We missed you, Jessie."
All the women echoed her, and Dakota dabbed at her eyes. She came to Corbin, followed by her sister, and they pointed at the lube. He nodded and retrieved it before climbing up on the bed.
Meanwhile, Jessica dipped her head, and breathed deep Sarah's slick sex. "Corbin," Victoria said, "Sarah's going to have her mouth available. Why don't you pick someone to change that?"
He grinned. "How about you? I'd love to see your ass while I'm taking Jessica's."
"She does have a terrific ass," Jenna said, and sauntered over to Victoria to give it a good spank.
As Jessica began to lick Sarah's pussy, Victoria climbed up on the bed too and joined the trio. She shared a shy smile with Corbin as he neared Jessica. "Please, remember the rules tonight, okay? We really do love Lionel."
"Don't worry," he said. "I'd feel weird about it too."
The twins came to the bed too, kneeling on the edge near Corbin. "Okay," London said. "Use a generous amount of lube on your fingertips. Always better to use too much than too little. Then drizzle some near her bud."
He nodded, intensely focused on Jessica's head bobbing slowly up and down Sarah's slit. Victoria swung her leg over Sarah's face, and the curvy woman said happily, "Finally, I get to eat someone." Victoria descended on her, looking over her shoulder at Corbin, her hands on her ass. She gave herself a spank, and he grinned.
His attention shifted to Jessica's ass. He did as the twins told him, carefully lubing up his fingers. Some dripped onto the towels beneath them and he winced. "Sorry."
"Oh, it's always messy," London said. "Don't sweat it. That's why we laid towels down. That's probably a good lesson too. Always have towels for this."
As he drizzled lube into Jessica's crack, Jenna and Yvonne pulled around a bench seat from the front of the bed. They straddled it, Yvonne behind Jenna, idly running her fingers across the other woman's waist as they watched.
"Now, she's been preparing for you, so she should be good and ready. Another time, when you two are feeling adventurous, try giving her a lick there first. Jessie loves that."
"It's true," Jessica murmured against Sarah's sex.
Dakota said, "Even if she's ready, it doesn't hurt to help her relax by slipping a finger into her. Then, if she's loose and relaxed enough, try two, or even three. It helps make it more comfortable for her."
"Okay," Corbin said. He gave Jessica one more lick and pulled back just far enough that he could slip a pinky into Jessica's bud. He knew enough to go slowly, very slowly, and he was careful not to scrape her walls.
She glanced over her shoulder at him. "Just like that, baby."
"Ease in, there you go," London said. "You're a natural. Does she seem ready for two fingers?"
"I think so," Corbin said. He pulled back to Jessica's entrance and gave the twins a questioning glance. London nodded, and this time he pushed two fingers into Jessica. She moaned deep and throatily into Sarah's pussy, and Corbin contented himself with a slow, easy push into her bottom. This was different than her pussy. Her pussy tried to clench at his fingers, welcome them further. Her ass wasn't so responsive but it was tighter.
He fingered her for long minutes as the focus shifted to Sarah and Victoria's pleasure. Jessica knew Sarah's pussy well and what she liked - which was pretty much everything. She kept up a long, slow pace, taking deep laps before teasing her clit for a minute. It was enough to make the other woman, already turned on, squirm.
Victoria was clearly enjoying herself too, rocking on Sarah's face. Sarah gripped her bottom, and Victoria's own hands rested on Sarah's. The sight was spectacular, and left Corbin's cock rigid. Yvonne and Jenna had started something too. When he looked over in that direction as his fingers squelched in and out of Jessica's ass, Yvonne had three fingers in Jenna's pussy, her knuckles shuffling up and down as she kissed the other woman's shoulder and neck.
"Use more lube," she murmured, staring at Corbin.
"Huh?" London asked, broken out of a trance. "Oh, right. Add a little more lube to your fingers or your cock now and then. It helps keep Jessica comfortable."
"Mm hm," Jessica moaned against Sarah's pussy.
Corbin pulled his fingers free and added more lube before sliding them back inside. He decided Jessica could probably take a third, and her deep hiss of pleasure when he added it to the others let him know she agreed.
"Now," Dakota said, "what's your other hand doing?"
Corbin looked at her blankly for a moment, the lust making his brain hazy. He blinked and shook his head before returning his attention to Jessica and sliding his free hand along his girlfriend's puffy pussy lips.
"Yesss," Jenna moaned. Corbin wasn't sure if it was because of what he was doing or Yvonne. Shit, he thought, if this Lionel guy was to walk in right now, he'd be a dead man.
But what a way to go.
He slid his fingers into Jessica's pussy as his others pushed deep into her ass. Dakota leaned in and looked, her breath hard and fast. "Like that," she said. "Exactly like that. If you ever take her with another man, you need to alternate, you in, then out as he pushes in. That way she's not too full all at once."
"That won't happen," Jessica said, her head coming up. "Corbin's my..." She blushed. "He's my one."
"Oh," Dakota said, smiling. "Then he's a lucky man."
"I am," Corbin said, staring at Jessica, the haze gone completely now. Her one. Whatever else happened that night, it couldn't match that moment.
Sarah freed her hands from Victoria's and pointed at her pussy. Jessica laughed shakily and returned to it. Corbin pulled his fingers out of her folds and traced a heart along her lower back. She threw him a quick, shy smile over her shoulder before focusing on Sarah again.
"I think she's ready," London said. "Pour a little bit more lube into your hand. Then slick up your first few inches."
Corbin nodded and did as she told him. Jenna and Yvonne moved to the bed, standing beside it as he stroked his cock and lined up behind Jessica's bottom.
"We love you, Jessie," Yvonne said. Everyone else echoed her statement, even Sarah. And Jessica pushed her head up.
"I love you all too. Forgive me?"
A chorus of agreement broke out, and Dakota nodded to Corbin. He drew in a deep breath, and London whispered, "Slowly now."
Corbin's tip grazed her bud, and slowly, he eased into her. She froze, and he asked hurriedly, "Okay?"
"Yes. It's good. It's very good."
Without having to be told, he reached under her again and brushed her clit with his finger. Slowly, he slid further into her ass, her walls so tight around him. She took him slowly, not without effort, but she didn't seem to be in pain, either.
"Holy shit," he gasped. "That feels amazing."
"Nnn huh!" Jessica agreed, just as hoarse as he was. "Right... right about there, okay?"
"Got it," he said.
With that, everyone moved. Jessica dropped her head back to Sarah's pussy. Jenna and Yvonne climbed up on the bed, Yvonne going for Sarah's breasts, Jenna kissing and fondling Victoria. The twins reached for Jessica, stroking her, teasing her. There wasn't an inch of her they didn't try to touch between the two of them. Corbin slid back to Jessica's entrance, then slowly back in to the depth she liked, all the while strumming her clit and teasing her pussy.
Jessica's licking grew frantic. But then again, so did Sarah's. The two women were in a race to make their individual partners come. Yvonne tweaked Sarah's nipple, eliciting a sharp moan from the other woman. Jenna's expert lips moved to Victoria's breasts, sucking, licking as she stared up at the other woman.



Corbin was glad he'd already come once. The sights and the moans filling the room overwhelmed him, nearly drove him to pick up his pace and really fuck Jessica's ass. But he kept his tempo slow, even, a machine driven to do a job. Holding off became easier the more he focused on Jessica, on her clit, on the hand on her ass as he slid back and forth inside her. His girlfriend shook from the pleasure, and he thrilled to the feeling.
"Shit, ooh, oh, Jessica," Sarah cried out. "Right, right there, oh fuck, oh, ohhhh!"
Sarah's hands shot up, waving in the air, and someone, Jenna maybe, grabbed them and held them. Sarah wriggled on the sheets, but Jessica kept going, kept licking her, and the curvaceous woman let out a wild, "Nnnnn! Fuck! Coooming!"
She wriggled harder, and Victoria started dropping her hips harder against the curvaceous young woman's mouth. Her ass bounced a hypnotic rhythm, one Corbin found himself entranced by. Yvonne and the twins, like a hive mind, shot to her, kissing her bared flesh, trailing her back, her ass. Victoria took them all in, mouth agape, and she grabbed one of the twins to kiss her hard. A muffled cry from her lips reached Corbin, and though there was no real indication she came, Victoria toppled sideways, catching her breath.
Sarah gasped for air too, and moaned, "Someone... someone take my place, I can't, I came so fucking hard..."
Yvonne helped her away and onto the bench seat. Sarah sat and rocked, her mouth wide as she watched Corbin fuck Jessica's ass. Yvonne slid into place in front of Jessica and Corbin's girlfriend immediately went to it, sucking and slurping at her pussy. Jenna mounted her girlfriend, facing Corbin, and the supermodel bunched up her own hair and gripped it tight as she rocked her hips on Yvonne's face. The twins each went to one of her nipples, sucking them down greedily, hands behind Jenna and all over Yvonne and Jessica.
"He can go like Lionel," Sarah croaked. "And you're only a freshman? Jesus."
"Jessica's a great teacher."
"You can't teach that, hon," Sarah said, grinning.
When he stopped to add more lube, Jessica moaned in disappointment. When he slid back into her, she tensed again, and this time, barely relaxed. She was riding the edge, hard, and her moans reached a desperate, rhythmic state.
"Mm, mm, fu-fuck..."
"Come for them, baby," Corbin growled, "come for all of them."
"Yuh huh, full, so fulllll..."
He tweaked her clit and circled it with two fingers. Jessica's back, already tense, jumped, and she lifted up from Yvonne's pussy, her mouth gleaming, her eyes wide. "Oh fuck, oh fuuuuuck!"
She came with a jolt, stuttering out a laugh again. The pleasure by that point left her unable to do much than drop her head against Yvonne's pussy. She slid back and forth with Corbin's rocking, her mouth opening and closing, her eyes squeezing shut. Corbin was growing close too, and he gripped her waist now, trying desperately to savor this moment, but unable to hang onto it forever.
He jerked out at the last, groaning, his hands going immediately to his cock. Jessica pushed herself up with the last of her strength and twisted around. She crawled to him on her knees, clutching at his shoulders to kiss him, to pant against his mouth. Her hand joined his and they stroked together, forehead to forehead.
"Jessica, oh, God, Jessica..."
"Let it go, let it go, I love you, I love you," she whispered, and chased his lips again.
He came. It arced against her stomach, hit her thighs. He came and came, but all he could notice in that moment were her words. I love you. I love you.
More movement. Sarah was back in the thick of it, arranging bodies like a general. Jessica and Corbin slipped off the bed, her gingerly. Dakota broke away long enough to gasp, "We should show him how to clean her up," but Jessica shook her head.
"No, it's okay. You all have fun. We'll get cleaned up and rejoin you."
For the second time that night, they wound up in Yvonne's shower, but this time, all they did was clean each other. She showed him how to tend to her ginger backside with soft, easy strokes of a wet washrag. When the water was back off, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed his bare chest before snuggling against him.
"Was it okay?" Corbin asked.
"God, yes," Jessica mumbled. She pulled away and sniffed. "Crazy night."
"The craziest."
From the bedroom they heard Jenna wail, "Oh shit, shit, shove that thing up my ass, you slut!"
Jessica burst out laughing, and Corbin joined in, stroking her hair. "I want to be part of their life again," she said. "I think this was just a one-time thing. But... I'd like to be close to them again." She pulled back, staring up at him. He smiled and kissed her.
"Glad you got some closure," he murmured.
"Me too."
* * *
By the time Jessica and Corbin woke up in one of Yvonne's spare bedrooms, someone was up and cooking breakfast. They showered quickly and dressed, though Jessica's skirt had indeed been ruined by Corbin's enthusiasm. They had to settle for her wearing a robe and tying it tight.
It was Sarah in the kitchen, with a sleepy, bedraggled Dakota at the breakfast table, reading a newspaper. "Morning!" Sarah said, chipper.
"I thought you'd be out another few hours," Jessica said, stepping in and giving her friend a peck on the cheek.
"Nope. I wanted to be up in case you tried to..." Sarah lost her smile, and shook her head. She shook. It was such a tiny thing Jessica almost didn't notice it, but then she realized what was going on and wrapped her friend up in her arms. Sarah whispered, "Don't you leave us behind again. I know last night can't happen again, but I don't want you to say goodbye forever, Jessie."
"I won't. And I'm so sorry about trying to take Lionel away from you."
"Don't be. Like we said, we've all thought about it." She booped Jessica in the boob. "You were the only one of us who actually had the guts to try it."
"Don't try to make excuses for me," Jessica said. "I was horrible."
"So make it better," Dakota said, shrugging. "Have breakfast with us, then get together with us every now and again."
"That sounds great," Jessica said, and took Corbin by the waist.
"Thanks for the help last night," he said to Dakota.
"Oh hey, you did great."
"Yeah, he did," Jessica said, nudging him with her hip.
The others joined them just in time for eggs benedict and fried potatoes. Sarah was an amazing cook and told Corbin if she came around Jessica's, she'd help in his culinary education. She also apologized for holding a knife on him, but considering how the night wound up, he was only all too happy to let it slide.
After a round of hugs and mostly chaste kisses, Jessica and Corbin were being driven back to her place. He held her hand the whole time and she rested with her head on his shoulder, nearly asleep, so dazed and happy.
"You love me," she whispered.
"I love you," he confirmed. "And you love me."
"Mm hm."
"Mm."
"We are so eloquent."
He chuckled and kissed the top of her head.
* * *
At home, while Corbin made coffee, Jessica got a call. Josh. She answered, "Hey, Joshy."
Josh groaned. "Don't call me that. Especially not if you want to hear the good news."
Jessica sucked in a breath. "No way."
"Yes. You're both in. But Jessica?"
"What?"
"There's a catch. A really, really weird catch." He took a breath, and told her.
Jessica stared at the phone, dead silent. Then, finally, she whispered, "Holy crap."
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Jessica adjusted the collar of Corbin's form-fitting navy blue button down. When she had it just right, her fingers slid down his chest, his stomach.
"You've always looked good," she murmured, "but you look incredible tonight, baby."
"My stomach's not bulging too much for this shirt?" he asked, genuinely nervous.
"There's no stomach left."
"There's a little stomach left."
Jessica leaned up and kissed him. "You need to look at yourself hard in the mirror sometime. You have no idea how handsome you are."
Corbin wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her to him, drinking in the tender scent of her perfume. "And you," he murmured, "are the most beautiful woman I've ever met. Every time I look at you, I think I'm going to wake up from the best dream ever." He pulled back and eyed her up and down. Jessica wore a black mesh dress so gossamer her thin, wispy panties and bra underneath were completely visible. Her lips were plumped and emphasized by a deep shade of red, and her eyes smoldered with extra makeup and attention to her already beautiful lashes. "God, you are incredible tonight."
"Flatterer." She studied him. "Are you ready for this?"
"No," he said. "Not even remotely. You?"
"No," she said.
He drew a deep breath and nodded. "You'll be in the room with me?"
"Yes. That was part of the agreement with Dr. Madison."
"A professor," he said, his voice distant. "I'm actually going to sleep with a professor."
"Yeah you are," Jessica said, and this time her grin lost its nervousness. "And soon... Dr. Windsor."
He shivered theatrically at that. Both Dr. Madison and Dr. Windsor were among the most beautiful women on campus, and the latter had been a part of Corbin's fantasies since he started college and landed in her history class.
She held his sport coat for him to shrug into, and pinched his butt in his black slacks. They headed downstairs and tried to entertain themselves with an episode of Futurama, one of his favorites and a show she'd never watched until recently. Now they watched at least a couple every night they could manage it when they both didn't have to work and weren't slammed with homework. He'd been thinking about asking Sam, his roommate back in the dorms, about borrowing his Simpsons DVDs after they finished, but he hadn't spoken to Sam in a while. Truth was, Corbin wasn't sure how to mend things between them after some awkward tension once he became popular on campus.
"You all right?" Jessica asked him.
"Hm?"
"You had a distant look to you."
He sighed. "Thinking about Sam, actually."
"Aw. I'm sorry."
"Me too. I keep trying to think of some way to reach out to him, but I don't know." Corbin smiled faintly. "He'd flip his lid if he found out what I was doing tonight."
"I think you mean who."
"Boom."
They returned their attention to the TV, but it wasn't long before Jessica said, "You know..."
"What?"
She chuckled. "I can think of one easy way to make him deal with you."
"How's that?"
"We actually sleep there from time to time."
He paused the show again and looked at her. "You'd do that for me?"
She took his hand. "Of course."
"Best gir-"
Her phone rang, but she ignored it and poked his hip. "Finish that thought."
"-girlfriend ever," he said, and kissed her shoulder.
"Damn straight." Jessica picked up. "Hey, Josh. Okay. Yes, we're ready. Okay. Thanks." She hung up and grabbed Corbin's hand. "We can't bring anything with us other than what we're wearing."
He dug out his wallet and his keys and dropped them on the coffee table. "They really like this to be a secret, huh?"
"Professors sleeping with students at an orgy? Yeah. I'd say they do." She squeezed his hand. "Corbin, I..."
He waited, but she hesitated. "You okay?"
"Yes. Yeah. Just... I love you."
"I love you," he murmured back. "Tell me no, and we don't do this. At any point tonight."
"No, I want to. I guess... hm. I'm always going to be scared about us. I'm learning to deal with that every day, but it still grabs me now and again."
"I'm scared too," he said. "You know? I'm a freshman. I know damn well I'm not going to last four years without proposing to you at some point, and what does that look like? Me doing work-and-learn while you bust your butt babysitting and going to grad school, you'd be crazy for sticking with me through that."
"Well," Jessica said, "good thing I'm crazy then."
He laughed. "Yeah, same here. Someday we're going to wake up and not be scared of this."
"Mm hm. And in the meantime..." Her grin widened. "You said you're going to propose."
"Not, like, today!" Corbin protested.
"No, I know. But you said it. That's, like, my go-fuel for months. Come on, we got to get outside. We're the last ones being picked up and Josh already sounds cranky."
* * *
They huddled together as they waited. Jessica' s coat could only protect her bare legs so much from the cold, and she shivered against Corbin. He drew her in close and wrapped his arms around her as her fingers danced on his back.
A few minutes on, a sleek long van came around a corner down the block. It wasn't entirely dissimilar to the one they rode in to go dancing with a group of Jessica's ex-girlfriends from another life, though they would find out fast this one was meant only as a people hauler and not a party van like that one. Josh pulled to a stop at the curb and hopped out, a pair of college-colored hoods in hand.
"Son of a bitch, it got cold," he muttered, handing them each one of the hoods. "My tits are going to freeze off. Okay, put those on. Do not take them off, not even when we arrive. There will be people there to help you inside. There will be security posted at the doors, so don't try to sneak out when you get there. Break the rules or try to get handsy with anyone who isn't interested, your evening and your education here are pretty much finished. Corbin, there will be condoms everywhere. You'll be using them. The professor has requested you, so you'll be available to her first, and then you can sleep with whoever agrees to it after that."
"We're only in this for Dr. Madison," Corbin said. He pulled on his hood and Josh sighed.
"Dumbass, you can get in the van first and then put it on."
"Oh. Okay."
"Call him any name again," Jessica said sweetly, "and I'll dick punch you. Test me."
Josh grunted and gestured at the van. Most every seat was filled by students wearing hoods. The front row bench seat was the only one not already occupied, so they occupied it and tugged on their hoods. Jessica's hand brushed against Corbin's and he took it as Josh closed up the van and headed around for the driver's seat.
"Not even going to say hello?" Billy called up to them from the furthermost seat.
Corbin turned his head and grinned though his friend couldn't see him. "Hey, Billy."
"Didn't see you back there," Jessica said.
"Someone's got to keep an eye on the buffet and make sure you goofs don't take off your masks."
A soft-spoken woman with a hint of a Southern accent asked, "Is that Jessica?"
"It is! Hey Nia!"
"Hey yourself! I didn't know you were into this sort of thing."
"One time only," Jessica said, squeezing Corbin's hand. "When we get to the party, we'll have to catch up."
"You know it."
Jessica and Corbin both played a mental game of trying to guess whereabout in the city they were going, but Josh took such a zig-zagging path that it defied any attempt at figuring out a general direction. It was clear he was avoiding the Interstate and major highways, though ten minutes in, the route straightened for a long stretch.
Despite the crazy hoods, the atmosphere inside the van was festive. Jessica introduced Corbin and there was some good-natured grumbling about him getting an invite as a freshman. And Josh, despite his sourpuss exterior, had an upbeat Halloween playlist going. Billy did a downright impressive impersonation of Bobby Pickett when he sang "Monster Mash," and Jessica discovered Corbin knew all the words to the Ghostbusters theme to her delight.
Josh slowed and turned. The dull thrum of pavement shifted into a harder tactile feel - not quite like gravel, but close. "Almost there," he said. "Remember what I said about not taking your hoods off, and feel out the running board with your foot before you step out."
They slowed again, this time to barely a crawl, and made a slow, sloping turn. Jessica squeezed Corbin's hand tighter. Flashes of what was to come flickered through her mind, and she had a hard time not squirming. Much as she was anxious for her and Corbin to be exclusive, this would be something incredible and she couldn't wait to see it.
The van eased to a stop and Josh killed the engine. The side door to the van slid open, and a hand fell on Corbin's arm. A cheery woman said, "You're first, big man. Feel for the step, then the ground."
"Got it," Corbin said. "Wait, Bethani?"
"Oh hey Corbin! Didn't recognize you. Looking good!"
Billy's fiancée kept hold of his arm as he stepped cautiously out and hit the pavement. They chatted briefly as she led him down a long sidewalk and up a short flight of rounded stone stairs. A door opened to them and a man Corbin didn't recognize said cheerily, "Welcome to the Phantom Masquerade. You are...?"
"Corbin Block," Corbin said.
"Ah, our special guest. We've never had a freshman before. Trust you can keep quiet?"
"Oh, yes sir. I don't want to screw anything up for anyone, especially not with my girlfriend here too."
"That's the spirit. All right, bring him in, Beth."
Bethani guided him in and down a short hallway and around a corner. "Annnnd ta-da!" she said, pulling his mask free.
The room stretched high to a vaulted ceiling. The arched windows looked like something out of a castle or a monastery, definitely right up Corbin's alley. Large recesses around the room held bench seats and petite bookshelves. Between these recesses, black and orange sashes had been hung for the holiday, with tassels at each end dangling down and ending in tiny decorative pumpkins. At the center of the room were a pair of couches and four armchairs, all in a rough circle. A salt-haired gentleman in a suit sat talking to a pair of pretty, middle-aged women. A few people Corbin's age stood around near one of the bookshelves holding drinks, though from the sounds of it, the bulk of the party was happening throughout the rest of the mansion.
Bethani was looking particularly gorgeous that night in a velvety blue single strapped dress that nearly dropped to the floor, save for a pair of slits that revealed quite a bit of her legs, almost all the way to her waistline.
Corbin kissed her cheek, grinning. "Good to see you."
"You too! Can't believe they let you in." She pinched his arm. "You're charming everybody on campus, seems like. Josh went over the rules with you?"
"Yes. No leaving, use condoms, I'm Dr. Madison's first."
Bethani gave him an impish smile. "That's it. And Nicco must be bringing in Jessica."
"Hey, Bethani," Jessica said, her voice muffled. The guy with her, Nicco, was familiar to Corbin, but he'd never heard the name. Nicco was a tall, powerfully built man with long braided hair. Corbin usually saw him with the theater and music students.
A moment later Jessica was standing beside Corbin, free from her hood. The middle-aged man looked over in their direction and raised an eyebrow at Jessica's good looks, but returned his attention quickly to the women he was with.
Bethani stepped in and used her fingers to brush Jessica's hair into place, then gave her a kiss on the cheek. "You look incredible, Jess."
"You do too!" Jessica said. She looked all around at the great room. "Wow. This is nice."
"it really is. Find me later. I need to go help unload the others and then the Representatives will be around helping run things."
"Okay, thanks, Bethani."
Jessica held out her arm for Corbin, and he grinned as he took it. "I feel way outclassed."
"Me too," she said. "My ex-girlfriends have amazing houses, but this..."
"Yeah," he breathed, staring up at the waffled ceiling.
"Should we get a drink?" Jessica asked him.
"This makes me sound twelve, but do you think I'm allowed?"
"You're about to sleep with a professor at a sex party. I think you having a cocktail is probably okay."
They found their way to what Jessica called an entertaining area, which seemed to Corbin like another great room. Seating was kept around a pair of ornate crackling fireplaces. The windows were more grandiose here, and a pair of massive double doors led down a long hallway and a stairwell. Here was the center of activity in the mansion, with more professors and students lounging around and talking animatedly. In an attached room were a buffet and a manned bar. They headed for the bar, and Jessica murmured in Corbin's ear, "That's Dr. Howell. He's one of the psychology professors."
The professor in question, a boyishly handsome man with a dimpled chin, caught her eye and gave her a nod. She smiled tightly back.
"And that's Dr. Eve," Corbin murmured to Jess. The woman in question was a redhead in a skintight strapless latex dress, her tits nearly dropping out of the top. "She teaches computer science. Sam has a class with her. I don't know her first name."
In the midst of a cluster of people at the bar was a honey-haired woman with her back turned. She wore a sequined blue dress with a cutout in the back that nearly exposed the top of her ass. A student in a suit next to her murmured into her ear and she turned. Dr. Madison. Corbin instinctively sucked in his gut. With her classic angelic good looks and soft, sultry eyes, the professor belonged on a red carpet in Hollywood, not some obscure party college. Then again, she was at a sex party, so maybe her moral ambiguity meant she was right at home.
And he'd be sleeping with her soon.
"Dr. Madison," Jessica said, smiling wide. "Nice to meet face to face."
Dr. Madison excused herself from her companions and came to them. "Ms. Nakamura. It really is a pleasure. Quite the move, reaching out to me the way you did. I respect a woman who knows what she wants and makes an effort to get it."
"I think you mean who, not what," Jessica said. She leaned in and brushed Dr. Madison's lips with her own. Corbin stood even straighter, imagining these two together. Imagining him together with Dr. Madison.
God. Damn.
"And this must be the man of the evening," Dr. Madison said.
"Your man of the evening," Corbin said. Jessica gave him a surprised, pleased look, and he stepped in to kiss Dr. Madison too, his hand going around to her lower back, splaying against her warm skin. He held the kiss a moment longer than Jessica had, and when he pulled back, Dr. Madison's cheeks had slightly flushed.
"Bold and handsome. And deliciously young. You are over eighteen, yes?" Dr. Madison asked.
"Nineteen. I got a late start to college," Corbin said.
"Is there a story behind that?" Dr. Madison asked. She gestured at an open spot at the bar and they headed for it as a trio.
"Nothing I'm sure you haven't heard," Corbin said. "My dad runs a Best Buy. I worked there part-time over the summer. They ran short on help and I stuck around to earn some money and make sure my dad wasn't swamped."
Jessica looked surprised at that. "You never told me that. That's so sweet."
"It is," Dr. Madison said. "And a smart move. Never hurts to have some extra spending money."
"No ma'am, it doesn't," Corbin said.
"Ooh, strike one. It's Rosamund tonight and Dr. Madison otherwise."
Corbin smiled. "All right, Rosamund."
Working the bar was a black man in one of the finer suits Corbin had ever seen, gray almost like silver with a black vest underneath. Age suited him well. His long goatee was spotted with white and the wrinkles at his eyes and along his bald head emphasized his wide eyes and a one-sided smile. He dealt with a throng of students and professors alike first, then sidled his way down the bar, his fingers drumming on the countertop as he approached.
Rosamund ordered a New York sour, Jessica a glass of wine, and after a moment's hesitation, Corbin a hard cider. He was mostly trying to just fit in, and heard a couple people down the bar order some earlier.
They got their drinks and Rosamund guided them away from the bar. As Corbin gave the bottle of cider an experimental sip, Rosamund asked Jessica, "Did you explain to him what it is I want?"
"Only that I'm going to be in the room," Jessica said.
"There's more?" Corbin asked.
Rosamund nodded, smiling. "Nothing extremely kinky, I promise you. I like to be in control at these things. You're going to find that out very quickly."
Corbin looked to Jessica. She pinched his butt with her free hand and murmured, "Trust me, it'll be... interesting."
"I do," he said.
"You two are cute together," Rosamund said. She glanced up at a clock, then back to them. "I need to steal Jessica away. Let's meet up in private at... oh, fifteen after. The rooms are all marked by city names. Our room will be Hallstaff, on the first floor. I'm sure you can find it."
Jessica leaned up and kissed Corbin. She smiled against his lips, eyes closed, but despite her smile, her chest hitched. "Corbin, I... I love you."
"I love you too," he said, mystified. "Jess, are you okay?" He pulled back and held her shoulders. "Are we okay? It's not too late to say no to this."
She blinked up at him. "We do that, and our futures..."
"Fuck that," he said, aware Rosamund was still right there, listening and watching. "If I said no, they could only blame me. So maybe they kick me out or whatever, but nothing would change. I'd do whatever I had to do. I don't care if I'm making millions or mopping floors, so long as I got to come home to you, do you understand me?"
Her arms came around his neck and she pulled him in for another kiss, a deeper, longer thing that left him powerfully aware of just how sheer her dress was. His big hands roamed her back, pulling her even tighter as their tongues danced, her eyes fluttering. When she finally pulled away, her smile was much firmer and the hint of tears in the corners of her eyes vanished.
She reached down and squeezed him through his slacks. "Thank you. That was what I needed to hear. We're going to have so much fun tonight. I promise. I'm sorry I have such a problem believing there's always a tomorrow for us."
"There always will be," Corbin said, still wildly confused. He glanced at Rosamund and back at Jessica. "I'm serious. I'll say no."
"I believe you. But I want this. I do." Jessica pulled back and took his hands in hers, squeezing them before letting go. "See you in about twenty minutes."
Rosamund gave him a sly wave of her delicate fingers and turned to place the hand on Jessica's lower back. Then lower. Both women glanced over their shoulders at him as they walked away, Jessica out and out grinning now. Rosamund leaned in to whisper something in her ear and Jessica giggled. Actually giggled.
"Weirdest goddamn night," Corbin murmured, and finished off his cider in one long drink.
It was about to get weirder. He wandered the first floor, at first to find a garbage can, and then just to explore, trying to work out some of his nervous energy. Unlike the party at Jessica's at the start of their relationship, this party was sparsely attended and he could move without any real fear of bumping into anyone. He stopped by a buffet loaded with appealing appetizers and desserts, but lacked any sort of appetite and kept moving.
He wound up passing by a study of sorts, or maybe it was a library. In either case, one wall was lined with bookshelves while a great big desk centered the room. In front of it, rather than singular chairs, there was some kind of lengthy bench seat, almost like a loveseat. Two gorgeous young women, one black with long braided hair, the other a pale redhead, knelt on the seat facing each other, making out in earnest while a man in a button down and nothing else sat on the edge of the desk, jerking his thick, short cock to them.



Corbin stopped, gaping at the show in front of him. The big double doors to the library were flung wide open and propped open, so it wasn't like they didn't want an audience, but he still felt a rush of guilt. The young black woman glanced over and grinned.
"Are you Corbin?"
Startled, he nearly jumped. "Um. Yeah. Sorry. Uh... uh..."
"Nia. I'm friends with Jessica." She turned and rose up just high enough that her pert breasts were fully visible, her tiny nipples hard. The redhead reached over and cupped one. "I was the one who gave her your address after her party. I'd say I'm sorry but it seems to have worked out."
"Oh. Hi. Uh, nice to meet you. I'll... leave you to it."
Nia snickered. "You're all right. You want to join in?"
The man on the desk shoved off and approached both women, lifting up his shirt. He was surprisingly well built for a professor, but his pecs were hidden away under a forest of chest hair. The redhead turned her head and cooed as he brought his cock to her lips.
"No, I'm good," Corbin said, then hastily added, "Not that you're not beautiful or anything."
"But you're Jessica's," Nia said, standing up. Her pubic hair was trimmed into a neat diamond pattern and she smiled when she caught him staring. "That's too bad. But if you two feel like bringing in a third sometime..." She turned and gripped her bottom, giving Corbin a fiery smile over her shoulder. "Come find me, hm?"
They were drawing a crowd and Corbin hadn't noticed up until that point. He glanced around, feeling oddly like he was guilty of something, and returned his attention back to Nia as she came around the bench seat to lean down and kiss the redhead's curvy butt. Watching Corbin out of the corner of her eye, she flicked out her long tongue and ran it up and down the redhead's cleft.
"Jesus," Corbin whispered. The people around him pushed in for a better view and he stumbled away, his cock rising to the thought of the trio in there.
In that brief interlude, it was as though a switch had been thrown and the night's festivities really got started. The crowd at the bar thinned dramatically, though a raven-haired student sat up on the bartop, getting enthusiastically eaten out by a young professor with feathered hair. Standing nearby and watching, Josh stood behind a female professor, one arm looped around her stomach while he groped her breast through her dress, his lips on her neck. He caught Corbin's eye and nodded curtly before returning his attention to the display before them.
In one of the entertaining areas, a busty student danced with a female professor while three guys watched. One was young enough to be a student, the other two could have gone either way. The two women flowed together, hands everywhere but doing little more than petting as they stoked the heat in the room. Corbin watched dazedly, his already achingly hard cock straining. This was so darkly taboo, an orgy of students and teachers. It was now plain as day why the rules were so stringently enforced. If word of this got out, everyone involved would be ruined in one way or another.
One of the guys watching saw him and strode over, grinning like the devil himself. "Corbin, right?"
"Huh?" Corbin asked, his attention still on the gorgeous pair of women. He shook his head and said, "Uh, yeah. Yes sir, I mean."
The man chuckled. "They're beautiful, aren't they?"
"Yes sir. They are."
"I hear you've done pretty good for yourself too," The man gripped his shoulder and squeezed. "The hottest women at the party and you get both of them."
"I'm a lucky man," Corbin said, swallowing. "Excuse me."
"Sure. Good luck. Don't let them eat you alive."
Corbin chuckled weakly and moved on. In the billiards room, Billy and Bethani were already completely nude, Bethani bent over the pool table while Billy fucked her hard from behind, his muscles straining with every thrust. A female professor sat on a stool right next to them, her legs spread wide, her fingers at her sex. Both Billy and Bethani glanced up and Bethani blushed hard as Corbin gaped at her big swinging breasts.
"Sorry," he said.
Billy chuckled. "it's a sex party, dude. It's all right." He licked his palm and gave Bethani a hard crack of her ass. "Isn't it, baby?"
"Yesss!" Bethani gasped.
"Besides, Bethani doesn't mind. Do you?'
"Bill-ly!" she whined.
"Tell him why," Billy said. He smacked her ass again. "She's a little shy. But when she talks about who she wants to fuck, your name's come up a couple times."
"What?" Corbin asked.
"Mmmm!" Bethani moaned, dropping her head. Billy fucked her even harder, and the professor stood up, trailing his sides and his pecs with her long fingernails. He grabbed her by the back of her head and kissed her.
"Line up beside her," Billy ordered. The professor did, her skirt hoisted high. Billy jerked out of Bethani and stepped behind the pretty brunette. He shoved into her all the way to his balls, his eyes rolling up with the pleasure. "MILF pussy, man. Nothing on Earth like it."
Bethani pushed herself up onto one arm, her other hand sliding down between her legs. "If Jessie lets you off the leash later, come find us."
"Did I say you could fuck him?" Billy growled.
"Like you'd say no," Bethani said, turning around so she could watch her fiancé fuck the professor.
Corbin moved on again, his throat dry. Bethani wanted him. Holy shit. A passing woman, who looked just young enough she could have been either a student or a professor, reached out and patted his groin as she walked by, grinning to herself without a word. He turned and watched her walk on, her ass so plump and swishing with every step. A clock on the wall got his attention. Almost time. How was that possible? He'd just split from Jessica and Dr. Madison, hadn't he?
Oh God, what was the name of the room? Corbin froze. This was like one of his nightmares about forgetting where is classes were or that he was signed on for courses he didn't understand. Jesus, if he screwed this up, it wasn't just his ass, but Jessica's. He hurried down the long main hallway, looking at all the closed doors. Neat placards on blue paper stock hung on each. Edinburgh. Cape Town. Amsterdam. Budapest. Suzhou. Gruyeres.
Gruyeres? Was that it? He squinted at the door, drew a breath, and knocked softly on it. No one answered, and when he opened the door, it looked in on a tiny, unoccupied bedroom with a double bed and an end table. Nope. Not it.
Shit. Maybe he had the wrong floor. There were a pair of stairwells off a T-intersection at the end of the hallway, bordering one last room.
Hallstaff.
That was it. Corbin swallowed. He could do this. For Jessica and for himself. Sleeping with Dr. Madison was the last big step before he pursued Dr. Windsor. If he could sleep with her before Christmas, Jessica was his however he wanted. If he didn't, he was hers. No one would lose, but he had everything to gain.
His doubts fell away. He had to be the man Jessica had been teaching him to become all this time.
The door was locked, but when he knocked, Jessica opened it for him. Breath and thought escaped him. She was dressed only in her black panties and bra, and she wasn't the only one. Lounging on a massive bed was Dr. Madison clad only in boy shorts and a bra pushing up her big breasts, both nearly the shade of her dress. Her blonde hair spilled down along a set of satin pillows in a way that could have only been arranged.
Corbin barely noticed the room around them, only taking note of an armchair pushed close to the bed. A bowl full of condoms and a pile of silky fabric sat on the end table. Gone was the nervous boy and in his place slammed the man. Corbin saw what he wanted and he wanted it now.
He took Jessica by the waist and kissed her hard, pushing her back far enough that he could kick the door shut behind him. His hands fell to her ass and her lower back and he pushed her back against a wardrobe. Her breath quickened against his lips and he wasted no time whatsoever grabbing the hem of her panties in his fist and ripping them away from her.
She gasped, and he turned his head towards the professor. "I don't care what you have lined up. I want my girlfriend first."
Rosamund licked her lips and parted her thighs. A dim blaze lit in her eyes as she wasted little time herself. She drew the hem of her panties down and slid her hand inside.
Corbin paid her no more mind for a good long while. He dropped to his knees, pinning Jessica right where she was by gripping her ass and not letting her go. She threw her head back and gasped as his mouth sought out her pussy. A wax just a few days old left her completely bare and he reveled in the way she already glistened for him, for this.
His tongue drove into her, deep into her, and Jessica grabbed his hair, her breath coming in sharp stutters. "Oh-oh, bay... baby, yesss..."
"Lick her pussy," Rosamund breathed.
Jessica's fingers flew to his scalp as he flicked fast to her clit, his tongue striking her button like he was mad at it. She clutched at his hair, nearly pulling it out at the roots as their passion roared to life.
Something began to change in Corbin in that moment. Fundamental boyhood insecurity began to cleave free of the confidence his girlfriend imbued in him. The doubt he had always felt about why Jessica was with him, to what purpose, fell to the back of his mind. It was a question that would crop up now and again, but it lost its nervous edge. With Jessica pinned to the wardrobe, her feet rocking with every lash of Corbin's tongue, he could finally, simply realize they were together, that this thing between them was going to be forever.
Forever.
He pulled away from her pussy lips, his chin wet, his eyes gleaming. "You are mine."
Jessica's fingers let go of his hair and spread herself wide for him. "Yours," she said, and her slow grin set him off again. He dove back for her pussy again, this time stopping for nothing save for her orgasm. Everything she loved flooded his mind and he set out to do all of it. Flicks of his fingers across her bud. Teasing around her lips. A fast tonguing of the delicate skin between her pussy and her bud, her leg up over his shoulder so he could better reach it.
"Mm, n-never been... so good," she whimpered.
Rosamund shifted on the bed, moving to a corner, a pillow between her hips. She ground on it as she watched, but the gorgeous professor, maybe the most beautiful woman on campus, was nothing to the pair in that moment. There was only each other.
"I'm going to c-come, I'm going to come so hard," Jessica said, eyes closed, fingers back in Corbin's hair, twisting, pulling. Her ass slapped against the wood behind her, again, again, the beat driving Corbin to ferocious highs. She came with a sharp, high-pitched laugh, more like a series of yips, and her juices flooded his tongue, his fingers. He didn't even remember pushing them inside her, and yet they were buried to the knuckle.
He pulled them out and tasted them, staring up at Jessica. Her dazed eyes regained focus and she pulled him to his feet, kissing him with harsh need, her leg twining around his, her foot rubbing his ankle. He cupped her ass. When she could lean on the wardrobe by herself, he undressed quickly, leaving everything in a neat pile on a corner table before returning to her.
"Hold onto me, baby," he murmured, and she did, clutching his neck as she kept her attention on his lips.
Corbin pinned her to the wardrobe again, shifting her so Jessica rode a little higher. His cock slid between her thighs and he reached down to hurry and point himself to the right position. With a grunt, he buried himself in Jessica's still-quivering folds, losing himself in the pleasure of her body so tightly pressed to him.
The professor rocked on the edge of the bed, still riding that pillow hard. Her panting was the only noise she made. Corbin rocked Jessica up and down with short thrusts. She closed her eyes, mouth wide open and head tilted to the side as she bounced on his cock. It was a sight that would take over his dreams on occasion the rest of his life. She was a vision of pure lust, incapable of doing anything but holding on and riding the sensations.
Her thighs tightened against him, his name on her lips. "Corbin, mm, Corbin, my Corbin..."
Corbin said nothing in response. His own need was a faint thing. He was too wrapped in this moment, in giving Jessica everything he had. They thumped against the wardrobe, her ass lurching, his cock so deep inside her, almost to the very core of her. Fingernails dug into his skin and she dropped her forehead to his shoulder, breath catching, stopping.
Then Jessica kicked outwards.
"Ohhhhh, ohhh!" she wailed. Her head thumped back so hard against the wood grain Corbin worried she might have hurt herself, but then her orgasm blasted through her and she laughed again, tears slipping down her cheeks from the pleasure. Corbin knew her limits and slowly let her down, his cock still buried in her folds. He eased himself out of her gently, far more gently than he'd been with her that night.
"My God," Rosamund gasped. They both looked over and she was flushed and as wild-haired as if she'd been the one to be fucked. "Corbin. You need to get on the bed. Now."
He looked to Jessica, who nodded. "I'll be sitting right here with you," she croaked. Corbin kissed her with a hand on her jaw, and she smiled against his lips. "You're about to learn something new."
"What do you mean?"
"Do you trust me?"
"Yes. Of course."
Jessica gestured at the headboard, a big, ornate faux brass affair that looked as sturdy as the grill of an old muscle car. Corbin moved to the bed and sat on the edge. Jessica picked up the pile of silk, and now he realized it was really several different lengths.
"What is this?" he asked as Rosamund joined her, still clad in her lingerie.
"I'll tie," Rosamund said. "I want to make sure it's nice and tight." Corbin stared as Rosamund took one of the lengths of silk and unfolded it. She brought it to his eyes, and leaned in to whisper into his ear, "I told you I like to be in control."
He swallowed. Her earthy chuckle did his hard prick no favors. The fabric blocked his vision entirely, and Rosamund tied it off in the back with a deft hand. He reached for her, but two hands grasped his wrist and his arm. Both women brought his hand to his chest, and Jessica murmured, "Lay down, baby. On your back."
Silent, he complied. This was strange and new, but exciting. One of the hands pulled his wrist up towards the headboard, and another length of fabric roped around him and the metal. "Try to move that," Rosamund said. He did, with little luck. There was some wiggle room but not a whole lot. "If it hurts or goes numb, tell us."
"Okay," Corbin breathed. Rosamund finished tying off his wrist and he flexed it again before nodding. No control. Everything Jess taught him up to that point had been how to please a woman, but this? This would be Rosamund's show. He was a sexual scratching post. "Not, uh, going to wind up with nipple clamps or anything, am I?"
Rosamund let out a real laugh, and pinched one of his nipples. "You'll have to find out."
She tied off his other hand and made him test the bindings again. The silk scarves were secure, though not so tight that they cut off the blood flow. He shifted around until he was comfortable, and tried to look around the room. Nothing. Neither could he lift the blindfold with his upper lip, either. He'd done that once with a pinata, but this was far more expertly tied.
Something heavy brushed across the carpet. A moment later, a hand caressed his ribs. "I'm going to be right here, baby," Jessica said. "I swear if I think things get too out of control, I'll stop this."
"I trust you," Corbin repeated himself.
The bed shifted as Rosamund moved around. Another hand stroked his chest, ran its way around the muscles. "So young," Rosamund breathed. "Nineteen. And such a lover already."
"Thanks to Jessica," he said.
"Mm, yes, thanks to Jessica," Rosamund purred.
Warmth passed over his skin, making him shiver. A moment later, soft lips brushed his pec. The barest tip of her tongue traced the nipple, then ventured slowly north. Dull heat sparked through him as she teased the sensitive hollow at the base of his neck. She took her time there, her hand now doing most of the adventuring along his stomach. Just a couple months ago he carried some extra weight and was glad he'd been hitting the diet and exercise hard.
Her fingernail circled his belly button as her tongue ventured towards his shoulder, then dragged back to the other. Where she licked, coolness followed the warmth. It was sweet, slow torture, and he couldn't help squirming as she traced his thighs with a fingernail.
"Stroke it," he said.
"Oh, I'm not wasting that on a handjob," Rosamund murmured, her lips returning to his pecs. "That's a cock fit for models and princesses. And slutty professor mouths, don't you think?"
"Oh fuck," Corbin and Jessica both moaned.
"Hm, I think that's a yes. But if I suck this nice, big dick until you come, are you man enough to get it up a second time?"
"For you, I think I can try."
"He came five times one night," Jessica said, a note of irritable defensiveness in her voice. "He's enough for anyone."
"Ooh, she's got fire," Rosamund said, her breath now on Corbin's belly. "What will she do with another woman's lips wrapped around her man? Hm?" She gripped Corbin's prick. "But not yet. First comes a little fire of my own."
She let him go and shifted on the bed again. Corbin heard a drawer slide open, and Jessica asked, "What's that?"
"A candle."
"No, no no no, we didn't agree to this-"
"Shhh," Rosamund said. "Come here."
A lighter flicked, and Corbin shifted uncomfortably on the bed. Do this for Jessica, he thought. You're in it too far now to back out.
"Have you never played with a massage candle?"
"No," Jessica said, a dubious note in her voice.
"Then you're in for a lesson of your own. Let's tease him a moment while it warms up."
They came back to the bed. Hands teased along his legs, his feet, his calves. Someone brushed his thigh and the hand disappeared as fast as it approached.
"Naughty girl. That dick is mine now until I'm done with it," Rosamund said.
The smaller hand moved inside to Corbin's face, tracing his chin, his jaw. Lips met his, a slow, sensual kiss that left him hungry for Jessica again. He fought to move his hands, to touch her too, but had to settle back again, unsatisfied.
Rosamund circled his groin around his cock with a fingernail, driving him wild. Her lips teased his stomach, his hips, but she did not touch his dick itself, save for an errant brush of his balls. Jessica's kisses intensified, her tongue darting into Corbin's mouth. Both women together like that were going to drive him mad with need.
On the other side, Rosamund moved again. "That should be enough for a start," she said. "Come here, Jessica."
Now Corbin really did fight to get free. "Don't hurt her," he snapped. "You do that and this is over. I don't give a damn what the-"
Warmth puddled on his chest. Jessica gasped, and Corbin flinched reflexively, but it was nowhere near the burn of a regular candle's wax. Hot, maybe, but not so hot as to be painful.
"It's okay," he said. "That's... weird. It's hot but it doesn't hurt."
"Really?" Jessica asked. Rosamund must have tested it on her, because she breathed, "Oh wow. That's neat."
"Whatever you might think," Rosamund said, dribbling more hot wax in a line down Corbin's torso, leading to his cock but stopping short of it, "this party, it's a celebration. Not a requirement. I'm not out to hurt you. You are not here as our sexual slaves. If you're not comfortable, I'll make sure nothing happens to you if you want to leave. But if you want to stay..." More hot wax dripped onto Corbin's thighs and his cock surged again back to hardness. "...then trust me. I'm not going to do anything that isn't going to give all of us the most delicious memories."



Someone gripped his cock again, and warmth hit it. Not the wax. A tongue.
"Fuck," he groaned.
"We trust you," Jessica said.
"Good," Rosamund purred. "Then sit down and watch me suck your boyfriend's dick."
The tongue returned to him. Rosamund knew what she was doing. The tip of her tongue was a weapon and he was at her mercy as she used it sparingly. She would tease some tiny circle of skin, then would come a pause. Either her tongue returned to him again, or she used the hot wax on some part of his body.
The professor had to taste Jessica on him but made no comment about it. Made no noise at all, really, save for an occasional deep breath. She was a craftsman at work and Corbin's pleasure her sculpture. He couldn't have held out if he wanted to, but Rosamund seemed to know exactly how to keep him on edge without pushing too far or teasing too little.
She only let off for a moment to put aside the candle on the end table, and returned to him to grip his base in both hands. This time, it wasn't her tongue that greeted his length, but her lips, her mouth. She swallowed him down slowly, taking only an inch, then bobbing down a little further each stroke, getting him good and wet in the process. He stuffed her delicate mouth full, and could hear her breathing hard through her nose as she shoved more and more of him down her mouth.
"That's good, Dr. Madison," he groaned, only dimly remembering he was supposed to call her Rosamund. Dr. Madison didn't seem to mind though, sucking him down harder at the words, her mouth twisting side to side as she worked back up his root.
Her tongue and her mouth reached her fingers at the bottom of his shaft, nearly taking every inch of him, his tip deep in her throat. He imagined the blonde on her knees between his legs, sucking him down, her hot mature body rocking to it. He wanted to see it. Wanted to grip that blonde hair and shove her face down the last bit of him. Wanted to fuck her already.
Dr. Madison came off him with a slurp, took a deep breath, and deepthroated him again and again. He tensed, trying to hold on, but there was just no way, not after fucking Jessica, not with the tease of Bethani and Nia's delectable bodies, not with this insanely sexy woman doing this to him. He groaned, "I'm close."
Rosamund swirled her mouth back up him and popped off. She whispered, "So young. So fucking young. And I'm going to take you so hard."
He groaned deep in his throat and his hips tensed. A hand circled him and stroked, the fingers long and delicate. Come shot up out of him, streaking across his belly. Lips fell to it, a tongue, and Dr. Madison panted as she licked him up.
"God, that's fucking good," she moaned. "Bathroom, out the door, to your left. Go get him a washcloth."
"Be right back," Jessica said, her voice thick and dark. A moment later the door opened and closed, and the weight on the bed changed again as Dr. Madison slid off.
A hand stroked Corbin's spent cock. "You two love each other very much, don't you?"
"Yes," he said.
There was a soft "plick" sound from the end table and he turned his head curiously towards it. "Getting your condoms picked out," Dr. Madison said. "Is that difficult?"
"Condoms? I guess. Not a lot are wide enough."
She got a good laugh out of that and her hand fell to his stomach. "No, no, I meant being in love. The both of you being in school."
"Ohhh," Corbin said, taken aback at the normalcy of the question. "It's not so bad. Well... I'd like to see her more in the evenings. I have work at the gym most weeknights and she has her jobs babysitting, but we always wind up together eventually and that's all I ever really need."
"That's sweet."
"She's the best thing that ever happened to me," Corbin said. "With her, I feel like..." He chuckled. "This is so weird with this blindfold on, talking to a woman I'm about to have sex with in front of her. But with Jessica I feel like I'm... me. She brought out the best in me."
"And why her?"
"Why not her?" Corbin asked, a little irritated. "Jessica is..." He thought about that for a moment. "This guy broke up with Jess, a guy who really hurt her. And what does she do but worry about how the guy's kid is doing. She still cared enough through all of it to, to... to find this forgiveness in her, enough to see the boy had this one final sweet moment from her. And it's kind of what makes her so beautiful, you know?"
"No," Rosamund murmured, caressing his chest. "I don't know her. But you paint a very nice picture. Is she your wounded bird then, Corbin?"
"No. It's not like that." He sighed. "In the time I've known her, we've gone through so much. And all I know is that at the end of the day, she's who I want to be beside. Trying to be the man who can be that for her too, that's what I want to do with my life. I just want us."
"Then she's a lucky girl."
"No. I'm the lucky one. I'd marry her tomorrow if I could."
"Mm. Marriage and school, it's difficult. You see a lot of divorces come from it."
Corbin shrugged. "Maybe it leads to that someday. I don't know. I can't predict the future. But even if we only got one year together, I'd get to have Jessica Nakamura for a whole year." He grinned. "That'd be worth whatever came afterward."
"You're a good man."
"Thanks. Um... you know, this is sort of embarrassing, but... what is it you teach at the college?"
Rosamund laughed, a hearty, pure thing that was as beautiful as she was. She never answered. The door opened again, and Jessica, her voice low and throaty, said, "Got it. I'll clean him up."
"Hey," Corbin said, still grinning.
Someone kissed him. "Hey yourself," Jessica murmured. "Your hands doing okay?"
"They're all right for a bit."
"Good."
A wet cloth swiped along his stomach, his chest, and his cock. "Get her ready," Jessica breathed in his ear. "Then she's going to fuck you." There was a hitch to her voice, and he wished he could see her, touch her. Almost there. If Sasha was right about this, Dr. Madison and her mother Pamela were very close, close enough that they would talk about this, and that might be the key opening he needed to sleep with Dr. Windsor, the last thing stopping him from being with Jessica forever.
He was ready. He could do this.
Dr. Madison climbed onto the bed again. Weight near his head let him know she was close, and he felt a knee nudge his shoulder as she moved over him. Warm wetness pressed against his chin and his lips. He couldn't position himself much more than a half-inch or so, but he managed to get his head in a spot where he could slide his tongue along the length of her core. Her cream was thicker, muskier than anyone he'd ever been with, but no less intriguing for it.
And Dr. Madison was wet, too, incredibly so. His cock lurched at that and a jolt of pride rolled through him. He'd done this to her, him and Jessica. One of the most gorgeous women he'd ever met and she wanted him this badly.
He thrust his tongue against her as best she could, but it was really up to Dr. Madison to do the bulk of the work. She knew what she wanted, though, and pressed down hard on his head, her thighs squeezing against him with every hard rock of her body. Her mound rubbed hard against his mouth and nose, giving him sporadic access to her big clit.
"Yeah, keep licking her pussy," Jessica moaned. Her hand brushed his thickening cock. "I'm playing with myself watching you, baby."
"Fuck," Corbin growled.
"I'm going to be right here when she takes your big dick, Corbin. You're going to fuck a professor."
His tongue, already moving with purpose, slid through Dr. Madison's pussy faster, his fists clenching.
"Ohhh, you like that thought?" Jessica teased. "Should I tell her your fantasies about fucking Dr. Windsor in front of her class? Or taking her in her office? Bending her over her desk and fucking her from behind?"
A tiny gasp escaped Dr. Madison and she rocked her hips harder on Corbin's mouth. Her slickness dribbled against his lips, his mouth and he sucked up as much of it as he could. Fuck, she was so wet, and already he was ready again, his prick pointing towards his chest.
Dr. Madison shifted on him, and for a second, he thought this was about to happen, that the fucking was about to begin, but instead, she turned around and settled back on his mouth again, his nose pressed against her bud. Two more hands joined Jessica's on his cock and pushed it up away from his stomach. Moments later, a mouth enveloped him again, sucking his first few inches as Dr. Madison bobbed her hips on his face.
He strained to touch her, to grab her ass and really pull her down. He wanted to explore the hot professor's body, to take over this tease and fuck her. The fire in him calmed somewhat after the earlier blowjob, but now as she sucked his cock into her mouth over and over again, it roared back to life and he wanted to be free of the bonds holding him in place.
She ground her pussy against his mouth, her clit right against his chin. Rubbing him like that, she shivered. Dr. Madison was close, he knew it, and he could do nothing for her but keep up the attention he could give her. "Help her," he said.
Either Jessica or Dr. Madison let out a soft breath of air and a moment later, he heard the unmistakable smack of lips. Dr. Madison ground harder against him, nearly leaving him unable to breathe. Come, he told her mentally. Come on and come so I can fuck you the way you need it.
A gasp. She froze up and her hips shook. Jessica breathed, "You need that cock inside you, don't you? Need to fuck him? Then do it."
A deep shuddering breath, and Dr. Madison quaked on him. Without any more warning than that, she shot down Corbin's body like a sprinter. Foil ripped and something rolled down his length. A condom. Jessica gripped his cock still and aimed him upright. Dr. Madison's pussy lips brushed his tip, her wetness coating him, and she dropped down with a wordless whimper, high and sharp in her throat. She slapped up and down only three times and shuddered, her climax drenching him in her juices.
She didn't stop moving though, and drove her ass up and down, burying his length all the way to his balls. Her thighs slapped against his skin, her pussy taking him. She was warm and wet and fucked him with a speed no one else he'd ever slept with could. Dr. Madison had no problem accepting every thick inch of him.
"Fuck, Dr. Madison, holy shit that feels good," he growled.
Jessica ran her hand along his chest. "Her ass, her ass is rippling every time she drops, Corbin, it's the sexiest thing I've ever seen. The way she's rocking, oh my fuck, I have to try this sometime."
He strained harder against the silk holding him in place, his teeth gritted, unable to stand it. He needed to feel Dr. Madison. Needed to grab that ass and FUCK.
"I think she's still coming, baby, oh my God, you're doing so good," Jessica moaned.
The silk scarves didn't dig into his skin, but he strained so hard against them he felt like he'd pull a muscle. Need won out over common sense and still he tried to pull the hands closer to that ass bouncing on his dick, imagining the slutty professor, her blonde hair damp on her forehead, her big tits rising, dropping...
It wasn't the silk scarves that gave way. It was the headboard.
The metal snapped, and Corbin was so surprised at his bound fists sliding free he almost hit himself in the chest on the downthrust. Jessica gasped and said, "No!" but he was already moving, yanking off the scarves on his wrists as Dr. Madison rose up off him. Still blindfolded, he grabbed at her, getting her by the waist, and she let out a pleased moan as he yanked her backwards to him.
Now it was his turn, and Corbin took Dr. Madison.
Her breath caught, and she let out a stifled cry as his dick drove deep into her quivering pussy. He felt her balance falter and kept hold of her waist as her back and head dropped down to the mattress, ass thrust high in the air. He fucked her like he never fucked anyone before, holding nothing back since he knew she could take it.
They thrust together, her backwards, him deep in her pussy. She moaned again, but it sounded even more muffled. He thought nothing of it or the blindfold still in place. Gone was the rational thinking man and in his place was the epitome of what Jessica had been making of him, a machine meant to fuck.
He shoved his dick inside her, grabbing her juicy ass. It was even bigger than it looked, and he didn't hesitate to give it a hard slap. Jessica gasped at that too, but the damage was done. If Dr. Madison flipped out about him breaking free of his bonds, oh well. If she got mad at his physicality, oh well. Jessica would pull him back from the brink if he teetered too close to it, but he didn't think he would. Dr. Madison was fucking right back at him as hard as he was giving it to her, the rhythm of their bodies frenetic.
A vision of Jessica and one of her favorite positions on the couch flashed through him and he stopped just long enough to rise up onto one knee, plowing down into Dr. Madison at a more sideways angle. That drove her nuts, and her muffled cries intensified. A hand on his back nearly made him stop, but Jessica's breath in his ear only drove him on.
"Take her, oh my God baby, take her, she's yours, she's all yours..."
He started to reach for the blindfold but she gripped his hand and pulled it back to Dr. Madison's waist. Fine. She wanted to keep playing this game? He'd go until he couldn't anymore.
Dr. Madison cried out again and again into whatever was muffling her voice. The quake of her body told him everything he needed, but the real sign of another orgasm was the liquid warmth bathing his cock. She'd come again. He grinned savagely. He was close, but knew in his heart he could still go.
His knee came back down and Dr. Madison nearly collapsed forward. Instead, he leaned down and gripped her under her shoulders, pulling her back up - and even further back, until her ass was pressed against his thighs and he had her around the waist, her back to his chest. He cupped her tits - again, so much bigger than they looked! - and kept on fucking her.
His lips dropped to her neck and he bared his teeth against her skin, a grin of dark pleasure. Let Dr. Windsor hear about this, he thought. So close together like this, every time he hammered into the professor, he felt her whole body shudder. One of his hands fell to her mound, her clit, and she thrashed, her hands coming up and back, raking at his cheek, tearing into the skin. He bit her neck in response, a reflexive gesture not hard enough to break the skin, but enough to mark her, to show the world she was his.
She jerked again and again, hands flailing outward. Dimly he was aware of Jessica's cries too, somewhere very close by. He reached for her and she was there, bringing his hand to her ass, and he leaned sideways so she could kiss him there at the last. Without a word, Dr. Madison pulled off him, and there were hands on his chest, pushing him backwards.
Not Dr. Madison this time. Jessica.
She mounted him fast, his beautiful girlfriend, and drove down on his cock as fast as she could take him. He wrapped his arms around her. Close, so close he had to grit his teeth not to come, but she was too, and rode him hard and fast, her chest brushing against his, her words broken and nonsensical.
He held on. Jessica came, her gurgle of a laugh utterly exhausted, and all she could do after that was be used. He gripped her tight, keeping her in place, hips pumping up into her. A couple minutes later, he came with a grunt, holding her tight long into the afterglow.
She pulled the blindfold off him, and kissed his lips, his chin, his cheek. She'd been crying and the makeup she wore ran a little from it, but she was, as always, his everything, and she was so goddamn beautiful it made his chest tighten.
Corbin lifted his head. "Jesus, Dr. Madison, nobody's ever..." But their professor and her clothes were already gone. He dropped back. "Aw shit. I really screwed this up, didn't I?"
"No," Jessica said, pulling off him and curling up beside him. "I think you couldn't have been more amazing."
* * *
They cleaned up in a bathroom the size of Jessica's living room, and her living room wasn't exactly small. After a long shower that saw them both clinging to each other to stay upright, Jessica stood in front of a his and hers sink and cleaned off the last of her makeup. Corbin leaned against a wall nearby, watching.
"So you hear it from me first," he said, "Nia invited me to join in with her and another student. She was, ah, kind of very naked. I didn't do anything. Beautiful woman, though."
"Isn't she?" Jessica asked.
"She wanted us to know if we ever wanted a third, she's up for it."
"Ooh," Jessica said, eyes sparkling. "I didn't know she was bi. We are definitely doing that sometime."
He chuckled. "And there's one other thing. Ah... Billy and Bethani. I kinda saw them fucking too. And Billy, ah, told me Bethani's got a thing about me."
"Yeaaah," Jessica said, smiling faintly. "That one I knew about."
"You did?"
"Mm hm. Sorry, that one's a little weird for me. You know Billy and I went on a few dates."
"Oh sure, yeah. That would be kind of awkward."
"Corbin?"
"Hm?"
She turned to look at him and he came to her, wrapping his arms around her and gripping her lower back over her towel. "I thought I'd be nervous coming out of tonight. But I feel like... I don't know. Mellow. Happy."
"Me too," he murmured, and kissed her. She pressed her head against his chest and he rubbed her back. "We are the weirdest damn couple."
She laughed. "We really are."
* * *
They dressed again. The party was still in full swing - an apt word, considering how many of the acts had spilled across that whole floor. An open door to another one of the bedrooms left Billy and Josh on full display, the professor Corbin saw earlier between them getting double-stuffed while Bethani watched and played with herself. They didn't bump into Nia again that night, but they did see a trio of professors together on their knees in front of a pair of students, licking and sucking their cocks. A beautiful Asian rode a silver fox with long loving rolls of her hips on one of the big couches in the great room where they'd first come in, and weeks later, they'd find out that professor quit so they could wind up together.
Corbin and Jessica didn't get up to much else themselves, though they each got another drink and came back to the great room to watch the slow loving. Jessica rested her head against Corbin's shoulder, and he held her close, losing themselves to the quiet moment for a while.
Dr. Madison walked down the adjoining foyer, the bartender from earlier at her arm. Corbin and Jessica stood up and caught up to her. She grinned as they approached. There was something off, tickling the back of Corbin's mind, something he felt like he was forgetting, but he dismissed it when she spoke.
"Corbin, you were... mm. Amazing performance."
He leaned in and kissed her cheek. "You were incredible yourself. The way you took me... I'm never going to forget that."
"Aren't I the best?" she asked, grinning even wider. "I'm very glad we took a chance on you."
"And we'll never say a word about it," Jessica promised.
"Good. I'm off. You two take care of yourselves. I'll see you around the campus." She came in and kissed Jessica chastely on the lips. "You are an incredible woman."
"Thank you," Jessica said. "For that and... tonight."
Dr. Madison winked at her. "To be continued another time, I hope."
"Me too."
Dr. Madison turned to her companion. He took her arm again and smiled at the pair of students. "If you want to leave early, I'll be seeing her off and then driving back myself."



Corbin glanced at Jessica. She smiled up at him and nodded. He returned his attention to the gentleman. "We'd appreciate that, thank you."
He told them where to find the hoods as well as a table full of gift bags, and they waited in the great room for him to return. When he came back, they donned the hoods and he guided them out of the mansion and to an SUV.
"Is it weird if we sit together in the back?" Jessica asked him.
"Not at all," the man said. "Ryan, by the way."
"Jessica. And Corbin."
"I'm well aware."
Ryan helped guide Jessica up. She took the middle seat and Corbin got in after her. After Ryan got in and started down the driveway, he asked, "You two have a good time tonight?"
"Great time," Corbin said.
"Lifechanging," Jessica said, finding Corbin's hand.
* * *
Back home, much like the evening began, they crashed together on the couch, Corbin's arm around Jessica's shoulders. She dug through their gift bags while he found something to watch.
"Oh wow," she murmured. "Ooh, that's good chocolate. And wine gummy bears. Mm."
"Let me in on some of those."
She handed him a small plastic box full of pinkish gummy treats and pulled out a stack of gift certificates. "Oh, they have good lingerie. Lawrence's? I don't think I've heard of that. Ohmygosh, pizza. Pizza, Corbin."
"Oh, I could definitely go for pizza," he groaned.
"Right? Let's see if they're still open."
Jessica checked their website and ran through their offerings. They ordered a spicy special and cinnamon twists, but when it came time to give them the address, Jessica paused and grinned.
Fifteen minutes later, they walked together up to Corbin's dorm room. Corbin kissed the side of Jessica's head as they neared the door. "Thank you for this."
"Hey. No. He's your friend and I hope I can say the same sometime."
Judging from the digital gunfire inside, Sam was definitely around. Corbin opened the door. Sam and his two friends, whose names Corbin couldn't place offhand, glanced back at the pair.
"Hey guys!" Jessica said cheerfully. "We ordered pizza. Mind if we hang around?"
The guys all looked at each other. Sam looked like he might run until Corbin nodded at the TV. "The new Borderlands?"
"Yeah," Sam said. "Dan, you mind-?"
"Oh sure," Dan said, pushing off Corbin's bed and moving to sit beside Patrick - yes, that was his name, Patrick - on the other one.
Corbin and Jessica watched, hands together, as the guys picked back up where they left off. Neither of them said much. The pizza came, they ate, and sometime late into the night, Dan and Patrick took off. Sam saw them out, and Corbin and Jessica wound up on their sides together in bed. A tight fit, but with his arm wrapped around her pulling her tight, they made it work.
Jessica fell asleep like that, but Corbin was too keyed up. He watched Sam come back in and drop onto his bed, and slowly drifted off. But before he got there, an idle scene drifted through his mind of being blindfolded, Dr. Madison in front of him as he fucked her, his lips and teeth on her skin. And with that came a dull second scene, of her talking to them before she left, her shoulders bare - and unmarked.
He probably just didn't notice the mark or she covered it up with makeup, Corbin thought lazily to himself. Or he got it wrong, where he bit her. Satisfied with the answer, he pulled Jessica tighter to him, and dreamed of her sweet smile.
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"Come on. Never? Not once?"
Jessica asked the question to Sam as the trio walked through the fat falling flakes. It wasn't the first snow they'd seen that November, but it was the heaviest snowfall yet - and just before fall break, too.
Being the Friday and the last day of classes, the college was already emptying out in a hurry. No students were going to be allowed on campus Monday through Friday. Sam would be leaving in the morning. He thought about driving home that night since he lived pretty close by, but some friends of his invited him to a game night there in Agramonte, so he was going to crash at the dorm and go home tomorrow.
"It's true," Sam said. "I have bad asthma and lung problems, so my mom always got really worried about me being out in the snow. Then I got older and I guess it's just something I never really did."
"What time do you need to go?" Corbin asked.
"It's at seven, so... maybe six thirty," Sam said.
Jessica squeezed Corbin's hand and grinned like the part-time lunatic she was. "We are building snowmen, aren't we?"
"Hell yes we are," Corbin said.
"Aw, you guys probably got other things to do," Sam said.
"Um. No," Jessica said. "I'm excited."
"I am too," Corbin said. "I haven't built one in years and this is a great excuse."
Sam laughed delightedly. Things had been tense between him and Corbin until around Halloween. Not all their fences had been entirely mended yet, but with Corbin hanging around more with Sam on the nights Jessica worked as a babysitter, they were finding that easy vibe they had before Corbin became popular.
Once they dropped off their backpacks and Jessica's purse in Corbin and Sam's dorm room, they geared up and grabbed some snacks from Sam's wall of them. It used to be Corbin's too, and he still felt a pang of strange sadness that it wasn't now. Not because he regretted eating healthier, but because it was a bond between the roommates that no longer really existed. Even Sam had started to cut back on the sugary stuff, though he still was a fiend for cupcakes and anything with marshmallows in it.
A snowman by the parking lot inspired the entire conversation and idea, so they headed out there to make their own beside it. The fresh, wet snow packed easily. Corbin made the smallest of the bunch, his base about as wide as a tire. Sam went a little bigger than that, but Jessica went huge. When she couldn't roll the thing even bigger, she sang out, "Cooorbin, sweetie, would you mind helping me roll this just a teensy tiny bit further with your big bulging muscles?"
"Oh, no," he said. "Uh uh. I'm on to your devil tricks, Jess."
"Ohhhh, Sam, sweetie?" she tried, giving Sam her most winning smile.
"I don't think I could have moved that when it was half that big," Sam said, eyeing her huge ball of snow.
She scowled at them both, then eyed her snow boulder. "I guess it'll do."
"She guesses," Corbin muttered to Sam, and his roommate grinned.
As they were rolling the second balls, a couple more guys from the dorm came out and joined the trio to build their own snowmen. Another came not long after, and soon they were working on a village. One of them even ran down to the store to buy charcoal briquettes for eyes and mini-carrots for noses.
As Jessica was sweet talking two of the guys into helping her make the snow giant of her dreams, a car familiar to Corbin drove by the parking lot and slowed. Kacey, a former hookup gawked at their snowmen. Corbin waved and the car came to a stop, reversed, and pulled into the thinning parking lot.
It wasn't just Kacey inside, but her friends Shawna and Mary too. All three were freshmen, like him, and each beautiful in their own right. He had a biased preference for Kacey, but certainly Shawna's darker, almost goth looks and Mary's sweet, brilliantly big eyes and wide smile had their own allure.
Kacey bounded out in a cute pink puffy coat and a blue beanie with a ball at the tip. "Hey Corbin!" she called.
"Hey yourself!" Jessica was looking at him curiously, and Corbin gestured at his one-time hookup, something his girlfriend had encouraged him to pursue. "Kacey."
"Ohhh!" Jessica said.
Corbin came to Kacey and wrapped her up in a tight hug before giving her a kiss on the corner of her mouth. She blushed prettily at that.
"How's it going?" he asked.
"Good. I have a boyfriend now."
Corbin held up his hands and made a show of backing away. "Oops."
She pushed his shoulder playfully, but her attention focused on Jessica as she headed for them. "Are you Jessica?"
"I am," Jessica said as Shawna and Mary got out of the car too. "So... you had a one-night thing with my boyfriend, huh?"
Kacey's smile vanished and her eyes went huge. Corbin shook his head. "She's messing with you."
"I am," Jessica said. She stepped in and gave Kacey a big hug too. "I'm glad to meet you, finally. And I swear, I'm the one who put him up to it."
"Oh good," Kacey said, relieved. "This is Mary and Shawna."
"Hi!" Mary said brightly.
Shawna added with her usual coolness, "Hey."
"You want to join in?" Jessica asked, gesturing at the snow village.
"Ohhh, I do!" Mary said. "This is so fun."
"Snowmen?" Shawna asked. "What are we, teenagers?"
Mary looked put out, and Kacey turned on Shawna. "Hey. Are you really going to tell me you're too cool to make a snowman?"
"Yeesss?"
"Just for that, I'm definitely in," Kacey said.
Mary nodded. "Me too. Well, I would've been anyways."
Shawna gave in, and they headed for the snow village. Sam looked up, curious, and Corbin said, "Sam, these are three friends of mine." He gestured to each one in turn. "Kacey, Mary, and Shawna. Sam's my roommate."
Kacey and Shawna said hello. Mary stared at his latest snowman, one he had laid out horizontally instead of vertically. Kacey nudged her, and she said, "Oh, hi! Sorry. I had a really good idea. Can I play with your snowman?"
"Uh," Sam said. "Um. Sure?"
"Okay!" Mary said. "I think you're really going to like this."
She ran back for the car and called for Kacey to unlock it. Out came a chubby suitcase adorned in stickers. From it, she pulled out a trio of shirts, one of which fell to the snow. She picked it up and tossed it back in before she yanked a coat hanger from one of the shirts.
Everyone watched as Mary came back, straightening and then bending the coat hanger to whatever image she had in her head, nearly straight save for a big bend and the curled hook. She knelt beside Sam's snowman, a gleam in her eye. Uncertain, he knelt too. Kacey, Shawna, Jessica, and Corbin all looked at each other, none of them with any sort of clue what she was doing. Even the others from the dorm had stopped, watching the excitable young woman as she planted the straightened tip of the coat hanger deep into its side.
She grabbed a couple fistfuls of snow, giggling to herself, and packed them against the torso of the snowman. To Sam, she said, "I need... like, six pieces of charcoal and two carrots." He hurried to grab them for her and by the time he came back, the snowman now boasted sizable snow boobs.
"A snow woman," Sam said, handing over the briquettes and carrots.
"Uh huh!" Mary added the briquettes - not to the face of the snowman, but on the bottom snowball in a downward triangle pattern. As everyone gaped, she plunged the carrots about where the nipples would be. "See the wire arm? That's a snow woman on her side after she's had really, really good sex," Mary said, bobbing back and forth on her knees.
Sam's laugh nearly doubled him over, and that more than anything else set Corbin and Jessica off. Mary stood up looking pleased with herself.
A while later, they stood around Kacey's car. Sam ran up to the dorm for more snacks, and came back to lay out a buffet of cheese popcorn, snack cakes, and even his coveted peanut butter cups.
"So where are you headed?" Corbin asked Kacey, his arm wrapped around Jessica.
"We're staying at Mary's for the week," Kacey said. "Up in Rowles."
"Really?" Sam asked. "I'm from Shawney."
"Oh," Mary said. "That's such a cute town."
Sam looked like he might faint. Corbin tried not to grin. They talked some about their own plans for the week - Sam was heading home, Corbin and Jessica leaving in the morning to make the trek to her parents' house.
"Our first big road trip together," Jessica said, pinching Corbin's butt.
"Hopefully she doesn't murder me by the end of it," he said, and Kacey gave them a wide smile.
"Oh my God, this popcorn's so good," Mary said around a mouthful of it, rolling her eyes upwards for emphasis.
Sam smiled shyly. "You can, um, take it with you if you want. I have more."
"Awww, you're sweet," Mary said.
"Won over by cheese popcorn," Shawna said. "A love story for the poets."
"Shawna!" Mary said, a cute hint of red in her cheeks.
Kacey pushed off her car. "Well, I suppose we should get going."
"When we come back," Jessica said, "we'll have to meet up sometime. I'd love to get to know you better."
"If it's not too awkward for you, I'd love that too," Kacey said. "Corbin is a great guy. You're very lucky."
"I really am," Jessica said, leaning against him.
Sam gave Mary the bag of popcorn and gathered up the rest of the snacks. She got in, but before she could shut the door, he hurried around and said quietly, "Here. Um. You know, for the week."
He tried to hand off the snacks to her, but the box of snack cakes tilted forward and spilled all over her seat and he dropped two other boxes on her lap. At his consternation she laughed lightly. "Thank you Sam."
"Welcome," he muttered, and stepped back so she could close the door.
They watched the trio of freshmen go, and Corbin grabbed Sam around the shoulders. Sam looked him morosely, and Corbin grinned. "Hey. Go big or go home."
"Yeah." Sam fidgeted, then said, "Hey?"
"Hm?"
"I hope you two have a really good Thanksgiving."
Touched, Corbin squeezed his friend tighter. "You too, man."
Jessica came in for a hug too, and gave Sam a peck on the cheek that lit him up. He took off, bashful again, and Jessica took Corbin's arm. They turned to look at the snowman village, and headed up to the dorm to grab the last of their things before the week before them.
* * *
Jessica woke slowly, so warm and comfortable under the comforter and extra blanket she ended up drifting off for a few minutes at a time before she came up out of the fog completely. Her - their, and that thought always sent a delicious ripple through her - shower was running. She rose up out of bed, nude.
Steam billowed out as Corbin rinsed his hair. She poked her head in. "Morning," Jessica murmured.
"Morning to you too," he said, leaning over to give her a sweet, lingering kiss.
She hurried to do her business and join him. He stepped back, nearly done with his own shower, and let her take the brunt of the hot water. When his hands roped around her waist and his stiffening cock rose against her bottom, Jessica gave a deeply satisfied hum deep in her throat. She settled back into him as his hands moved to cup her breasts and roam her stomach. She took one in her own hand and brought it to her lips, kissing his fingers one by one until she sucked two of them into her mouth.
Oh, Corbin liked that. His cock hardened and flattened against her back. He dipped a hand to her sex as the hot water washed over her. Jessica pulled the fingers out of her mouth and gripped the hand at her pussy, He kissed her shoulder as she accepted one of his fingers inside her, then two. His other hand reached for the nozzle and the water stopped as he began to make her feel so good.
Jessica settled back against him again, head twisted, eyes closed, smiling. Her man took care of her with a silent assurance she wouldn't have thought possible when they first met. Corbin had changed so much as a lover, but at his core, he was still the wide-eyed sweet man she fell so hard and effortlessly for. That he would always strive for this connection, there was no more doubt in her mind.
He took her so effortlessly to that soaring high, his now-skilled fingers making Jessica come with a soft, satisfied sigh. She guided him out of the shower and back to the bed, sitting Corbin down on the edge so she could straddle his lap, her breasts against him as she took him inside.
"Someday we're going to make a family like this," she whispered, and he stared up at her, worshipping her with his eyes.
Jessica rocked on him for a long time, their hearts full as they were content to simply move together and enjoy the morning. There was no rush, nothing so important as this, no world outside, no pressing need but to love one another, and that, they'd both learned to do so well.
With Corbin's strong hands rediscovering every delightful inch of her back and her bottom, Jessica came again, another soft, rolling quake of her body willing him on. Corbin laid her out on her back again, whispering Jessica's name into her ear as he began to thrust into her now, his pleasure close. She cradled his cheeks, kissed him over and over again, and idly thought that life would never be so good as this. His warmth filled her and still they stayed together, kissing, nuzzling, her hands all over him.
Without saying anything, they wound up in the shower again, their hands doing much more chaste work as they cleaned up and readied for the trip.
* * *
Any time she made a road trip home to Norrell, it was Jessica's tradition to stop at a German bakery on the north end of the city for breakfast on the go. It was out of the way, but her favorite bakery in the entirety of the area. The owner, a tall, older woman with her hair tied back with a big pin and different colored eyes, recognized Jessica on sight and was thrilled to discover Corbin was her boyfriend.
"Calories don't count on fall, Christmas, and spring break," Jessica told Corbin, and he nodded enthusiastically.
They each ordered a cherry-and-custard filled pastry, which Jessica said was the absolute best in the world. She decided to try a raspberry danish too, while the baker insisted Corbin try the bee sting, her own favorite dessert.
"It's not so much for breakfast," she said as she arranged everything in a box for them, "but it's something you must try."
They paid, though the baker insisted on not charging them for coffee. There was no seating, but neither was there much of a line, so they stood and ate as Jessica chatted some with the baker. Corbin loved everything he tried, though he got mock devil eyes from Jessica for saying the bee sting was his favorite.
"When you two get married," the baker said, "you come back here, and I'll give you a deal on a cake and pastries for your guests."
Jessica and Corbin looked at each other. She shrugged and grinned, and he replied in kind. "When we do," he said, "we definitely will."
Jessica's smile lasted all the way to the car and well beyond.
* * *
Corbin's parents insisted on sending some money for gas and food, to Corbin's protests that he had it covered, as well as Jessica's own protest that she could do the same.
"You have to at least let me pay once or twice for gas," he said. "They'll sniff out a lie from me in about three seconds."
"You are a terrible liar," she agreed. "All right, fine. You can buy gas now and when we go home."
They hit the road just a little past noon. With four hours to go, Corbin drove first, and Jessica would take over closer to Norrell. The picture of comfort in a long, flowing sweater, jeans, and sneakers, she arranged a nest for herself out of a pair of throws and a pillow, leaning against the door. Jessica liked to take the highways home as opposed to the Interstate, and had a whole route planned for them on her phone. It added sixty miles to the trip, but she promised beautiful landscapes and towns he wouldn't see otherwise.
"You don't have to make the sale," he told her, taking her hand and squeezing it. "I like being with you."
"Good," she murmured.
The weather held nicely, with just a few rumbles of winter north of Agramonte and its suburbs. Jessica tuned into a favorite station playing modern hits. They sang along to the songs they knew - Corbin was more of a rock and alternative fan, while she liked a lot of everything, especially pop.
"It's a guilty pleasure," she said. "Boy bands, Taylor Swift, Britney Spears, all of it."
Suburbs gave way to a long stretch of valley called locally the Bowl. The sloped plains led down a gradual slope to a stretch of swampy lakes. A thin stream Corbin had never seen before snaked its way beside the highway. Here and there were a few small campgrounds and tiny towns servicing the local sporting needs. Then they were rising again towards small mountains, not much more than hills, capped by smatterings of pines. It was beautiful in a sleepy, calm sort of way. It was easy to imagine this place long before people tore through it.
At the end of the first hour of the trip, Jessica's mom Kimberley called. Jess lowered the volume on the radio and put her on speakerphone. "Hi Mom! Got you on speaker."
"Hello, Mrs. Nakamura," Corbin said. He spoke to Kimberley a few times before, but never at any great length of time. She was polite, but there had always been a distance there. Jessica told him it was because of her past history with bad boyfriends.
"Hello! Are you on the road?"
"Yes," Jessica said. "We're just about to Sageton."
"Sageton?" Mrs. Nakamura sounded amused. "Get a late start?"
Jessica nudged Corbin. "Lazy morning. What are you up to?"
"Your father and I were going to go to the grocery store. He had a good question. Corbin, is there anything you're allergic to?"
"Nope, good on that end," he said. "Thanks for thinking of me."
Jessica chimed in, "He doesn't like mushrooms."
"Oh hey, no," Corbin protested. "It's totally fine."
Mrs. Nakamura chuckled. "I think we can handle cooking without them for a week. Anything special we can pick up for either of you?"
"Could you make orange cake sometime?" Jessica asked.
"Of course. Maybe chicken noodle tonight?"
"Oh my God, yes," Jessica moaned, making Corbin grin. To him, she said, "She rolls her own noodles and it's the best."
"Looking forward to it," Corbin said. "Please, though, sometime this week, I'd like to treat your family to lunch or dinner. Just something so I feel like I'm contributing."
"Probably better not argue with him about it," Jessica said. "He's got the world's best puppy dog eyes and he'll just make you feel guilty about it."
Mrs. Nakamura said, "Then that would be lovely, thank you, Corbin. Has the weather treated you okay?"
"So far, so good," Corbin said agreeably. They talked some about the weather both on the road and in Norrell.
Jessica's brother Andrew asked in the background, "Did she ask for orange cake?"
"Yes," Mrs. Nakamura said.
"Dad! We get orange cake! All praise the Jessica, our savior!"
Mrs. Nakamura sighed with a hint of amusement. "Well, we should let you concentrate on the road. Have a safe trip. Corbin, we very much look forward to meeting you."
"You too," Corbin said.
"Love you, Mom," Jessica said. Then quieter, she said, "Thank you. For being okay with this."
"Of course," Mrs. Nakamura said simply.
They said their goodbyes, and Jessica hung up. She reached over and squeezed Corbin's knee. He smiled distractedly at her, and she asked, "You okay?"
"I've been nervous about this, but it just kind of walloped me."
Instead of comforting him, Jessica nodded and pulled one of her throws from behind her back to lay it across her lap. "I'm nervous too. Almost every guy I've dated up until you was a mistake. A big one. And my mom wasted a lot of breath on me trying to get me to see that, but because I was so bound and determined to prove her wrong, I always wanted them to be the right one. With you, I know I want to be with you no matter what they think, but... I don't know. This time, I really want them to love you."



"I'll try my best."
"Oh, all I want from you is to be you. You do that, and I think this will go great. I'm worried the problem might be me."
"What do you mean?"
She stared through the windshield, looking not at the trees but towards some distant place only in her mind. "I've made so many mistakes. You don't wind up in a relationship with a guy and six girlfriends without being a little bit broken. I was terrible to my mom for a long time. Since I was too young to remember, I... I hated her. And I don't know why, except that every part of me felt like I needed to fight back against her rules."
Corbin glanced at her, but said nothing. Sometimes, Jessica thought that was his best trait. He had a good handle on when she couldn't be comforted.
"She was strict. I've told you that. But sometimes it's more fundamental than that. Sometimes people just bounce off each other like the wrong ends of a pair of magnets. I thought that was us for so long, that we just weren't going to ever get along, but eventually, late in my teens, I started to realize Mom's strictness was her way of caring for me. To try and protect me, as weird as it sounds. She wasn't trying to push me away. I was doing that all on my own. But I still had that instinct."
She smiled and sniffed. "And still, I kept doing the wrong things, dated the wrong guys. Guys I knew she wouldn't like, guys I maybe knew deep in my heart weren't the right ones for me. She's never liked any of them and that's fair, that's totally fair. I think that's Lionel's greatest gift to me, as weird as it sounds. I knew how unhealthy that relationship was for me. I think parts of it were great. I love my ex-girlfriends and I think having them around taught me the kind of strong woman I want to be outside the bedroom."
"I get that," Corbin said. "They're an impressive bunch."
"Exactly. Even before him, all of them were successful. I mean, the twins are obviously about as young as me, but you can see where they're headed. Anyways, the point is, I learned a lot about who I was and what I wanted in that relationship. I've wanted to be a mother since I was sixteen and babysat an actual baby. But I saw Lionel and Isaac and all our girlfriends and I realized I didn't want some crazy relationship. I wanted normalcy. I wanted someone who tried as hard as Lionel did for Isaac, yes, but not the way he did it." Jessica turned her head towards Corbin. "I didn't know who I wanted to do it with until you. And I want so badly for my mom and dad and my brother to see that. To love you. To see that I've found everything I want in a relationship. Maybe things are still a little weird, us bringing in other women now and again, but... the core of it, it's healthy. It's beautiful in a way I've never had before."
He reached over, took her hand, and brought it to his lips. She stroked his cheek, and they drove on.
* * *
Norrell. With the city just miles away, Corbin sat up straighter, and mumbled, "I should have brought them a gift. Or what do you do in these situations?"
Now driving, Jessica felt a surge of glee she didn't suppress. Home. Had that word ever felt so good? "You are perfect. Don't make it weird."
"Don't make it weird. Right. Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Nakamura. I was at a sex party with your daughter a few weeks ago. I made a professor orgasm a few times blindfolded and tied to the bed. Last week I fucked a friend of ours in the ass while Jessica was on her knees eating her out."
"Yeaaah, maybe don't lead with that." She drew a deep breath. "Okay. Um, basic rules."
"Shoes off inside. Does that mean I take them off outside and then step inside?"
"No," Jessica said. "Good question. We have a mat inside the front and back doors. Take your shoes off there, then put them in the cubbies by the front door."
"Got it. Socks okay?"
"Yes. What else? No phones out at the table. We all break that one all the time so don't worry about it too much. Just... you know, don't take a phone call or something while we're eating."
Corbin nodded. "What about, ah, sleeping arrangements?"
Jessica winced. "That's another good question. They didn't want my old boyfriends sleeping with me when I brought them home. I'll try, but I really don't want to fight with them this trip. And they'll both have to work so we can fool around when they're not home. Just... not at night."
"Okay," Corbin said. "We can do this. It's just a week."
"It's going to suck!" Jessica said.
"It really will. I miss your snoring already."
She rolled her eyes. "Anyways. My mom hates a mess, so just be careful about leaving clothes all over, that sort of thing. Again, it's a rule all of us break, but try."
"Okay. Okay, none of that is too bad. Operation Brainwash, let's go."
Jessica, caught right at the cusp of saying something else, glanced at him and started cracking up. All the tension in the car popped, and she shook her head. "I'm in love with such a dork."
"Yeah you are," Corbin said brightly.
Norrell was a sleepy city that could barely be called that. It was more of a sprawling town, with only a few major thoroughfares and a wide swath of small businesses in a gorgeous downtown area banked by decorative stone sidewalks and the occasional mural. Jessica explained most the city revolved around an initiative in the nineties to attract start-up tech firms, a smart investment that still paid off. A small local college provided much of the rest of the city's backbone.
They drove by the campus on their way through. Corbin peered out the window at the Hill, the not-so-cleverly titled actual hill along which the school's five dorms were located. "It seems so small compared to Agramonte."
"It is," Jessica said. "There are only about a thousand students or so. Good nursing program."
Her voice was thin and watery. When Corbin glanced over, her hands trembled on the steering wheel. "You okay?"
"No. But I will be."
A few minutes later, they turned onto a residential street lined by middle-class two-story homes. Jessica shivered and wiped at her eyes a couple times. Corbin reached over and placed his hand on her hip. She smiled at him distractedly and drew a deep breath.
They slowed as they neared a white house with dark clapboard shutters. The front lawn was impeccably maintained. A willow tree at the side of the property was ringed in decorative rocks, and a trio of hedges lined the small front porch. They pulled into the driveway in front of an attached garage.
Jessica took Corbin's hand and squeezed. "Operation Brainwash," she murmured.
"I'm in love with such a dork."
They left their things in the car for the moment, stepping out into the chilly, blustery day. Though Norrell lacked the snow Agramonte had, it felt colder here, especially with a steady breeze. Jessica took Corbin's arm when she came around the car and they headed for the front of the home.
The door opened before they got there, and a slim young man stepped out in a nightmarish mask, the pooling down around the neck, the eyes hollow, the lips torn, teeth gnashing.
"Jesus!" Corbin shouted, nearly stumbling backwards off the porch.
"What's up, dudes?" Andrew asked.
"Nothing," Jessica said. "You're looking a little pale."
Andrew snickered, and that set Jessica off. She embraced him, and squeezed him tight. Corbin grinned too, and Andrew peeled off the mask when Jessica finally let him go. He was a handsome young man, as delicately featured as his sister, with dark, inquisitive eyes and a long narrow chin.
"Hey, it's, ah, nice to meet you. Now that I need a new pair of pants."
Andrew grinned again, but lost it in a hurry. "You Corbin?"
"Um. Yes."
"How do I know?"
"Uh."
"You could be an impostor. Hand over your ID and your credit cards. Chop chop."
Jessica shook her head. "Don't fall for his tricks."
"I'll try not to," Corbin said. "Good to meet you."
"We'll see," Andrew said. Corbin didn't exactly think he was joking, either.
Inside, the house was homey, but as Jessica said, it was neat and orderly. The entry fed into an L-shaped conjoined living room and dining area. Beyond must have been the kitchen, but it was hooked around a corner. Down a hall to the left, Jessica explained, was a guest bedroom, laundry room, and the office.
"My bedroom now," Andrew said, sailing past them to the couch where he resumed playing a game.
The rich, citrusy scent in the air could only be the orange cake Corbin heard about on the drive. It made him realize how hungry he was as he unlaced his shoes and stuffed them into the cubby beside the door.
To Andrew, Jessica asked, "Where's-?"
A woman stepped into the dining room. Corbin had seen pictures of Kimberley Nakamura before, but they couldn't do the stories etched on the woman's face justice. Her face had character, hard lines made even harder by crow's feet at her eyes and a few early wrinkles. Her blonde hair was done in an elegant chiffon, the braids like a crown around her head, and Corbin could understand why she wore it that way. She bore herself like a queen.
Kimberley's weather-worn eyes softened, and she gasped, "My Jessica."
"Mom," Jessica croaked. They darted to one another. Kimberley wrapped her daughter up in a fierce hug, her tears an immediate river. Jessica was right there with her, crying into her mother's collar, shaking with the force of it.
* * *
Seated at the dining room table, Jessica clasped one of her mother's long-fingered hands in her own, marveling at the new lines she imagined she felt there. Her dad, Oliver, leaned against the kitchen's countertop, waiting for water to boil in their electric kettle. Corbin stood next to him, looking as awkward as Jessica would have felt in his shoes. She smiled at him, still fighting back tears, and patted the chair next to her. Corbin came and gave her arm a squeeze as he sat down.
"So, Corbin," Oliver said, "you're a freshman, right?"
"Yes, sir," Corbin said, and Jessica could hear the tension in him. "Just, ah, finishing up my first semester. I think I'm going to pull all As, except maybe in history." Catching Jessica's eye, he added, "We'll see about that one."
Jessica tried to remain impassive at that. "I found out a few weeks ago he didn't go to college straight away so he could help his dad at the store he manages." She smiled at Corbin. "I thought that was something special."
"Oh, what kind of store does your father manage?" Kimberley asked.
"A Best Buy. Up in Oleander, South Dakota. And my mom's an assistant principal."
Oliver chuckled. "She must have been strict."
Jessica let go of her mother's hand and clapped hers together. "Jinx! I said the same thing!"
"She was," Corbin said. "But there was always work-mom and home-mom. She got home and the comfy jeans and sweats came on. And I wasn't exactly the most rebellious kid, so it wasn't too bad."
"Any brothers or sisters?" Kimberley asked as the kettle came to a boil and Oliver thumbed it off.
"No, ma'am. Just me."
"You don't need to call us sir or ma'am this week," Kimberley said. "Just Oliver or Kimberley is fine."
"But it is a step up from Dean," Andrew said as he came through the kitchen.
Kimberley chuckled. "Oh, yes. Dean." Ollie shook his head.
"Kimmy! Good to see you, babe!" Andrew said, deepening his voice and puffing out his chest and his shoulders. "O-man!"
"He did not say O-Man," Jessica said, but couldn't help cracking up at her brother's impression. Dean had been a bodybuilder type, and hit every cliché in his way down the stereotype tree. Blond, big muscles, and poor guy, but he was dumb as a post. Jessica never told anyone this, but he had a mean streak too born of steroids and a narcissistic ego. Another few weeks with him and she was sure he would have hit her or worse. Like all the rest of her boyfriends, her mother called it on that one and said he felt like he was always holding something back. She'd always been so right about so much, and maybe that was why Jessica resented her so much when she was younger.
Andrew opened up the fridge and dug out a soda. His mother said, "Andrew, offer Corbin one."
"Oh, I'm all right," Corbin said.
"Something harder?" Andrew asked, popping the top on his can.
"No, thank you, and that was bait, wasn't it?"
"Maaaaybe," Andrew said.
To Corbin's credit, Jessica thought he handled the question admirably. He said with a smile, "I do have a beer or a cocktail occasionally with Jess, but never when I'm driving."
"So that's probably a no to buying me beer then," Andrew said with a theatrical sigh.
Corbin chuckled, "Nah, just cocaine and meth, you know."
"Sweet!" Andrew said, and sauntered out of there.
Jessica shook her head as her father plunked down two cups of steaming hot tea for her and her mother on ceramic coasters. Her mother caught the look and her eyes crinkled. Jessica wished she saw her mother smile more often. It carved away the years from her face, years Jessica was damn sure she'd put there.
"I'm going to go ahead and guess what you're about to say. No, we don't think he's doing cocaine." Kimberley gave Corbin a long look. "Steroids, maybe."
Corbin blinked and leaned forward. "Wait, really? You think that? Yessss!"
"Oh no, his chest is going to be puffed out all week," Jessica groaned.
Corbin dug out his phone. "I know you have a rule about no phones at the dinner table, but I have to show you a picture of me before I met Jessica. She's really helped me come a long way. Her and a bunch of new friends."
"We make plenty of exceptions to the rule," Ollie said, settling in himself. Jessica gave him a grateful smile and he reached out to squeeze one of her hands before stealing his wife's tea for a sip.
Corbin showed them some pictures when he was shaggier and his gut was bigger. He hadn't thought to weigh in before he started dieting and exercising with the football and wrestling crews in the gym, but if Jessica had to guess, he'd lost maybe fifteen pounds, or at least changed it to muscle. He was still soft in the best possible way, but now it was like a veneer on top of his solidness. She loved the feel of him, being close, cuddling. She ached for it.
Her family marveled over that, and Kimberley said, "What a remarkable change. But I think you've had just as much of an effect on our Jessica, too, from what I understand."
"Oh, she was always this beautiful," Corbin said. "Nothing I'd ever change about her."
"Mom's right," Jessica murmured. "You helped me see a world of kindness when I was feeling pretty jaded and angry."
"Aw," Corbin said. To Ollie and Kimberley, "Hope you don't mind overly much, but I need to do this." He leaned over and gave Jessica a soft kiss, and she stroked his long hair out of his eyes and caressed his cheek.
Once they finished their tea, Kimberley rose to make the chicken noodle soup. "I'm not much of a cook," Corbin said, "but if there's anything I can do to help like chop vegetables or do dishes, I'd be glad to."
"Well, thank you," Kimberley said. "If you'd like to peel and chop the carrots, that would be lovely."
Jessica smiled to herself. Keep that up, Corbin. She knew her parents had secretly liked the sir and ma'am too. Small points, maybe, but points earned nonetheless.
With Kimberley and Corbin figuring out a rhythm in the kitchen, it gave Jessica and her father a chance to catch up. They talked about the trip down, and when she mentioned she fell asleep for a good hour along the way, Ollie raised an eyebrow.
"You fell asleep in the car?"
"I know, I never do," Jessica said. "But Corbin... I feel safe with him."
"She says that now, but what I didn't tell her about was the detour through the corn field," Corbin said. He settled his knife down and came over to kiss her cheek. Ollie gave them a pleased smile at that.
He talked some about work. He was a building inspector for the city, and a new industrial park was giving him a daily migraine, but a nice pay raise helped balance things out.
"And Jessica told me you work for the electric company, right?" Corbin asked Kimberley.
"Yes," Kimberley said. "Going to be twenty years next year."
"Oh, congratulations. That's a hell of a long... heck of a long career."
Kimberley chuckled. "We aren't complete prudes, Corbin. So long as you're not vulgar, there's no harm in swearing around us."
"Shiiiiiiiiiiit," Andrew called from the other room.
Kimberley gave Corbin a long-suffering sigh and shook her head. "You could take him with you back to Agramonte if you like."
All in all, that night, Jessica thought Corbin did great. He was obviously tense, but he handled the questions her parents prepared for him as best as he could. Her mother could use her words like a scorpion wielded its stinger if she didn't like someone, but tonight she seemed to be making an effort to be pleasant, even cracking more jokes than Jessica had seen from her with any of her previous boyfriends. Was that because of Corbin, or was it because of the recent heart-to-heart conversations mother and daughter had been having? Jessica wasn't sure, but either way, it was a good foot in the door.
The chicken noodle soup made her cry again. It was a small thing, but so very much a beloved part of her childhood that she couldn't help herself. Corbin and Kimberley both came to her at that, and he stepped back, a little embarrassed, but Jessica's mom nodded at Jessica and together they rubbed her back as she let it out for the half-dozenth time that night.
Afterward, with the orange cake - which was really more of a roll, with a delicious cream cheese frosting in a swirl inside - having been nearly demolished between the five of them, they sat back to talk some more.
"What are your plans for the week?" Ollie asked Jessica.
"Tomorrow I want to hit the trails," Jessica said. "After today I need to move around. Maybe the antique mall if you guys aren't doing anything. And if Corbin wants to take us out to dinner, I was thinking Cathy's. Tomorrow or sometime this week, anyways."
"Oh, that would be nice," Kimberley said.
For Corbin's benefit, Jessica said, "My aunt Cathy. She owns a bar and grill. It's good food and not crazy expensive."
"Sounds great," Corbin said.
"Beyond that, Thanksgiving, obviously. Black Friday shopping?" Jessica asked Kimberley.
Kimberley blinked in disbelief. "You'll go?"
"Yes," Jessica said, grinning. "And I promise, no fits this time."
Ollie eyed Corbin. "You're some kind of miracle worker, aren't you?"
"Uh, no, this is all her."
* * *
With the household settled in for the night, Corbin was just changing into a pair of basketball shorts to sleep in when Jessica knocked and slipped into the room.
"Hey," he said as she came to him.
"Hey yourself," Jessica murmured, leaning up to give him a good, long kiss. She nestled into him and they sat on the edge of the bed. "Sorry we have to sleep apart."
"No, hey, I'm a guest here, I get it." He murmured into her ear, "But come Monday, when we're alone-"
Another knock on the door. Ollie said, "Just me."
Jessica whispered into Corbin's ear, "Hell yes," then louder, "Come on in."
Ollie nudged the door open. Jessica might have inherited her mother's lighter skin, but the rest of her slim, delicate features definitely came from her father. He was neither as beautiful or handsome as his children, but there was a quiet charm to him, emphasized especially when he sat back and watched the people around him. He'd changed out of his contacts and into a pair of thin rimmed glasses.
"Just wanted to check in and make sure you didn't need anything," he said, leaning against the frame.
"No sir... ah, Oliver, I'm all set."
"We left some travel toiletries in the bathroom, and I plugged in a nightlight in the hall to help you find your way. Mind the stairs if you head downstairs for a drink. The carpet, sometimes it's very easy to slip."



"Thank you. I'll be careful. And thanks very much again for letting me stay here. You've got a beautiful home."
"Thank you," Ollie said. "I'll leave you two be." He looked like he might say something else, but backed out of the room, shutting the door quietly behind him.
Jessica wrapped an arm around Corbin's waist. "You're doing great," she told him.
"I hope so. I think your brother's testing me."
"Oh, definitely," Jessica said. "He probably wasn't joking about you buying him beer, either, so be careful."
"Won't get a sip from me," Corbin said. He took her hand.
"I love you," Jessica said.
"I love you too."
They kissed one more time, a long, passionate thing, and Jessica finally snaked away from him. Corbin heard her speak to her mom and dad down the hall, then shout down to her brother to have a good night. Corbin folded back the blankets and rested on his back, sure he wouldn't be able to sleep on the stiff pillows, but falling into dreams of being on the road again in just minutes.
He woke only once in the night, a slim moment of time when he padded down the hallway to go to the bathroom. When he passed by the bannister leading downstairs, he saw a figure standing at the window downstairs, a robe around her shoulders. Kimberley. She was shaking, as though she were crying silently. Corbin hurried back to his room and grabbed his shirt off the floor, but by the time he got back to the bannister, Kimberley had vanished elsewhere in the house. After realizing he might be bordering on too creepy if he tried to sneak through the house at night to find out if she was okay, he reluctantly returned to his room.
In the morning, he woke to a silent house. When he peeked in on Jessica, she was still sleep on her side, wrapped up in a powder blue blanket and a pile of sheets. Her childhood room was adorable. One wall was another shade of blue, brighter and vibrant, and trimmed in white. Along the opposite wall, a diamond-patterned collage board hung above her desk, full of photos, ticket stubs, medals, and other memories. So many stories yet to tell each other. There was a pleasant warmth to that.
He let her sleep, and headed back to his bedroom to grab a change of clothes and his toiletries. Hoping that he wasn't cutting into the Nakamuras' morning schedule, he hurried to the bathroom to take a quick shower and brush his teeth. Feeling more awake, he remembered Jessica's words about not leaving the bedroom a mess and spent a few minutes in there tidying up before heading downstairs in fresh jeans and a tee.
He found a half-full pot of coffee in the kitchen, still piping hot, and dug around in the cupboards until he found a mug with a diner logo on the side. He poured himself a cup, found some cream in the fridge, and added a dollop.
The double doors leading to the backyard opened, and Ollie poked his head in. "Corbin, good morning."
"You too," Corbin said, raising his mug. "Hope you don't mind."
"No, not at all. Our house is your house this week. Grab your shoes and your jacket if you'd like to join me."
Corbin thought it was more of a request than a question, and hurried to do so. He pulled on the jacket and slipped on his shoes at the back door before stepping out, mug in hand.
It was chilly, but not so windy as it had been the day before. Ollie sat at a wrought-iron patio table, a mug and a tablet in a leather case in front of him. He gave Corbin an unreadable smile as the young man sat down across from him.
"Trying to pretend that winter isn't here," Ollie said.
"At least you can see your grass. We were building snowmen Friday evening," Corbin said.
Ollie tapped his tablet. "Weather report doesn't look good for the week. I think we'll have plenty of the white stuff here too. Might not even be able to travel this weekend."
"Let's hope we can," Corbin said. Then he scratched the back of his head. "Ah, not to mean that it isn't pleasant being here, but you know, for school and... yeah."
Ollie chuckled. "Yes. I understood." He stared in the vague direction of a bird feeder at the edge of his property. "About that. School. What's in the cards for you there?"
"This semester and next, I'll be focused on core classes."
Ollie nodded. "Certainly. Let me be clearer. What are you thinking of doing, long-term? Your major, your career?"
"My advisor and I have been talking about that. I really like the work I do at the gym, so something like that, hopefully. Right now, I'm leaning towards a degree in physical training or nutrition and exercise."
"There's a degree in that?" Ollie asked.
"There is," Corbin said. "Either way, I'm probably going to go for a business minor, something I could use to maybe make my way to management someday. Or maybe even run my own gym, somewhere down the line."
"That's smart," Ollie said.
"Either degree should help me get my foot in the door somewhere else, if I need to. My advisor says there's good money in hospital dietary work."
"I imagine there would be," Ollie said. "I'm not trying to get under your skin. But Jessica has a good future ahead of her. A good plan."
"No, I understand," Corbin said, picking up his coffee again. "You want to make sure no one's going to be holding her back."
"And the both of you, in college together. That wouldn't be easy, financially. It's my understanding you're already living together."
"Yes sir," Corbin said, feeling about an inch high.
"And if you were to continue seeing each other, how would you go about contributing to that?"
And there it was. Corbin tried not to let anything show, not his irritation, not his nervousness. He sipped his coffee and finally said quietly, "I am only a freshman. Right now my focus has to be on finishing out this year and my work-and-learn program so I can live off campus next year. What happens over the summer and beyond, I don't know. I'll be finding some kind of work, but what that is, I'm not sure. Like I say, I like working in the gym, so if I can, I'll find something similar. If I can't, all I can do is promise you, I'll be trying."
Ollie studied Corbin for a long moment, then nodded. "Good answer."
* * *
The Snaketip Park wasn't named because of actual snakes, though there were plenty of non-venomous snakes around the area in warmer weather. It was so named because of the switchbacks and snaking trails coiling their way to the summit of a small, scenic mountain.
The low, easy angles were deceptive. After nearly an hour and change of climbing, only Corbin and Andrew weren't winded.
"God, I really need to work on my cardio," Jessica muttered.
"Piggyback ride?" Corbin asked her, grinning over his shoulder.
"Shut up or I might take you up on it."
He stopped and knelt slightly. Jessica cracked up and jumped on his back, wrapping her arms and legs around him. Corbin grabbed onto her hips as she kept on cackling.
Kimberley glanced at Ollie and he said quickly, "Ohhhh no. I don't want to be taken off the mountain by stretcher."
She smacked him, and Andrew called back, "Smooth, Dad!"
They had passed handfuls of other people coming down the paths but no one was at the summit. It leveled out to a flattened observation area. The incline was so gradual there was no need for barriers - anyone who fell would likely roll a few feet and that was all.
"Your ride is complete, madam," he said, kneeling to let Jessica hop off his back.
She swatted his butt. "Good horsey." Then, leaning up and whispering into his ear, "Might have to ride you again later."
He blushed at that, trying pointedly not to look back to see if her family was staring.
The observation platform gave them a great view of the city and the long stretch of rolling grasslands and low mountains around them. Corbin and Jessica took a few pictures together, then he took some of their family for them, and a lone hiker at the tail end got a great picture of them all together, with Andrew now riding Corbin's back in a surprise piggyback ride that nearly bowled him over. The cameraman caught them at just the right moment, Corbin looking like he'd just been punched in the gut, Andrew raising one hand in a peace gesture.
Going down was much faster than coming up, and afterwards, to kill time before they went to dinner, they decided to drive around Norrell and take in some sights. This devolved quickly into a "tease Jessica mercilessly" session, and with her brother and her boyfriend sandwiching her in the backseat, all she could do was squirm and protest good-naturedly.
With his hand cupped in front of his face and breathing like he was an airline pilot, Andrew said, "And if you look to your left, that's where Jessica Nakamura, so graceful, so skilled, decided to take up skateboarding to impress a boy."
"It was not to impress a guy!" Jessica said. "I got really into those trick videos."
"What was his name?" Ollie asked from the driver's seat. "It was... ah..."
"That would be Deacon," Andrew said, still talking like an airline pilot. "The dumbest of dumb names."
Jessica sighed. "He had really cute bangs."
"Bangs that ended with you getting two thousand, three hundred, forty-one stitches," Andrew said.
Jessica smacked his knee. "Thirteen, but close."
"Ohhh, is that the scar on your leg?" Corbin asked.
Andrew made a finger gun out of his fist and pointed it at Corbin. "Pew pew. Bullseye."
Minutes later, they cruised by a high school as Jessica was telling Corbin about her extracurriculars. He stared at her, not the building, and grinned.
"I can't believe I'm dating a cheerleader."
"Ex-cheerleader, but... yes."
"Like with the skirts and pompoms and...?"
She leaned her head back, rubbing her eyes for effect. "Yes."
He shivered pleasantly. "Love you more and more every day."
That was a fun afternoon and evening, though Corbin tensed up whenever he interacted with Ollie. Jessica noticed but didn't know what to think of it or do. She assumed it was just the usual tension between a boyfriend and a father, and hoped it would work itself out over time. She couldn't expect everyone to become best friends in a week, much as she might wish they could.
Cathy's took up a lively spot on a corner downtown. The stone and brick exterior's gloomy look was offset by the cheery interior, with cherry-colored booths, a matching bar, and low hanging conical lights that cast the place in warm hues.
The place was packed. Apparently it being the weekend before a major holiday, a lot of people with family back in town had the same idea as Jessica. They found a booth near the back of the restaurant and slid in after they tossed off their gloves and jackets.
"Jessica!" a woman called out from the bar. Jessica glanced back and grinned.
"Hey Cathy!"
She hopped out of the booth. Cathy, her aunt, was a short, vivacious woman who always seemed to be smiling. Her love of food left her with some extra pounds but she carried them with an effortless grace, as though she were a ballerina. She pushed through the crowd, ignoring calls for more drinks in her haste to get to her niece.
They embraced, and Jessica held the other woman for a long minute as Cathy eyed Corbin up and down appreciatively. "This is the guy?"
"He is," Jessica said. Corbin slid out of the booth as she made introductions, and Cathy wasted no time grabbing him in a hug too.
"It's so nice to meet you," Corbin said.
"You too, hon." She pushed back and eyed him. "You're not some jerk like the rest of her boyfriends, are you?"
Andrew snickered at that, and Ollie, exasperated, said, "Cathy!" but she ignored them, staring pointedly up at Corbin.
He smiled. "I hope I'm not."
"Good! I have knives and I sure know how to use them."
"Then I'll have to try even harder to keep her happy."
Cathy's stern expression melted into a warm smile. "I like that. Be back in a second to get your orders."
When she whirled away into the mass of hungry and thirsty customers, Corbin and Jessica sat back down. Jessica took his hand and squeezed. "Cathy's always been more of a friend than my aunt. She was..." Jessica looked up at her parents and blushed. "Before I told my parents I was bi, I was really scared. I told Cathy first, and she was my rock."
"She seems great."
"She really is."
Cathy came back a few minutes later, and after they ordered a bevy of sandwiches, wraps, and appetizers, Corbin asked her to bring him the bill when it came time. She gave him an inquisitive look. "What bill?" Then, without waiting for a response, she asked Jessica, "You're coming to Grandma Marilyn's for Thanksgiving, aren't you?"
"Of course," Jessica said, then looked at her dad for confirmation. It was their traditional spot to do the big family dinner. He nodded.
"Good." Cathy looked at Corbin and said, "I can interrogate you there."
Corbin chuckled. "I'll look forward to it."
* * *
After dinner, they came back to the Nakamura household just in time to get in away from the newly falling snow. Corbin nearly forgot to take his shoes off and probably would have if Jessica hadn't caught his hand.
He smiled sheepishly at Kimberley behind him and said, "Sorry. I'm trying to remember."
"You're doing great," she said. "It took me months of dating Ollie before I got used to it. His mother, Marilyn would give me these looks that made me feel like she was a scrub brush and I was being scoured."
They settled in the living room to watch a movie. Jessica ran to grab a blanket for her and Corbin, and snuggled into him on the couch. He wrapped an arm around her, trying to stay chaste and good, but she obviously had other ideas and idly slid her hand to his hip, giving his cock tiny flicks and taps through his jeans as they watched a Melissa McCarthy comedy. By the time it was over, Corbin was about ready to throw Jessica over his shoulder and take her up to their bedrooms, the rules be damned.
Instead, as Andrew took over and switched to a TV comedy, Jessica kept up a quiet stream of conversation with her parents, all the while keeping up the erratic teasing. They talked some about her grad school plans for the following fall and the last classes she'd be going through that year.
"We wanted to come down for graduation," Kimberley said. "If you don't mind us horning in on your life for a few days."
Jessica's hand slipped away from Corbin and she sat up. "Of course. That would be great."
"We could stay in a hotel or-"
"Mom, Mom, no, stay with us, please."
There was some unspoken context there, some wound being healed that Corbin wasn't a party to. He watched Kimberley melt just a little bit and smile. "Thank you. That will be nice."
"And what about spring break?" Ollie asked. "Any plans?"
"We're going to go up to Corbin's parents' place for the week," Jessica said.
"Oh? That should be fun," Ollie said. "I'm sorry we're dividing you two at Christmastime. Had you been together just a few weeks earlier, we could have added you to the travel package pretty cheaply."
Jessica and a small army of her family were traveling to a family-friendly resort in Mexico over Christmas. The plans had been in motion since that spring, and despite Corbin and Jessica wanting to be together, it was a fun opportunity for her and something she was looking forward to.
"No, hey, it's cool you all get to do that," Corbin said. "And hey, when we've made our millions, maybe we'll go to the Bahamas or something like that."
Ollie's smile was natural and far less forced than it had been all day. "Now that's a plan."
Later, when everyone split up to go to bed, Corbin and Jessica kissed outside her bedroom. "I'm so going to get them to change their minds about us sleeping together," she groused. "I can't do a week of this."
"I should say something sweet like, 'we get to be together the rest of our lives after this,' but honestly, same," he said. "I miss you even when we're just across the hallway from each other."
She looked down the hall, then leaned up and whispered in his ear, "Stay awake until midnight. That should be early enough."
"Early enough for what?" he whispered back, but knew damn well what she was talking about. She pinched his butt and he groped hers. Louder, he said, "Have a good night. Love you."
"Love you too." She winked, and sashayed back into her room, dropping her pants as she went. She looked back over her shoulder and gave her butt a pat before closing the door on his hungry face.
Corbin rested in bed, his phone set on silent, and texted his own family for a bit. His mom wanted to know every detail about the vacation so far, especially when it came to Ollie and Kimberley and their approval of him. He chuckled quietly to himself about that, and tried to assure her it was going as well as could be expected. Ollie's talk that morning had been harsh, but in his shoes, Corbin would have probably given himself the same questions. Oliver wanted to make sure his daughter was safe and secure. That was fair, but he still felt like he was losing a battle.
He thought too about Pamela Windsor, the gorgeous professor he wanted all semester, and who Jessica was trying to get him to hook up with. If he could manage it before Christmas break, he got whatever he wanted out of the relationship with Jessica. If he didn't, she got the same thing. There was no doubt in his mind anymore they wanted the same thing - to be together forever - but he had a fun idea in mind if he won.
Time was not on his side, though. Around Halloween, Corbin slept with Dr. Windsor's close friend and colleague Dr. Rosamund Madison, perhaps the most beautiful woman on campus. The situation had been wild - at a sex party attended by college students and professors, Dr. Madison blindfolded and tied Corbin to a bed and fucked him silly with Jessica right there in the room cooing them both on. It had been intensely erotic, especially the before-and-after, when Corbin and Jessica made love too.
Ever since then, in Dr. Windsor's class, she would occasionally give him an odd look here and there, sometimes amused, sometimes querulous, always no longer than a few blinks. Corbin had yet to figure out how to approach her or hit on her, aside from a few comments after class between the two of them. He had to act soon, though. Just about a month until Christmas break.
Could he do it? He wasn't sure. She might report him to the administration, or it might affect his grade, but the reward so greatly outweighed the risk he knew with calm certainty he was going to try. He just had to figure out an opening.
Christmas. What to get Jessica? Another question to think about. Jewelry was always a possibility but he wanted to get her something more personal. They meant to hit an antique mall that day but it was closed due to illness. If they made it that week, maybe he could get an idea of what she might want there. The thoughts melded together, Christmas gifts, Dr. Windsor.
Corbin blinked.
That was it. That was his in.
The thought hammered in his skull. Using Christmas as an excuse to drop in on Dr. Windsor was paper-thin but sometimes paper-thin was enough. He'd slept with a department store clerk at the beginning of all this with Jessica with far less of an in than he had with Dr. Windsor. Either this worked or it didn't, but it was his big shot.
So excited, he browsed his phone for ideas for a suitable gift for both his girlfriend and Dr. Windsor. He figured out the latter in less than five minutes. For Jessica, for the moment, he was still stupefied when she pushed the door open with the pads of her fingers and stepped towards the bed. He lifted the phone and aimed its dim light at her.
Jessica. In her cheerleader skirt and top.
"Holy..." he breathed, nearly too loud.
She quieted him with a kiss, and reached into the blankets covering his lap. He slept in the nude that night, knowing she was coming to him, and her fingers wrapped around his hardening cock.



Into his ear, Jessica whispered, "Corbin, Corbin, he's my man, if he can't do it, my vibrator can."
The cheer nearly made him burst out laughing, but her lips were on him again, soft, warm, insistent. She'd coated her lips in bubble-gum flavored gloss, and he hungered for her kisses, his hand going for her ass in its skirt. She let go of him long enough to pull the blankets and sheet back. Slowly she climbed on top of him, glancing back over her shoulder long enough to make sure the door was closed. Corbin slipped his hands under the skirt, and didn't find any panties.
He pushed up and whispered into her ear, "No panties? That's a dirty cheerleader."
Her lips brushed his earlobe. "You have no idea," she breathed, and nibbled on it. "Quiet now. I need this."
He nodded, and stayed propped up on his elbows as Jessica took over the work. She gripped his cock and pointed it down between his legs, then shifted around so her pussy hovered right above his length, though not his tip. She settled down onto him, their quickening breaths the only sounds either of them making. Her pussy was already wet, and Jessica would tell him later she'd been playing with herself for a while so that she was ready when she hurried over.
Her slick folds ground up and down his length. She frequently liked to be on top largely because she was so sensitive at that angle, and could grind her clit and the sensitive hood on him. She controlled everything in that moment, taking it slow to keep it quiet, then slowly ramping things up until she was riding his length with short, insistent strokes of her slick cunt up and down his dick.
It was pure, sweet torture for him. He settled back so he could take the weight off his elbows and touch her. She took his hands in hers and brought them to her breasts. Together they pulled up her top just far enough to give him access. She ground on him even harder when his thumbs swirled around her nipples, hardening them in the cool air.
With the need for this to be finished before anybody woke up and heard, Jessica leaned down and whispered into his ear, "Come fast." He nodded and she kissed him in the darkness as she lifted up to grip his prick in her small hand. She guided it back to her entrance and sank down, taking Corbin deep on the first drop.
Corbin brought one hand back to his mouth and sucked his thumb for just a moment, getting it wet enough to tease her nipple with the coolness. That made her bounce harder, letting out an involuntary gasp before she could get control of herself. Jessica took him with hard, short strokes, only rising up maybe an inch at most to drop back down again. Corbin kept up the tease at her nipples, then got a wicked idea and sucked at his thumb again.
This time, though, as Jessica swayed and dropped up and down on his dick, he brought his hand not to her breast, but her ass. She drew in a sharp breath as Corbin lifted the skirt. When he traced her cleft to find her bud, she dropped her face to his ear.
"Fuck, oh fuck," she breathed, and he kept going, sinking his thumb into her ass to the first knuckle. She tensed, her pussy gripping at him. He drove the knuckle in and out of her, fucking her with the same intensity she had been with him. Slowly she relaxed and started bobbing again, her breaths harder.
They worked together, Corbin swiftly teasing her breast while working her ass slower. She rocked as hard as she dared on him. There was no holding back for either of them, no time for playfulness, and that was reinforced when something creaked nearby in the guts of the house. They froze. The toilet flushed down the hallway, water ran, and they heard the creak again.
Corbin thought about how awkward it would have been trying to explain away to her parents why his thumb was in Jessica's asshole, and nearly broke out in a mad fit of laughter. Instead, they moved together again, frantic for each other, both of them tantalizingly close.
Jessica dropped, clutching for something. The pillow underneath his head. Corbin rose up and she pulled it loose. She brought it to her mouth and bit down on a corner of it, rocking harder and faster. His thumb worked in and out of her ass, and she whimpered into the pillow much louder than either of them had been up to that point. Jessica was too far gone to care, and froze up, her body tensing just before she came, her teeth gritted around the pillow.
Her orgasm pulsed through her in a sharp wave, hard, so freaking hard. Then Corbin was taking her again, his thumb slipping free of her ass so he could grip her waist, his own jaw clenched as he tried not to pound up into her. He needed to be louder. Needed to take her.
"Help," he breathed.
Jessica understood. She slid off him and slinked her way down the bed until her face rested against his groin. She gripped his slick tip and pressed it to her mouth. Without a bit of teasing, she sucked hi down, bobbing her head immediately on his prick, jacking his root hard. His ass bucked up instinctively and when it dropped, the springs on the bed squeaked. They froze again, but his need was too desperate. He ran his fingers through her hair and again Jessica understood, sucking him, bobbing her head up and down, her tongue frantic against his underside.
Need wanted to be let loose. He tapped her head. She didn't relent and Corbin let loose, his come shooting up into her mouth like a geyser. Like her, something about the moment drove him to come hard, and he poured shot after shot across her tongue.
She swallowed him down, then leaned up one more time and kissed his chest. He gripped her ass and squeezed, and slowly she eased her way off the bed and vanished back into the night.
* * *
In the morning, sipping coffee with her parents at the kitchen table as they watched the snow build up on the back patio, Jessica thought they got away with it. But when Ollie disappeared back upstairs to brush his teeth, Kimberley said mildly, "If you must, please be mindful not to do it where Andrew might catch you. And wash the sheets."
Jessica's attention shot to her mother. "Um. Yes. Of course."
Kimberley smiled. "Good."
* * *
They found plenty of other opportunities that week to make love, especially during the days when both Kimberley and Ollie were at work. Andrew stayed at a friend's Monday and Tuesday, giving Jessica and Corbin ample opportunity. Her favorite session was when she was doing laundry in her underwear, and Corbin lifted her on top of the washer, four fingers buried in her cunt as he fucked her mouth with his tongue and jacked his cock with his other hand. They didn't actually technically have sex that time but it was still mind-blowing. She came three times, twice with his fingers, once with his tongue, and he came when she dropped down and squashed her breasts around his dick, spitting lewdly down at his tip as he fucked her tits.
They did get caught once, but not by any of Jessica's family. With Andrew back in the house Wednesday, Jessica took Corbin for a drive. They wound up deep in the back country, parked off an old dirt road with no traffic, especially given the snow. Jessica had one knee up on the back seat. Corbin hiked her skirt up high as he fucked her so hard they shook the car.
With Jessica's breathy moans and urges for him to keep fucking her, keep making her come and come and come, they never heard the crunch of the snow as the amused deputy walked towards them. He parked a tenth of a mile away to give them a proper scare, and managed to get right up on top of them before Corbin looked over and shouted, "Ah holy shit!"
He jerked out of Jessica, his cock red and throbbing with need, but his thought was for her first. He yanked down her skirt and nearly tripped in the snow in his haste to jerk back up his jeans. Jessica gasped, "What is it, what's-?"
"Young man. Miss," the deputy started. She yelped and dove deeper inside the car, twisting around and clamping her thighs shut. The deputy continued as if nothing had interrupted him. "Thought you might like to know, Ed Palmer has some cameras up around his house in case of situations like this."
"Oh, oh God," she said.
"That is what you were saying," the deputy said, clearly enjoying all this.
Corbin hurried up the zipper and did up his button. "Please," he said, "we didn't mean to, ah, cause any trouble or, or anything."
The deputy chuckled. "Relax. My wife and I used to sneak out here a time or two when we were about your age. If you feel the wild urge again, maybe consider a tent and supporting the parks by renting a campground for the day." He took out a can of chewing tobacco and loaded his upper lip, thinking about that. "You might even find a trip around Hattigan Loop worth the drive. Nice little scenic turnoff up there not many people know about. Just for future reference." He slapped Corbin's shoulder. "For now, though, you two ought to get back to town."
"Right. We will. Thanks, sir."
Jessica stepped out of the car gingerly as the deputy walked away. Corbin started laughing, then she joined in, hesitant at first, but by the time the deputy's car rolled by, they were nearly crying with it.
* * *
Their non-sexual exploits were just as interesting. On Monday, Corbin got a surprising phone call from Sam.
"Hey, bud! How's your vacation going?"
"Good," Sam said. "How's it going with Jessica's family?"
"Hits and misses," Corbin said. "Sometimes I think they like me, other times I'm pretty sure they're going to drag me out to the middle of nowhere and shoot me. So... better than I expected, I guess."
Sam laughed nervously at that. "Hey, um, I had a favor to ask you."
"Sure. What's up?"
"Could you maybe... um... ask Kacey if maybe she could get in touch with, ah, Mary, and ask if she'd like to hang out sometime?"
"Oh," Corbin said, sitting upright and swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. "Yeah, Sam, absolutely."
"She seems nice, right?"
"She does."
"I know she'll probably say no, but..." Sam hesitated. "I need to try and be... you know... out there."
"I get you completely. I hope she wants to."
"Maybe if she doesn't, you could help me just, you know, work on saying hello and being less nervous and stuff."
"Of course, man," Corbin said, touched. "And hey, she hasn't said no yet, so don't rule out a yes."
"Yeah, but I don't want to get my hopes up. Anyways... thanks. Hope you have fun."
"You too. Say hi to your family for me."
Corbin hung up, and texted Kacey.
-Hey! My roommate Sam liked Mary and wanted me to ask if she might want to hang out sometime.
By the time he got back from a shower, he had a message waiting for him.
-Aw. Like a date?
-Yes
-I'll ask. He was nice
Within another half hour, he had his answer, and called Sam, grinning.
"Hey," Sam said, already sounding morose.
"Hey back. So Mary wants to hang out, but she'd like to make it like a group date at first. Me, Jessica, Kacey, her boyfriend, that sort of thing. Cool with you?"
"She said yes?" Sam asked. "Holy crap, yes, that's awesome."
Corbin laughed. "We'll work it out when I get back. Congrats, buddy."
The rest of the week was filled with lazy fall break goodness. Jessica and Corbin caught a pair of matinees, one movie by themselves, the second with Andrew beside them. They ate too much, napped, and mostly spent the days secretly hoping this was what life would be like eventually for them, free of the buildup of the last few months and just... existing. Being together, with no goals, nothing to do but enjoy the days.
Corbin tried to do his best around Jessica's family, but like she told him, it might not be a victory he could achieve in just a week - or even a year. The point was driven home Wednesday morning when Corbin joined Andrew in the living room, watching him play an RPG.
"I don't recognize this one," Corbin said. "Any good?"
Andrew paused and looked at Corbin. "You don't have to do that."
"Do what?"
"Pretend to like things I like to be my friend."
Corbin grinned. "But I do like RPGs. I'm obsessed with Fallout."
If that fazed Andrew, he didn't show it. "What's your deal?"
"Sorry?"
"Every one of Jessica's boyfriends, they come with a deal. Maybe you haven't heard but the last guy she was with? He had a freaking harem. And the boyfriend before that, all you had to do was scrape him with a butter knife and you'd see he was a jerk. All of you have a deal. So what's yours?"
"Did I do something to piss you off?" Corbin asked.
"No," Andrew said, and resumed the game. He looked at Corbin sidelong. "But you will. Eventually."
* * *
Thanksgiving, and even for a family as peaceful as the Nakamuras, it was a madcap day.
Kimberley's traditional addition to the big family gathering at Ollie's mother's house was a chocolate silk pie. This year, she also settled on a cauliflower gratin casserole and Brussel sprout skewers. The day before, Corbin took Jessica's car to the store and brought back three different kinds of dip and some pita chips.
"I hope next time we do this I'm a decent enough cook I can actually do something homemade," he said.
"Next time?" Andrew asked.
"Andrew!" Jessica and Kimberley snapped as one.
"It's like Cerberus getting after me. Two heads. Same dog," Andrew said, rising up and wandering off.
The look of crushed disappointment on Corbin's face didn't vanish fast enough. Kimberley smiled at him apologetically. "It's always something around the holidays, isn't it?"
"Yeah. Yes. Absolutely. I stirred up some family drama now and then too."
"Oh, I think we all have," Kimberley said, giving his arm a squeeze as she walked by. Jessica sent her mom all the gratitude silently for that one.
Marilyn Nakamura, the matriarch of the family, lived in a single-floor ranch house just on the outskirts of town. When her husband bought the property back in the sixties, nothing was out in that direction but grass and a few cows. Now the city sprawled right to her doorstep, but there was still enough of that old country life still visible from her doorstep that it maintained a certain charm.
A handful of vehicles were already parked out in front of her fence when they arrived. The guys carried the hot dishes while Jessica carried Corbin's contributions. "Snow's really coming down," she said, squinting up at the sky.
"Supposed to clear up Saturday and Sunday," Ollie said. "But still, if you need to stay longer, you need to stay longer."
Inside, Grandma Marilyn's residence was, on paper, smaller than Kimberley and Ollie's house, but it was functionally a much more accessible space. The living room was absolutely huge, with two full length couches and a love seat in a sitting arrangement near a silent TV. The dining room table looked like it could seat a battalion, and even more chairs lined the wall.
The place lacked the order of Kimberley's stringent rules, but not for a lack of trying. Children ran room to room and people lazily flowed from conversations in the living room to the kitchen. Kimberley and Ollie greeted everyone, and there was a general chorus of hellos and nice to meet yous when Corbin was introduced.
"Come meet my grandmother first," Jessica told Corbin, "then we'll make the rounds, if that's okay."
"Perfect," he said. "I should have brought a notepad for names."
She grinned at that and took his hand. A couple of her younger cousins swarmed her on the way to the kitchen, and she dropped low, hugging them one by one and asking them if they'd been behaving. The general consensus was yes, though there was one child with a gleam in her eye who giggled and ran away at the question.
In the kitchen, seated a few feet away from the hubbub of activity dominated by Cathy, a squat, round woman with thick lips, a thicker jaw, and a sour expression on her face looked up. She was well-lined and her eyes lacked a luster until she saw Jessica. She struggled to stand up with the help of a cane, and Corbin rushed to her.
"Oooh, he's a handsome one, Jessica," the old woman wheezed.
"Hello, Mrs. Nakamura," Corbin said. "I'm Corbin. Block. Jessica's told me a lot about you."
"Oh, and polite too."
"Hello, Grandma," Jessica said, coming in for a hug and a kiss.
"I'm glad you came," Marilyn said. "Thank you."
"I told you I would," Jessica said. Her grandmother shuffled backwards towards her chair and Jessica took her elbow. "How are you?"
"Fat and tired."
"You look lovely," Jessica said, and pinched the black lace at the fringe of her grandmother's blouse. "I like this."
Marilyn wasn't paying her any attention anymore, though. She eyed Corbin up and down as he came back to Jessica's side and wrapped an arm around her. "You're the one that has her so wrapped up, her mother tells me."
"I'd like to think so," Corbin said, chuckling. "But it's her that has me all wrapped up. I take one look at her, and bam, there goes whatever I was thinking. Not that there's all that much going on up here anyways."
"Sorry, one more time. Charles?"
"Corbin."
"Corbin." Marilyn shifted in her chair. "That's a good strong name."
"Well, thank you. I'm very fond of Marilyn, too."
Marilyn looked up at Jessica. "Watch out. I'm moving in on this one."
That startled a laugh out of Jessica, and she squeezed her grandmother's shoulder. "Can I get you anything, Grandmother? Tea? Coffee?"
"No to the coffee," Cathy said. "The doctors don't want her having any."
Marilyn blew her lips at her daughter, and said, "What I want is for you to come sit with me. Both of you. Keep me distracted so I don't get into the pies again."
"Grandmother decided one year she was going to have pie as an appetizer," Jessica told Corbin.
"Hey, I've had it for breakfast plenty of times," he said, patting his stomach. "I can get behind having it as an appetizer."
They camped out there with Marilyn. Between her and Cathy, Corbin was given an easy third-degree. Jessica barely spoke a word. She was lost in the easy way Corbin had about him with her grandmother, but she really shouldn't have been surprised. Corbin could be awkward when he was nervous, but when he relaxed, he was one of the more charming men she'd ever known.
Marilyn was not senile, but she loved to change a conversation's course in mid-thought if it suited her, a trait her dad remembered all the way back to his childhood. Corbin rolled with the punches admirably well, talking college courses, what kind of pie he liked, did he like the terrible rap music, had he ever been out of the country. When he said he hadn't and asked if Marilyn had, Jessica knew, knew without a doubt, Marilyn was now a major fan of his. Give her a chance to tell stories, and she was going to chew your ear off for hours. And miracle of miracles, Corbin didn't fake being polite to appease her. He didn't make token sounds of acknowledgment. He listened and he asked questions, and before Jessica's eyes, her grandmother, who looked about as bored as she ever had when they first came in, found someone to entertain her.
Oh I am so wildly in love with you, Corbin, Jessica thought.
Jessica excused herself with a quiet word when she saw her dad at the edge of the kitchen, watching Corbin and Marilyn sit and talk. His expression was lost and dazed, and he started when Jessica wrapped her arm around him.
"He's a good man," Jessica murmured.
"I may have been abrupt with him early this week," Ollie said, and kissed the top of his daughter's head. "I won't apologize for it, but I'm coming to understand why you like him."
"Love him, Dad."
"Yes," her father said, smiling. "Of course."
"Andrew-"
"-is worried about you. He doesn't want to connect with anyone he thinks might hurt you."
"Mm."
"Jessica!" a family member called. "Come say hello!"
Jessica pecked her father on the cheek. "Thank you for looking out for me."



* * *
After dinner ended and people started to drift away, Jessica came to Corbin, still seated beside Marilyn. They were listening to a young one talk animatedly about a toy he was holding.
"An' it's got lasers and it's like, like, like fighting big cats!" the boy exclaimed, waving his action figure in midair.
"Big cats?" Marilyn asked. "Don't those scare you?"
"No!" the boy shouted, twirling side to side. "Cause they'd bite me and break their tooth. I broke my tooth." Staring at Corbin, he pointed at a gap in his teeth.
"Oh wow, did it hurt?" Corbin asked.
"A little," the boy said, pondering that. "I fell off a chair."
"Oof," Corbin said. "If I did that, I think I'd go splat."
"You and me both," Marilyn said.
"Cole!" a woman called. "Time to go. Kiss Grandma goodbye."
The boy squirmed, and Marilyn leaned forward. He darted in for a bare brush of her cheek. She leaned back, watching the boy run to his mother before she glanced up at Jessica.
"Suppose you need to be leaving too?"
"I'll come see you before we go on Sunday," Jessica said.
"Of course," Marilyn said, struggling to get to her feet again. Corbin rose and she accepted his arm gratefully, sighing as she finally managed to steady herself on her cane. "They wanted to do the knee surgery before Christmas, but I'm not having all you down there in Mexico wondering if I'm chasing after the doctors."
Jessica laughed and sniffed. "I wish I could be here when you came out the operating room."
"Me too," Marilyn said. "But you got to think about college first. I'll be fine." She eyed Corbin shrewdly. "You propose yet?"
"No ma'am."
"Get on that. You're a smart, nice boy. She's got good hips for a man to grab. You'll figure the rest out."
Corbin laughed hard at that, and Jessica gasped, "Grandma!"
"The way you've been eyeing him all night, don't tell me you don't want him putting babies in you about as rapid fire as those machine guns."
Now Jessica choked up laughing, and embraced her grandmother one more time. "I love you, Grandma."
"Love you too, Jessie. You still got my number. When you two get married, I want to be sitting in the front row."
"You know you will be."
Corbin added, "And I'll want a dance at the reception."
"Well, on second thought, maybe I'll just run off with him," Marilyn said.
When everyone said goodbye, they headed back for Kimberley and Ollie's. They played board games late into the early evening, but with a day of shopping ahead of them, Kimberley soon called it a night. She kissed her husband, hugged her children, and headed up to her bedroom.
"I should probably try and do the same," Jessica said.
"Have fun tomorrow," Corbin said.
"Thanks. I'm looking forward to spending some time with Mom. It's... overdue."
"She loves you very much, Jessica," Oliver said.
"I know," Jessica said. "I love her very much too. I wish..." She trailed off, and her father nodded. She patted him on the back, kissed Corbin, and headed upstairs.
Andrew started to collect the board game detritus, eyeing Corbin. "Don't want to go tuck her in?"
"Andrew, that is enough," Oliver said quietly.
"Come on, Dad-"
"No. Enough," Oliver said, much firmer. "You have had an attitude problem all day and I won't tolerate it. Corbin is a guest in our house."
"You're looking out for her," Corbin said. "I get that."
Andrew folded his arms. "No you don't. All those other guys she said she loved, they were temporary. We could see that. Maybe she couldn't but we could. You, she really loves you. And if you're like all the others, that means you're going to rip her to shreds when you leave."
"Andrew!" Oliver said, the closest to angry Corbin had ever seen him that week. "That. Is. Enough!"
Corbin studied Andrew for a long moment, silent, contemplating something he'd been meaning to talk to Oliver about alone the next day. "I think I can clear this up. Can I ask you both for a favor? I want to take a ride somewhere tomorrow. Just to get your opinion on something I'm thinking about."
"What about?" Oliver asked, confused.
"I'm going to keep it a secret for now," Corbin said. "But I promise you, Andrew, I think... I think it might help you and me get along."
* * *
Sleep eluded Jessica that night. She was too pensive about the talk she needed to have with her mother, too worried about Andrew's snappishness with Corbin, too lost in her own world to slip down into sleep with Corbin.
Sometime late in the night, she felt him shift and ease away from her. He collected his shirt from the floor and dressed in silence before padding out to the hallway. For a big man he could move so quietly. But the silence was shattered when she heard him murmur, "Mrs. Nakamura? Are you okay?"
Jessica pushed out of bed. Her mother was awake?
Murmurs, too low to be heard. Jessica went to the bedroom door, hesitated, and pulled it open, unsure why she wasn't just flying out there.
Corbin's voice. He wasn't on the second floor anymore, but downstairs. "-something you need to talk about? I would be happy to listen, and it wouldn't go beyond me, if you didn't want it to."
"You're very sweet," Kimberley said, sniffing. Was her mother... crying? "It's nothing. Really."
A pause, then quieter, Corbin said, "Mrs. Nakamura... Kimberley... I've seen you down here two other nights like this, crying."
What? Jessica mouthed.
"Maybe it's not my place, and if you tell me again you're okay, I'll let it go, I promise. But maybe it would be good to let it out to someone. If that's what you need."
"I'm sorry," Kimberley said. "I didn't mean for anyone to hear me."
"No, hey, don't apologize."
There was a long silence, and at first, Jessica didn't think her mother would speak. Then, finally, Kimberley said, "It's her car."
"Sorry?"
"That's what I've been looking at and crying over. She'll have to go soon. You both will. And the next time I see her... my, my Jessica, it'll be like another jump in time. She's grown. She's grown so much. She was born and then so angry with me and now she's this wonderful woman. There were so many steps in there I missed. So much pain I caused her, so many damn... r-rules, I feel like she grew up overnight and it's all my fault."
Jessica's lips parted. "Mom," she whispered silently.
"Well," Corbin said. "I think you also helped shape her into the wonderful woman she is. Don't you?"
"No," Kimberley whispered. "I think she became this woman in spite of me. I think Jessica's always cut her own path and I'm so proud of her but I miss my little girl."
Muffled crying. Corbin, murmuring, "Hey, hey, it's all right, she loves you, she loves you so much."
Sniffing, then a soft laugh. "I'm being silly and selfish. Jessica's got her life to live. That's what every woman wants for her daughter, strength and independence and fire, and she's got all that. I just... I don't want to look up at the door someday when she comes home again and realize she's middle aged and I've wasted another twenty years shoving her away."
"I don't think you're being selfish at all. I don't know what happened but it's never too late."
"You can't turn back time."
"No," Corbin said. "But you can make up for it. Have fun tomorrow. Let loose. Then again at Christmas, on vacation. And every time there's a long weekend or something, think, oh, hey, maybe I should invite Corbin and Jessica up, or come down for a few days just because you miss her."
"You have your own lives."
"They wouldn't be worth it without family."
Tears slid down Jessica's face and she nodded to herself.
"You really are a good man," Kimberley said, chuckling and sounding like she was crying all at once. "Jessica did so well with you."
"Well, thank you." Corbin hesitated. "Hey, um, about tomorrow. There's something I'm going to ask Oliver and Andrew when I have a chance. But I think maybe I'd like to ask you first-"
Jessica's hand rose to her mouth, and before she eavesdropped on what she knew Corbin was going to ask, what she hoped for most, she hurried away, crying, grinning like a loon.
After a while, he headed back upstairs, used the bathroom, and came back to her in the guest bedroom. Jessica waited in the dark until Corbin slipped under the sheets and blankets. When he cuddled up behind her again like he had when they were sleeping, she reached behind her, patting at him like she was searching for something. He gave her his hand and she pulled it around her waist. He kissed her neck and fell asleep soon afterward, but for Jessica, there was no sleep whatsoever that night.
Her phone's alarm rang well before dawn from her bedroom. Jessica turned and gave Corbin a kiss on the nose. "Yes. That's your answer. Yes. I'll love you forever," she whispered to him, rubbing his chest.
When she made it downstairs in a pair of comfy sweats, a long-sleeved shirt, and a sweater vest, her mother was already up and going. "You really are up," Kimberley said, smiling. Then she winced. "I'm sorry. That sounded more sour than I meant. I-"
Jessica charged her. They hugged, the tears already flowing from Jessica as she rocked with her mother. "I'm sorry, Mom. I... I... I was going to give this whole speech, but I just... I'm so sorry for all of it, for being so mean and hateful and just... all of it."
"Oh honey, no," Kimberley whispered. "No, I'm sorry. I never want to push you away again."
"Can we be sorry together?"
Kimberley brushed away her daughter's tears, and nodded.
* * *
Ollie pushed a mug of coffee in Corbin's direction. Corbin took it with real thanks. His late-night heart-to-heart with Kimberley left him feeling drained, not to mention how frazzled he already was about the conversation he needed to have with Ollie and Andrew.
Almost through the storm, he told himself. The worst they can say is no, and it wouldn't change a thing. He'd still love Jessica. He just hoped for her sake they said yes.
"Kimberley left this for you," Ollie said, tapping an envelope on the counter. "She said if we agreed to whatever it is you want to talk to us about, you'd need it."
Corbin ripped open the envelope and looked inside. On a folded scrap of paper was written a single number. He smiled and stowed the envelope away.
"Want to tell me what this is about?" Ollie asked, somewhat testily given the man's usual cool nature.
"She didn't tell you?"
"Not for a lack of trying on my part, but no, she wouldn't say a word about it," Ollie said. "So what do you want to ask me?"
"I think you know," Corbin said, "but just for my own amusement and because I've been so nervous around you this whole week, I want to play it out a little longer."
Ollie surprised him with a snort of a laugh. "All right."
They drank their coffee and talked some about the upcoming trip home for Corbin and Jessica on Sunday. It was snowing again, but it looked like they'd have a clear window when they could squeeze back to Agramonte.
Andrew came out of his bedroom an hour later, looking as tired as Corbin felt. He yawned into his hand and asked, "All right, what is it you want from us?"
Corbin was feeling his oats by that point, because he was certain, absolutely certain, that even if they said no, Kimberley was going to convince them to come around. All he needed was time in that case. And besides, he was tired of being scared of these two. He was in love with Jessica. She was in love with him. If they didn't want to give him their blessing, so be it. He'd figure out a way to prove to them someday he was worth her.
"You guys want breakfast? My treat," Corbin said. "Funny how I hungry I am, considering it's the day after Thanksgiving and I probably still have ten pounds of turkey in me." Both men stared at him, unamused. "All right, talk first, then breakfast." He drew in a deep breath. "If you were to hit a jewelry store in town, which one would you go to?"
"What?" Andrew asked, nonplussed. "Would you just get on with it?"
Ollie reached out and squeezed his son's arm. "Andrew," he said, but his voice was distant as he stared at Corbin. "You're serious."
"Yes."
"Serious about what?" Andrew asked.
Corbin leaned forward. "You told me yesterday you wanted to know how long I was sticking around for. The question isn't really mine to answer. It's Jessica's. Because I'm going to be a part of her life as long as she'll let me."
"Man, I am so conf..." Realization walloped Andrew all at once. "You're talking about proposing."
"Yeah," Corbin said, leaning back. "I am." To Ollie, he said, "You asked what I was going to do to contribute to Jessica's life, and the truth is, this year, probably not a lot. I'm sorry about that. I really am. I know I'm just getting my feet under me as an adult but I promise you, sir, I'm not a slacker. I'm not going to be content to stay at home and do nothing. Jessica has an incredible future ahead of her in child psychology and whatever needs to be done to make sure she gets that doctorate, I'm going to help her do it. But I think she's already well on that road herself. This summer, next year, all of college, I'll find something to do for work that'll help contribute, but she's already burning so bright that's probably all it'll be in comparison, and I'm damn happy and proud of her for that."
Ollie nodded hesitantly. Andrew stared at them, his mouth open, eyes wide. Corbin turned his attention to him. "Andrew, I don't blame you for a second for defending Jessica. I don't ever want you to let me off the hook. You are absolutely right. She deserves the best man she can get in this world and maybe sometimes that won't be me. So I'm going to ask you to kick my ass into shape when I need it. But I'm hoping too, not just for her sake here but because I think you're a funny, cool guy, I'm hoping we can be friends. And I know that's not easy, given the guys she's dated before and the fact we've only known a week. That's a huge ask. So instead, what I'm asking for from you is to just give me a chance. Let me prove myself to you. I'm not here to shove my way into your life, but I'd like to be a part of it." He took in both of them. "I'm not looking for your permission. I am going to ask her over spring break. I've already begun planning how I want to do it. But Jessica's said she's an old-fashioned girl and I'm coming to you asking for your blessing. To give us both as clear a conscience walking into this as we can manage."
Andrew closed his mouth, still silent. His hands folded together, unfolded, fidgeted, and folded again. He looked at his dad, and Ollie stood up to come to him, wrapping an arm around his shoulder. The father said quietly, "What's your budget?"
"About six hundred dollars. I had a little windfall earlier this year. I can probably go as high as nine hundred but it would make next semester tight."
"Six hundred should be enough to buy her a... a beautiful ring," Ollie said, his throat working. "Corbin, I owe you an apology."
"No," Corbin said. "You don't. Not for defending her like that. God knows if we have a daughter I hope to be that polite when I have the talk with her future husband. Does this mean...?"
"My daughter loves you. You have been polite and kind. The only rule you've broken in my house is the one that kept you away from her."
Corbin blushed. "Ah, I thought... ah..."
"You were not as secretive as you might have liked," Ollie said. "But that was a silly, old-fashioned rule anyways. I hope you feel comfortable staying with her any time you're a part of our home. Yes, Corbin, you have my blessing."
"Andrew?" Corbin asked. "How about you, man?"
"I think..." Andrew nodded. He couldn't do much more than that. Corbin stood up, and came to the young man. He squeezed Andrew's shoulder, and the boy rose to his feet to hug him. Ollie was next, and Corbin finally stood back, grinning as wide as he'd ever grinned before.
"The letter my wife gave you...?" Ollie asked.
"Jessica's ring size. She said she bought her a ring a couple years back for a birthday present."
Ollie nodded. "There are three jewelry stores I can think of," he said. "And it being Black Friday, I think we should hurry."
* * *
Sunday, and Jessica held out a small degree of hope the snow might mean they stuck around a couple more days, but no. The temperatures rose to fifty degrees even before they set off, and there wasn't so much as a hint of snow or rain. It was perfect traveling weather.
Damn.
Her father helped Corbin load up the car as she stood on the driveway with Kimberley and Andrew. Her brother had been mostly silent the last couple days. Not moody, just quiet. Whatever beef there had been between him and Corbin seemed squashed, and she was grateful for it. Kimberley too had been mellow and relaxed around Jessica's boyfriend. This was a whole new side to her mother, playful, happy, content. This was the woman she could have been if Jessica wasn't so intent on making her life miserable for so long.
There was nothing for that now but to try and make up for the past.
Jessica hugged her tight, sniffling into her mom's sweater. "Well call you on the road and when we get home," she promised. "And we're going to have so much fun at Christmas."
"If you wanted to go with Corbin to his home for the holiday, we would be happy to pay the cancellation fees," Kimberley said.
Jessica shook her head firmly. "No. You and me, we're going to be attached at the hip for a week or two. Dancing, the beach, all the touristy things we can do, all of it."
Kimberley sniffed and smiled. "Then I'm looking forward to it."
Jessica let her go and hugged her brother. "Hey, you."
"Hey," Andrew started. He hesitated, then added, "Jessica, I like Corbin. He's a good guy."
"I'm very fond of him too."
"Good." He hugged her again. "But I still want boob pics of your last girlfriends."
She laughed and pulled away from him. Her dad and Corbin came back to join the group. Andrew stepped up close to Corbin, pausing for a long moment, then theatrically falling into him with a massive hug. Corbin laughed and patted Andrew's back. Then he was hugging Ollie, and when it came time to Kimberley, Jessica's mother gave him a shy, pained smile.
"Thank you for listening to me," she murmured as he hugged her.
"Hey. Any time. I mean that. You have my number. Really looking forward to seeing all of you again."
"Us too," she said. "Take care of our Jessie."
"Always," Corbin promised her.
* * *
An hour later, well on the road, Jessica leaned back in her new makeshift blanket nest in the passenger's seat, watching Corbin with a smile.
"What?" he asked, grinning too.
"I heard. When you talked to my mom. I heard."
"Ohhh," he said. "How much?"
"Enough. You're the best man in the world, Corbin Block."
"And you're... like... the three billionth best woman. Four billionth on the outside." He glanced over and squeezed her knee. "All of it? You heard all of it?"
"I heard enough," she repeated. "When are you going to ask me?"
"Ask you what?"
"You know."
"Hmmm. I seem to remember someone telling me they didn't want to be exclusive until after I slept with Dr. Windsor."
A scene played out in Jessica's mind of the sex party with Dr. Madison.
Of the professor sucking Corbin's cock until he came.
Of Dr. Madison grinning over her shoulder at Jessica as Corbin's girlfriend opened the door, allegedly to run and grab Corbin a washcloth.
Of letting in Pamela Windsor, who dropped her robe and came in as silent as Jessica.
Of Dr. Madison leaving with a wink as Dr. Windsor slid up onto the bed, Corbin still blindfolded and tied up.
Jessica had been so surprised when Josh called and told her the news - Dr. Madison didn't want Corbin at the sex party. Dr. Windsor did. And through a flurry of phone calls and meetings with the two professors, Jessica's plan came to perfect fruition. Why? they wanted to know. Why not just tell him? Why go through the game?



Because, Jessica said, she wanted to see if he would, to see if he could really become the man she molded him into being. And most of all, just because it was going to be so deliciously fun to spring the truth on him in the way she had planned.
Corbin wasn't the only one with a secret. He could have asked Jessica to marry him any time he wanted to, because he'd already won the game.
He just didn't know it yet.
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"You know how it goes. Take one, pass it back. You'll have an hour and a half. Take your time, use it wisely. When you're done, bring them up to me," Dr. Windsor said to her waiting students.
She bounced as she walked to the front row. There was no other word for it. Her clothes were professional but so goddamn tight she threatened to burst out of them. Corbin stiffened at the sight, thinking amusedly how this started with him getting a hardon in her class and her seeing it in a moment of embarrassment. Now he was plotting to fuck her. What an odd semester it had been.
Time.
Every moment of the last few months built to this. His girlfriend Jessica planned to form Corbin into a lady killer. Anyone he wanted on campus could be his, she told him, and so far, she hadn't been proven wrong. Their ultimate goal back then was for him to sleep with Dr. Windsor, one of the hottest women on campus and his crush.
Corbin didn't give a damn anymore about the sexy professor. This had moved well beyond that. This was about his future. Jessica's future.
Their future.
Gone was all his doubt about what he wanted and if he deserved Jessica Nakamura, the fantasy woman of his dreams. Her self-doubts would always plague her, a scar he was willing and happy to kiss when she needed it.
He was ready for this game to be over, and so was she. He could feel that too in every anticipatory moment they spent together, in the way neither of them slept at night. Corbin might only be nineteen, but he knew with absolute unflinching certainty what he wanted in life. To be with Jessica, forever.
If he managed to pull this off, he got whatever he wanted out of their relationship. If he failed, she would get the same. That they both wanted to get married and have a family was clear, but it was the proposal that hung in the balance. He had a plan in motion on how he wanted to pop the question, but Corbin had nearly caved in and done it a dozen times since he bought the ring over the fall break, aided by Jessica's father and her brother. Every morning Corbin woke up next to Jessica and thought that would be the day he'd propose. Every evening, after they fucked or made love, depending on their mood, he thought about asking her, about starting the next part of their journey together.
Patience, he told himself. You can make it.
Everything was set to try to sleep with Pamela Windsor. There was no more planning to be done. Nothing that needed to be bought or prepared or any of that. All that was left was to make his move, such a simple one it was almost laughable. Would Dr. Windsor say no? Probably. He was a student, she was his professor. He'd fucked her daughter a few times. Same with one of her colleagues and best friends. By now Pamela had to know there was blood in the water and he was circling.
If he didn't do this, Jessica might try to propose to him, or tell him to propose to her, and he would, unquestionably.
This was worth every risk.
He took the stack of tests from the student in front of him, laid his out, and twisted around to hand them to the next one. When he turned back around, this time, he was certain Dr. Windsor was looking at him. His heart and his spirit might be ready to move on, but his body still roared for her. He wanted to take her every way he could.
Soon, he told himself, giving her a wide, easy smile. Either I'm going to be fucking you or you're going to throw me out of your house. Either way, an end. Finally.
She smiled back. He thought the challenge in her eyes was about the final. Corbin couldn't have known what she already knew.
But he was going to find out.
Time.
* * *
Christmas lights twinkled merrily in Sam and Corbin's dorm room. The string they bought was too long for just the window, so they ended up buying another couple strings and hung them from the ceiling to give the room a brilliant cheery vibe.
The room was jam-packed with friends. Corbin and Jessica were seated together at a corner of his bed, his legs spread wide so she could sit between them. Sam's friends Patrick and Dan took up corners of the two guys' beds, while Sam and his new girlfriend Mary sandwiched back against a wall, bags of Chinese food beside them. Kacey and her boyfriend, a bearish guy named Manny, sat together on the room's wooden chairs. Kacey and Mary's friend Shawna was no longer in the picture. From what Corbin understood, her sarcasm and bitterness became too much over Thanksgiving break and she was now hanging with a different crowd.
The party marked an end to the semester. With only one day of finals left, everyone would be scattering to the winds until January. Sam and Mary lived pretty close by to each other, just an hour's drive in heavy traffic and markedly less so in anything lighter, and would get to see each other plenty over the break. That was good. Their coupling was a new thing, born just a couple weeks prior over a fun group date with Kacey and her guy as well as Corbin and Jessica. Sam thought he flubbed it, considering he stuttered through every conversation, but Mary found something about his nervousness and goofiness sweet. And as it turned out, they shared a lot of interests in the same things. Their favorite date nights were spent at a local games shop, huddled over rulebooks and character sheets with Patrick and Dan.
Things were just drawing to a close. Corbin and Jessica needed to get moving soon. They would be going back to her place first, then Corbin would be going on. One last step, and then his and Jessica's future stopped being a roll of the dice.
Jessica had been quiet most the evening. Neither of them had done much more than pick at their dim sum and Sichuan pork. Corbin didn't want to overeat, but he wasn't sure why Jessica seemed reluctant to eat. Nerves, he supposed. She had a lot riding on this too.
One aspect did bother him quite a bit. Back when Jessica gave him a lesson on spontaneity, he had to sleep with a random person over a weekend she was gone. That person was Kacey, and though she was a great woman and now a good friend, Corbin discovered a lot about himself that weekend, namely that he didn't want to fool around with anyone if Jessica wasn't going to be there. That night, Corbin could see no organic way of bringing Jessica along with him and still managing to pull this off. It would be awkward enough as a solo effort. But to try and force a threesome on a professor out of nowhere was a bit too far even for his newfound self-confidence.
He didn't like the idea of sleeping with Dr. Windsor when Jessica wasn't there. It felt like cheating, even if she knew about it and had always been the one to push this as a final test of her ability to transform him into the ultimate fantasy man. Doing this without her when they worked so hard to achieve this felt wrong, but it was far more basic than that. Corbin didn't want to feel like he was going behind Jessica's back, even if the thought of driving his cock in and out of Dr. Windsor's sweet MILFy pussy set off every charge inside him.
His megrims evaporated when a timer on Manny's phone went off. He reached over and squeezed Kacey's knee. Funny how he always needed to be touching her when Corbin was around. Good guy, but possessive, and he knew they'd hooked up.
"Movie time," Manny said.
Kacey took his hand in hers. "Mm, popcorn and Chinese all in the same night. I'm going to get so fat."
"Good!" Manny said cheerfully. "Easier for me to grab you and pin you down for some of the fun stuff." She let go of his hand and smacked his hip.
"Sam, keep our leftovers," Corbin said to his roommate.
"You can have ours too," Manny said. Corbin might have been dense when it came to relationships, but he was smart enough to pick up the guy was trying to match him measure for measure. Corbin had to fight a tiny grin. Dan and Patrick echoed the pair of them.
"You guys sure?" Sam asked.
Mary elbowed him. "Shhh, be quiet. Moo goo gai pan for breakfast tomorrow." She moaned for emphasis.
Sam said in a hurry, "Right, yeah, what was I thinking?"
"Hey, Sam, you got that thing?" Jessica asked.
"Yup!" Sam said, sliding off his bed. "Hey, guys, can we catch up? I need to give Jessica and Corbin something."
The rest of the room cleared out, leaving the two roommates and Jessica. Even Mary left. Sam stowed away the leftovers, then knelt by the foot of his bed.
"This was actually Jessica's idea," Sam said.
"Dude, you don't have to get me anything," Corbin said.
"No, no, I'm not. Just returning some things." Sam handed Jessica a box and lifted another tote himself. They opened them up, and inside were all of Corbin's action figures and statuettes from the beginning of the semester. He gave them to Sam when Jessica told him his half of the room was decorated childishly. It led to a fight, the biggest and so far only one of their relationship, but they had long since mended things.
"My landlord gave me the okay to put in some shelves," Jessica said, rubbing Corbin's back. "When we're on break, a friend's going to install them in the living room and our bedroom."
"Aw, hey," Corbin said, picking one of them up and chuckling. "That's awesome."
"It's the one part of you I wish I hadn't tried to change," she said, moving her hand to his cheek. "I told you this kind of stuff would push women away, but the truth is, anyone who would let something like this ruin a chance with a guy like you, they'd be a real bitch." She smiled, but it didn't last, and she added quietly, "Like me."
"No," Corbin said. "Never."
"Definitely not," Sam agreed.
"I don't want you to ever think you shouldn't be who you are, or not like what you like. It's our home, not just mine. I want you to be as comfortable in it as me."
"Thanks, Jessica," Corbin said, hugging her tight. She sniffed and gestured to Sam. He joined them, and for a moment, all the tension, all the worries faded.
* * *
Jessica stared out at the city as they cruised carefully down the road. One more day, and Corbin would be flying out. A few more until she went to the airport to meet her family in Mexico.
Weeks apart. She hated the thought. Hated it so much it brought tears to her eyes. She tried to focus on the good, that she and her mother would be spending some good quality time together, that maybe they could continue the healing they started over Thanksgiving break. But thinking about her bed, empty, waking up alone without Corbin beside her, it sent her into a dark mood, even knowing what was coming.
Or who.
"You all right?" Corbin asked quietly.
She blinked away the tears and turned to give him a tiny nod. "Yeah. I'm okay. Game face, baby."
"Almost to the finish line," he agreed.
"When you crash and burn, I'm going to make you my relationship servant."
"Oh yeah?" Corbin asked, raising an eyebrow.
"I think I'll be generous and let you sleep on the couch."
"It's a pretty comfy couch."
"It is, isn't it? Hm. Not much of a punishment."
He laughed softly. "And if I win... hmmm."
Jessica shivered delightedly at the thought. Corbin already had won. He just didn't know it yet. She didn't know when or how he would propose, but he'd been cagey about some texts between Thanksgiving and the Christmas break. There was no guile to him - he was one of the worst liars she'd ever met - so Jessica held no fear he was seeing someone else, despite his claims the ninja texts were from Selena Gomez sending him boob pics.
Was he planning it for tomorrow? Oh God, imagine that. Imagine them going to the airport, only for him to say at security, "Oh, I forgot, I need to give you this," and then turning and kneeling. Imagine stepping off the plane in Mexico to show her family the ring on her finger. The thought warmed her up.
Or maybe... maybe when they saw each other again. Just as she was flying out last, she would be flying back to Agramonte first. What if she picked him up and he said, "We need to take a detour?" Then maybe he'd have some beautiful spot picked out, like the park where they told each other they wanted to be in a relationship and not just friends anymore.
What kind of a ring would Corbin give her? She hoped it wasn't too expensive. Not that he wasn't good with his money but Jessica didn't need a fancy ring. Something to catch her eye in an odd moment, something to touch when she was apart from him. That was all she wanted.
"All I want is you," she said out loud.
"Ohhh, but that's if you win," Corbin said, tapping a finger against his lip. "If I win, if I win... hm. Well, first things first, we are putting a full-sized sexy mural of Bigfoot in the bedroom. Obviously."
"Obviously," Jessica agreed.
"Then we're going to talk about a fondue set on either side of the bed. Mne will be chocolate, yours cheese."
"I'm wondering why we're not putting fondue pots beside the bed right now."
"Every Friday night will be you mud wrestling one of our sexy friends."
"Ooh, this just gets better and better."
They made the turn onto her street. "Costumes too. Not to spoil your Christmas present, but think Italian plumber, mustache, the whole works."
She laughed. God, but Corbin could always make her laugh.
Two weeks, her mind whispered.
At home, they lugged in his action figures, Corbin still coming up with wild ideas for his win. Jessica's laughter and smile felt plastic to her. He only stopped upstairs, when he had to shower and freshen up. His jokes ended, their smiles faded. Jessica walked out of there to sit on the edge of the bed.
When he finished up and came out, his aftershave left her wanting to explore him with her tongue, to taste every inch of him. Jessica marveled at the changes in him since they met. Gone were the extra pounds and the shaggy look. In their place was a man, young, well-muscled, eyes soulful and sweet.
"What do you think for tonight?" he asked, unaware she was studying him so intently as he dug through the closet. "Khakis and a long sleeve tee, maybe? Or do you think jeans?"
"I think tonight you decide," Jessica said. "This is your final exam. Teacher can't help you anymore."
The words were meant as playful, but there was a hitch to them. Corbin turned and studied her. The twinkle in his eyes vanished, and he came to her.
"Everything changes tonight," Jessica whispered.
"Yeah." He took her hands, and kissed them before leaning down to kiss her too. "Jess, it's not too late. We're not committed to anything here."
"No. I want you to try doing this. For science."
He didn't smile. "I mean it. I'll give you the win. Whatever you want, tonight. "
Jessica's heart soared. "Anything?"
"Jessica Nakamura, I've been utterly yours since you came to my dorm room." He slid one finger under her chin and tilted her head up. His thumb came up and brushed away the fresh tears spilling down her cheeks. "You can always have whatever ii is you want from me. Now and forever."
"After this Christmas break..." she started, and he was pushing her down to the bed, chasing her lips.
"Tell me," he breathed against her.
"I know it won't always be possible. I'm a realist." He pulled back, looking into her eyes. She roped her hands around his neck. "But I don't want to spend another holiday away from you."
He nodded. "Me either."
His fingers fell away from her face, to the hem of her sweater. She almost let him do it, almost gave in to the need, but before he untucked it from her jeans, she took his hands and pulled them away. She shook her head, trying to smile through the wave of emotions she felt for him.
"You need to save it."
A flash of confusion crossed his eyes, but Corbin nodded and pulled back to get dressed, both of them silent.
When he was ready, he dug through the end table for his condoms and came up with an empty box of condoms. "Ah damn, I thought I had a couple left," he said. "Not any on your side, is there? Maybe I tossed them in there."
Jessica hurried to look. "Nope."
"Ugh. I'll need to stop along the way." He grabbed up his wallet and his keys, and studied Jessica, a faint smile spreading on his face. "I'm getting all twisted up here. Almost there, baby."
"You're going to do great."
"I'll settle for doing okay enough not to get my ass chewed out and my grade lowered. How do I look?"
"Hm, twirl around for me?"
He did, putting his hands on his butt and giving it a playful spank. She grinned, and came to him to adjust his collar and trace his chest. They held each other a long moment, not speaking, just swaying, and finally Jessica leaned up to kiss the corner of his mouth.
So much planning. So many secrets. She tried to keep up the somber look. Tried not to grin.
"Go get her."
He nodded. "No pressure. No pressure."
They headed downstairs. Corbin grabbed up the presents he bought ostensibly for Sasha and her mother, but really to use as an excuse to drop by Dr. Windsor's house. They already made arrangements with Sasha to not be there. Jessica told Corbin they'd be going out for drinks and maybe get up to a little fun themselves.
She walked him out. There were no words there at the last, just one last soft kiss. Two weeks, she told herself again, her hands trembling as they clasped his cheeks.
Two weeks, and then forever.
When Corbin pulled out onto the street, she watched him just long enough to see him make the turn, then whipped out her phone and called a number
* * *
Time.
Corbin stared up at the big two-story house. The Windsor home was decorated with a few tasteful white lights, and a thick tree dominated one big window. Otherwise it seemed sleepy and dark. Maybe Dr. Windsor had gone out after all. That would be funny, wouldn't it? Thwarted not by a no, but by her not being home?
He chuckled to himself, but there was no humor in it. In his mind's eye he kept seeing Jessica's tears. At the pharmacy buying condoms, all he could think about was her, not Dr. Windsor.
This felt like cheating. This so very much felt like cheating.
Do it for Jessica and the proposal, he told himself. That was a cheap justification and he knew it. He wanted Dr. Windsor, plain and simple. If he did this, it wasn't something he could lay at Jessica's feet. It had to be his decision.
He got out.
"Fuck," he muttered to himself as he pulled the presents out of the back seat.
Sasha and Pamela kept their sidewalk fastidiously clear of snow. A trio of lights on either side cast warmth against the front patio. It was an intimidating home, even in daylight, but no less beautiful for it. Three stone steps, and then he was on the front porch, heading for the big ornate door.
Corbin knocked.
He thought for sure his gut instinct on pulling up was right, that no one was home. He even started to turn, but then he heard it, a faint voice saying, "Hold on." A minute passed, maybe two. He turned, looking up and down the street, shivering from the breeze. Then the voice again.
Dr. Windsor asked, "Who is it?"
"It's Corbin Block, Dr. Windsor."
She opened the door, not quite a crack, but definitely not all the way, either. Her hair was down, and she wore a short, silky robe with frill at the bottom and along the wrists of the long sleeves. Corbin had a hard time not looking at her tanned, toned legs, or the swell of her breasts so very well defined by the material.
This was already going better than he expected.
"Corbin? What are you doing here?"
He raised the packages and smiled apologetically. "I'm sorry if I caught you at a bad time. I'm getting ready to fly out tomorrow and delivering some last-minute Christmas presents."
"Oh, that's so very sweet," she said, pulling the door open. "Come on in out of that cold for a minute."
"Thanks," Corbin said.
Holy crap. He was in. The Hail Mary had worked so far.
The interior of the home was well-kept but obviously lived in. The big couch, loveseat, and matching armchairs were made for comfort. The coffee table, an oval-shaped thing with nymphs carved into the side, had a couple coffee ring stains on its top. The walls were well-spotted with pictures of both Pamela and Sasha, a lot of them together. Books stuffed a big bookcase beside the door, all of which looked as though the spines had taken a beating. Well loved, then.



"This is a nice house," he said.
"Thank you. Sasha's never invited you here before?"
"No," he said.
"Ah, I thought maybe since you two..." Dr. Windsor chuckled. "Well, there I go again, presuming how things were between you two. The last time I did that I stuffed my foot in my mouth almost all the way to the calf."
"Hey, you were looking out for her. I can't blame you for that."
"Mm. It's no excuse, but when my husband cheated on me, he left me bitter about men's intentions. I'm sorry that's affected you."
"Not a thing to apologize for, as far as I'm concerned."
"Thank you."
The citrus and banana scent of her lotion intoxicated him, and Corbin realized with a start how close they still were to each other. She seemed to sense it too, and backed away a foot, gesturing at a darkened hallway beyond.
"I was just about to pour a glass of wine before I took a bath. Coffee, tea, cocoa?"
Anything you can do to stay in the game, Jessica whispered to him. She'd never said anything of the sort, but it was exactly the kind of advice she'd have given him in the situation. He couldn't just drop off the presents and leave.
"I'd love a cup of tea, thanks."
She smiled and wonder of wonders it seemed natural. When she turned to lead him into the dining room, he couldn't help watching the swish of the silky hem of her robe over her bottom. Christ, her ass was so full and ripe, and the robe was so damn short. Just a tiny hike and her butt would be revealed to him.
Dr. Windsor glanced over her shoulder and smirked. Oops. Busted. At least this time she didn't draw attention to it beyond that or send him packing.
He settled the presents on the kitchen table. She filled an electric kettle and set it to boil. From on top the fridge she started to reach for a wooden box, then caught herself - and the robe - before she could show off too much.
"Ah, Corbin, would you mind bringing down the tea set?"
"Sure," he said, hustling over and reaching up for the tea. This time it was her he caught looking as his shirt stretched over his taut muscles. Unlike him, she didn't stay silent about it as he pulled down the box.
"You should be proud of the progress you've made this semester. It's night and day, the you that you are now and the young man who had such a, mm, stirring problem at the beginning of the semester."
Corbin groaned good-naturedly. "I was hoping you'd have forgotten about that."
Dr. Windsor took the tea set from him and brought it to the table. "Oh no. A moment like that? Definitely not. But you also told me you hoped you could prove to me you were a better student and a better man than that, and I'd say you did so admirably."
"I hope that means you and I are eye-to-eye on Sasha this semester. I would never intentionally try to lead her on or hurt her. Everything we did was always just for fun."
Dr. Windsor nodded. "Sasha's said nothing but good things about you. And she seemed very happy the last time she came home from one of your, ah, dates." Her smile faltered. "She's my everything. I just hope someday she finds a man like you."
"Agreed. She deserves the best."
Dr. Windsor settled at the table and gestured at the chair next to her. Corbin sat, and she reached for the presents. He tapped the one he bought specifically for her, and she took it with a smile, examining the wrapping job.
"Not a 'wait until Christmas' sort of woman?" Corbin asked. He was painfully aware that her robe had parted just a touch, enough that a tiny, tantalizing bit of her breasts peeked out. She had to know, he thought. She had to.
Wait.
"Oh, I'm greedy," Dr. Windsor said, her smile widening, her eyes locked on his as she began to unwrap the present. "I like something, I've got to have it now."
Fucking. Hell.
She slid a long, red-painted nail through the edge of the paper. Her tongue flicked out against her lips as she pulled the paper away from the custom tumbler. It was silver and basic, with black lettering on the side - FLAVORED BY MY STUDENTS' TEARS. She chuckled, but both of them had moved beyond the present now.
"I like it. Thank you." She settled the mug down and dropped her hands to her lap. "So you and Jessica. Explain that to me."
"Like... how we hooked up?"
"More like... is it an open relationship you two have? How does that work?"
"Well, yes, sort of." The robe split far enough now he could just make out the hint of a red lacy bra underneath. His heart quickened at the sight. This wasn't an accident. This was happening. "We've got an understanding. We don't fool around without the other one there or knowing."
"An interesting solution to how to keep things fresh, if you can invite friends. My husband and I had a similar agreement, I thought. But he snuck around behind my back, even when I would have told him yes. Aren't you worried someone will get hurt?"
A flash of Jessica, tears streaming down her face, telling him she wanted him to do this. To see this finished. A flash too of his stomach-churning guilt when he fucked both Sasha and Brooke without Jessica there. About sleeping with Kacey and the self-loathing and vulnerability he felt doing things away from Jessica.
Jessica wanted this, he told himself. I wanted this. I get what I want from her if I win this.
"Yes," Corbin murmured. The tea was coming to a boil. Pamela rose, and he leaned back. "I have to admit something."
"Oh?" she asked, going for a cupboard above the coffee maker.
"She knows I'm here now. I used the present as an excuse," he said, his head swirling. His cock wanted to be freed, wanted to slide between his professor's cheeks, wanted to plunge into that curvy ass. It wanted his professor's lips wrapped around it. It wanted to fuck her pussy as hard as he'd fucked Dr. Madison.
But he still felt that nausea too. His body and his mind said yes. His heart, though, was slowly coming to life.
Pamela reached for the cupboard, not bothering to pull down the back of her robe. It rose up over red lace tucked into the cleft of her ass. It was so fucking perfect. Round and full and he was rising, going for her. It was now or never.
"An excuse for what?" she asked, breathless as she stared pointedly upwards, ignoring him as he come to her. Like it would take her that long to grab a mug. She wanted this. The knowledge was absolute and not just his ego.
Corbin stopped right behind her, and leaned in. She shivered as his mouth brushed her neck, dragged up to her ear. He whispered, "You know what."
Jessica. The ring tucked away safely in a box of his in her attic.
Corbin wanted this.
This was wrong.
Need. Desire. They swirled up in him as Dr. Pamela Windsor turned, the robe parting completely now. Christ, her breasts were even bigger than his fantasies, and the bra definitely matched her panties. Her chest rose and fell as she stared up at him, a hunger equaling his in her eyes. Her fingers moved to his groin, at the hardness jutting up at her. He groaned. So close to winning everything he wanted.
"What does my student have for me?" she asked, beginning to undo the button.
"I..." Corbin started. He reached up shakily to pull the robe back further, but his hand never reached the fabric.
Jessica.
All he wanted. All he needed.
I don't want to do anything like that without you, he told her after he slept with Kacey. It felt like cheating.
Fuck the game.
Fuck winning.
I love you, Jessica.
His hand fell to Pamela's. "I'm sorry," he murmured. "I can't do this. I... led you on. I've never done that before. Ah jeez, I'm sorry."
"What?" she asked, amused.
"Jessica... I... I love her too much for this. I told her I didn't want to do anything without her again, and..."
"You need to come upstairs with me."
"No, really. I... you're amazing. Holy shit, I'm going to dream about this night forever. You're gorgeous, one of the sexiest women I've ever seen, Dr. Windsor, but... I can't. Not without her." He sighed and rubbed his forehead, stepping back. "God, I'm so sorry."
"Come upstairs, just for a minute. Please. I think you'll understand some things."
"I'd like to go. Look, um, have a really merry Christmas, and... and... and shit, I'm just going to go."
"Corbin."
The voice wasn't Dr. Windsor's.
It was Jessica's.
His head couldn't have whipped sideways any faster. She stood there in white lingerie matching Pamela's. On one side was Brooke, beautiful blonde Brooke, who had been there at the beginning of all this between them, who had been his friend even before Jessica. On the other side was Dr. Rosamund Madison, her eyes dark and playful. Both of them too wore matching lingerie, though Corbin barely noticed. His eyes were only on Jessica as he came to her.
"I took your condoms. I needed a few minutes to get here ahead of you," Jessica said. Her smile was genuine but her eyes were liquid and nervous.
"What is this?" he asked, his hands going to her shoulders, to her cheeks. Without waiting for an answer, he kissed her hungrily and she grinned against his lips.
Pamela came up behind him, running a hand along his back. "When Josh approached Rosamund about inviting the pair of you to the Phantom Masquerade, she said no, originally."
"No offense," Rosamund said. "You are very handsome and your history of sexual partners told me everything I needed to know about your skill. But I didn't know you and we'd never allowed freshmen before."
"We happened to be having a cup of coffee together when Josh texted your photos of you and Jessica together," Dr. Windsor said.
"I shouldn't have shared the pictures with Pamela," Rosamund said. "But I think you'll agree it worked out in the end."
"I still don't know what you're talking about," Corbin said. Jessica took his hand and they started out of the kitchen and towards a flight of stairs.
"Let me finish, then" Pamela chided him with a smile. "I've been having the wickedest fantasies about you for a while. Jessica's mind games were perhaps a bit obvious, but no less effective. When I talked with Sasha about you two sleeping together, she told me you were a great guy to her, but also that you were very interested in me. The both of you."
They rounded the corner to a big bedroom, lit well by recessed track lighting above the bed casting long loops of light down the walls, hidden bars of light around the ceiling, and plentiful lamps. It was one of the more gorgeous bedrooms he'd ever seen, two walls sandy, the other two an easy shade of brown. It would be a tight fit squeezing everyone onto the king size bed, but Corbin was too lost in the moment to think much about sexual logistics.
"So when Rosamund showed me the photos Jessica sent to Josh to entice her, I admitted I was intrigued. Rosamund encouraged me to invite you both. I didn't have any sort of games in mind. I planned on simply extending the invitation, and we'd sleep together at the party. Jessica too, if she was interested."
"I was," Jessica said, leading Corbin to the bed and sitting down with him. "Pamela, Rosamund, and I started texting each other plans. I knew early I wanted Pamela to be a surprise, and Rosamund was willing to play along. Things developed. I came up with an idea, Corbin, about how to give Pamela what she wanted while playing our little game a while longer. I never expected you'd win our bet by her approaching us, so it felt a bit anticlimactic. I thought it'd be fun to have you sleep with her, then see what you came up with afterwards as if it hadn't already played out."
"But at the party," Corbin said to Rosamund, confused, "that was you. You gave me the blowjob and then we talked." He trailed off, squinting at the blonde professor. She grinned and nodded. "It was you. And then it wasn't. Right?"
"Exactly," Rosamund said. "I wasn't going to let you go without a taste for myself and it set the stage for Pam. We made the switch when Jessica was supposedly coming back in with the washcloth. The hardest part was not sticking around to watch the two of you together, but I would have come like a banshee."
Corbin remembered something and rubbed his face, chuckling. "I knew it. I bit Dr. Windsor-"
"Pamela, please, at least while we're in private," Pamela said.
"I bit Pamela in the heat of the moment," Corbin said. "On the shoulder. That night, Jessica and I were going to bed and I thought to myself, oh, right Rosamund probably should have had a mark. I thought you'd just used makeup or something to cover it."
"I thought for sure when you broke free of the bed," Jessica said, "you were going to take your blindfold off."
"Hell no. That part was kind of hot for me too," he said. He glanced around hastily, though. "No blindfolds tonight, though. I don't want to miss a minute of this."
"Not mad then?" Jessica asked.
"Again... hell no," he said.
Brooke chuckled and came to him, leaning down and placing her hands on his knees to kiss him. "I've missed you two," she murmured.
"We've missed you," he said. "But Mike?"
She drew a deep breath and pulled away. "Mike's a great guy. But he's not my great guy."
"I'm sorry to hear that." Corbin glanced at Jessica. "Sasha was in on this, wasn't she?"
She nodded. "At least setting things up for tonight." Jessica reached out and caressed Pamela's arm. "She wanted Corbin to take extra special care with you. She thinks you need a no-frills good guy."
Pamela took in Brooke and Jessica. "And maybe a no-frills kind of woman, too."
"You're not leaving until I've had it from you for real this time," Rosamund said, coming in to trace Corbin's chest. Then she turned and trailed the same finger down the slope of Jessica's breast until she snagged it in her lacy bra. "Both of you."
The bra dipped down, and Jessica's nipple slipped free. They all stared at it, and Rosamund made her move. She pushed Jessica onto her back and leaned down to suck at the nipple, her long blonde hair spilling down around them both and nearly obscuring the view. Jessica looked over at Corbin.
"We're all clean, and we're all on the pill or IUDs. There's no need for condoms tonight."
"Oh wow," he breathed.
"So when are you going to propose?"
A hand traced his chest. Pamela. The sexy professor looked down at him like a tiger eyeing a carpaccio platter. Corbin grinned at Jessica. "Who said I'm going to propose?"
"Come here, you," she growled, and they kissed. A slow, happy smile spread across her face as Rosamund slurped and sucked at her tit. "I can't believe I pulled this off."
"Me either. I love your crazy butt."
"Merry Christmas, baby."
"You too."
Corbin stood up and lifted his shirt. Pamela traced every inch he revealed with her long nails. Corbin pulled it over his head and tossed it aside, looking between Pamela and Brooke. They moved in as one. Brooke tried to step back, smiling at Pamela, but Corbin wrapped his arms around them both and kissed first Brooke, then Pamela.
He helped them slip out of their bras and stared hungrily between Pamela's big motherly breasts and Brooke's more athletic frame. "Both of you, on the bed on your stomachs," he said, taking command by instinct. His brain left for Albuquerque and didn't plan on returning anytime soon. His dick was left in charge in its absence.
Jessica and Rosamund locked together in a passionate embrace, Rosamund's hands under Jessica's back, Jessica's legs coming around the other woman. They kissed as though they were starved for one another, and only barely registered the two other women climbing on the bed above them and resting side by side on their stomachs, looking over their shoulder at Corbin as he dropped his jeans.
"Fuck, you've both got great asses," he murmured. He reached out to squeeze them, and already Pamela let out a moan of need. He stayed a while, rubbing their cheeks, kneading them, his eyes shifting between the way his professor's breasts pillowed out enticingly to the sides and his girlfriend wrapped up in the other's arms.
Brooke said to Pamela, "I'm his teacher too, you know."
"Oh?" Pamela asked, grinning.
"Mm hm." She closed her eyes as Corbin massaged her spine, crawling up farther on the bed so he could reach more of them easier. "I helped Jess teach him oral."
"Maybe I should have made that his final exam this year," Pamela said.
"Always willing to go for extra credit," Corbin said as his big hands moved to their shoulders, their necks.
Jessica pulled away long enough from Rosamund to say, "Boo! Booo!"
Rosamund used the opportunity to rise up and toss off her bra and hurry out of her panties. Jessica wiggled out of her own lingerie. Only Corbin's boxers and Brooke and Pamela's wispy panties remained.
His now-expert hands danced their way slowly back down Pamela and Brooke's bodies as the student leaned in to kiss the teacher again. Corbin's already hardening prick approved. He cupped their asses again, loving the feel. He wanted to take them right then and there, but the desire to make this night last won out.
Instead, he slid fingers on both hands across the waist of their panties, tracing lazy loops back and forth until he worked his way down their clefts, stopping to circle their buds. That made Pamela jump, and he grinned at it. Brooke, he remembered, didn't much like anal play, so he moved on from hers and teased down along her body until he rubbed her slick slit right through the lace.
On his other side, Rosamund watched, her mouth slightly open, as he teased Pamela's asshole even more, slowly pressing in and out of her bud. He caught her eye and she worked her way up Jessica's body to kiss him. That put her at just the right spot for Jessica to simultaneously slide down and wrap her arms around the blonde professor's hips. Rosamund's eyes widened and she looked down just in time to gasp, "Oh, fuck," as Jessica took her first lap of the professor's pussy.
Corbin grinned and started to finger Pamela's asshole deeper. He asked, "Like me fingering that ass, Pamela?"
"Yeah," Pamela moaned. "I love my ass being played with."
"Good. I'm going to fuck it later." Inspired, he leaned in and murmured, "And someday Jess and I are going to come by your office and I'll take it in there while she watches."
"Fuck!" she gasped.
Pamela wasn't the only one getting his attention, though. His finger slid against Brooke's pussy lips, then he began to tap his finger into her cunt. Neither one of them was getting it harder or deeper than the first knuckle, but from their tensing and soft moans, it was almost like he was already fucking them.
Rosamund and Jessica started getting into it hot and heavy. Jessica tongued Rosamund with enthusiastic long laps, her fingernails digging into the other woman's thighs. Rosamund rocked on her face, cupping her own breasts and tweaking her nipples. When she caught Corbin's attention again, she lifted one breast up and gave its slope a long lick, winking at him.
"I can't wait for you to fuck me for real this time, Mr. Block. You've become my number one fantasy when I'm home alone playing with my toys. Of course... Pamela's always willing to help too. Aren't you, Pam?"
"Yesss..." Pamela whimpered. "Any of you, any time..."
Corbin pressed his thumb deeper into her asshole, the fabric still between them. He twisted his hand wo two of his other fingers rested against her pussy. He began to rub it too, matching the rhythms.
Rosamund's teasing appeared to be at an end. She watched, eyes gleaming, as Corbin worked his magic, then her attention belonged to Jessica. She lifted up and turned around, dropping her mouth hastily to Jessica's ready pussy.
"Mm, Jessica, you taste so good," she moaned.
"You too," Jessica said. Her hands rested on Rosamund's ass and Corbin vowed to someday fuck Rosamund like that with Jessica underneath her. So many fuck-tastic fantasies crowded his mind.



But his first one was to make the two beautiful women in front of him come first. He pulled his hands away and said, "Rise up a bit." They did, and he finally tugged down their panties, revealing their pussies to him fully. When he had their panties off, he quit fucking around and pushed two fingers apiece into them. Both Brooke and Pamela were so wet and ready for him. Brooke's pussy was still nice and tight, and Pamela's warm and inviting. He finger-fucked them both with a steady, insistent rhythm.
Pamela matched it by rocking back and forth as much as she could resting on her stomach like that. Whether it was conscious or not, soon Brooke emulated her.
"Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, we're doing this with professors," Brooke gasped.
Pamela let out a pleased, "Mm hm," but she was too intent on the finger-fucking to do more than that. Corbin added another to each of their pussies, making the professor giggle throatily like a teenager.
"Oh, yes, that's good," she moaned. "Get that thumb back in my ass."
Corbin leaned over and spit on her bud. Rosamund scrambled off Jessica and the bed and hurried into the master bathroom. When she came back out, she had a bottle of lube in hand. Corbin took it from her, but not before he pulled his fingers from Brooke and grabbed Rosamund for a deep, hungry kiss, their tongues meeting in a clash of lust and fire. He grabbed her ass and spanked it, hard. She grabbed his hand and brought the fingers to her mouth, sucking down Brooke's flavor and moaning around them. She leaned down and kissed Brooke's neck.
"I'm going to love tasting you right from your pussy when I'm done with Jessica."
Corbin applied a generous measure to his thumb and Pamela's bud. As he fingered Brooke again, he pressed his thumb slowly but steadily into Pamela's ass. She took him easily, but tensed as his other fingers pushed back into her soaked pussy.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Yes," she said. "Already making me feel... mm..."
Corbin grinned and began to pump his fingers and his thumb in and out of her again. At the base of the bed, Jessica was on top now, but her and Rosamund were still locked in a sixty-nine, the teacher's hands all over her student's ass. She felt for the lube and found it, then without looking, applied some to Jessica's ass too. Jessica's head shot up as the professor spread her cheeks wide and pushed two fingers into her bud.
"Fuck, ohhhhh, fuck, Rosamund!" she cried against the other woman's pussy.
With Rosamund both licking her pussy and finger-fucking her asshole, Jessica was out in the front for the first orgasm of the night. No one was holding anything back now. Pamela was on her hands and knees, pushing back against Corbin with regular moans and grunts of unfiltered pleasure. Brooke grabbed the back of her own head, whimpering into the comforter underneath her as she got her pussy fingered. Rosamund seemed the least affected of the group, save for Corbin, who watched everything with a building roar of lust in his heart.
"Nnngh, Corbiiin," Brooke stuttered.
"I missed your pussy, Brooke," he said. "How sweet it tastes."
"Nn, nn, mmmm, f-fuck..."
"How sexy you looked riding Jessica's face."
She shoved back against his fingers, gripping her hair tight. But close as she might be, on the other side, Jessica jerked her head upright and howled, "Oh, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!"
Her knees spread even wider on the bed, feet kicking back and forth and she shivered on top of Rosamund's mouth. The orgasm pulsed through her and froze her up until she was gasping again, her face dropping to Rosamund's cunt, laughter bubbling out of her.
Brooke wasn't far behind. Every time Corbin plunged his fingers into her, they made a wet squelch. The music of their flesh, as obscenely lewd as it was, threw the heat up another notch and she arched her back, finally bringing her head up off the mattress as she sucked in great big breaths. Pamela looked at her and squirmed until she could kiss the blonde student with feverish need.
"Come for him, honey, come for our man..." Pamela gasped against Brooke's lips.
Brooke closed her eyes and let out a soft, almost imperceptible whimper of lust and shoved back against Corbin's fingers. Her thrusts were erratic and ill-timed, but it was enough. She dropped her face again, her ass jutting up high, and she clutched both at the comforter and Pamela, grabbing the other woman's hand as her warmth coated Corbin's fingers, her orgasm nearly silent.
He could take no more.
Corbin pulled his fingers from Brooke and yanked down his boxers as he fingered Pamela even harder. She was still kissing Brooke when he jerked his fingers out of her pussy and her ass, and lubed up his cock. He knew what he wanted first and he would have it.
He gripped Pamela's cheeks and spread them wide, burying his tongue against her bud and tasting her first before moving up to kiss her shoulder and grab her around the waist. She looked back at him, fire in her eyes, and he lined up his cock to her bud.
"Fuck my ass, fuck your teacher's ass, do it, stud..."
He sheathed himself inside her tight, willing flesh.
"Holy shit," Brooke breathed.
"Oh fuck," Jessica and Rosamund said as one, both of them twisted to look at the show.
Pamela could take so much of him. Inches. Corbin had never fucked anyone's ass this deep, and now here he was, in the professor he'd lusted after all semester, fucking her ass like they did this every day.
"Pamela..." he grunted.
"Yessss," she hissed. "My student, oh my God, so full..."
She was as lost to the fantasy of her student fucking her as he was his professor fucking him. He didn't even notice Brooke as she moved to stand beside them, her eyes gleaming with lust. She came back on the bed and kissed his shoulder, his neck as he fucked in and out of Pamela's big juicy ass. He grabbed Brooke by the back of the head and crushed her lips to him as Pamela thrust her ass back at his invading cock, taking him unbelievably deep.
Brooke dropped a hand to Pam's back, roaming its expanse before sliding it under the professor. Still she kissed Corbin as she cupped one of Pamela's big tits. On the other side, Jessica whispered into Rosamund's ear and the blonde professor rolled onto her hands and knees, her ass jutting out. Jessica lined up behind her to lick her pussy, her hand between her own legs.
"You like that big cock deep in your ass?" Brooke asked Pam.
"Yesss, uhhh, ungh..."
"You're a slutty professor, aren't you?"
"Ugggh! Uggggh!"
Brooke tweaked her nipple hard and Corbin rammed Pamela's ass even harder, his cock buried nearly to his balls inside her.
"Who's doing this to you?" Rosamund asked.
"Our... stuuuudent," Pamela moaned.
"When Jessica makes you come," Corbin said to the blonde professor, "you're next, Rosamund. I'm going to fuck that ass like I'm taking hers."
"Ohhh fuck," Rosamund gasped.
He raised a hand and slapped Pamela's ass with a sharp crack.
"Yes! Spank my ass!" she cried out.
He did it again and she dropped her head, panting hard against the fabric beneath her. Corbin growled, "When I want this ass again, it's mine."
"Yours!"
"When Jessica wants you on your knees eating her out, you're hers."
"Yesss!" she cried out, her body starting to shake. "yours, your fucking slut, your teacher slut, just keep FUCKING ME!"
Her orgasm left her voiceless and shrill. She came with a yowl, her ass jutting up high as Corbin shifted and rose, pounding down into her with a steady stream of grunts. Pamela gushed warmth along her thighs, but he didn't notice until he jerked out of her ass with a wet sucking sound and flipped her over.
Pamela stared up at him, her mouth parted, her thighs damp with her come as he dropped low to taste her, to suck her sweet pussy juices up. He grabbed the lube again and added more to his cock. "I'm not done with that ass yet," he growled against her pussy, and she whimpered his name.
He brought her legs up, up, up until Pamela's knees were at her breasts, her feet kicking uselessly at the air. Brooke moved over her and dropped her petite pussy right on her professor's gaping mouth. Brooke stared at Corbin, her mouth parted, as he drove his cock into Pamela's ass, gripping her ankles as he fucked down into her once again.
"Nnngh, taste my ass, tongue it, bitch," Rosamund gasped. Corbin looked over and saw Jessica doing just that, her fingers pumping hard into Rosamund's sloppy wet cunt.
The sight sent him nearly to the edge, his balls swelling. Not yet, he told himself. He'd make Pamela come one more time, then he'd clean up and it would be Rosamund's turn. He whipped his attention back to Brooke, and said, "Tease her clit."
She nodded and dropped a hand to Pamela's still quivering pussy. Using the flat of her hand she rubbed circles around the professor's sensitive button as Corbin thrust in and out of her ass. Pamela gurgled against Brooke's pussy in between frantic lapping, words now beyond her as the pleasure mounted again.
Beside them, Rosamund's head dipped and she began to bounce back and forth, her breaths coming hard and fast. "Going to come, Professor?" Corbin asked her. "Going to come all over my girlfriend's fingers?"
"Yessss!" Rosamund gasped.
His favorite fantasies played out in his head and without much thought they rolled off his tongue. "Next semester the two of us are going to come by your classroom sometime and I'm going to fuck you before class. You can teach a whole room full of students with my come dripping out of you."
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," Rosamund chanted.
"Come for her. Fuck, I want to see that face when you come. I want to paint you with mine. Make you drip me."
"Yes! Fuck yes!" Rosamund gasped, and shoved backwards one last time, her eyes closing, her teeth gritted. She came with a grunt, her pussy convulsing on Jessica's fingers. Her orgasm stretched on and on as Jessica kept licking her ass, kept finger-fucking her. The face of an angel, locked in ecstasy.
But Corbin's girlfriend wanted Pamela too, and when Rosamund dropped flat, she finally pulled her fingers out and crawled to the other professor to work her pussy with Brooke. The two gorgeous students cooed at Pamela as Corbin fucked her ass.
"Come for us, Dr. Windsor," Brooke said.
"Come for him and his big dick in your tight ass," Jessica panted.
"Urgh huh," Pamela agreed breathlessly. "Urgh huh, un huh, un huh..."
Rosamund joined them, her hands touching what she could get to of Pamela, mostly her thigh, her hips. She could say nothing, still catching her breath, but she watched Corbin with fire in her eyes.
"Big, so big," Pamela whimpered, her first audible words in a while. "Ooooh, ooooh, Corb-in..."
Everyone in that room devoted themselves to Pamela's second orgasm and it came on like a hurricane. She rocked hard, her feet kicking uselessly in his hands. Fingers tweaked her nipples, pinched her ass, gave her a good spank. She tried to keep licking Brooke but was too far gone, too close to that edge. And soon she was spilling over it, her breath catching again, her body stiffening.
There were no words the second time, nothing but an explosive gasp of air. She convulsed, her whole body twitching, her fingers playing an invisible piano as they danced. She gurgled and cooed and twisted with the orgasm, her pussy dripping more warmth.
"No... no more... can't..."
Corbin pulled out of her. She collapsed down, and the hands on her left her as she gasped for air, staring up at the ceiling. Brooke started off her but she shook her head. Slowly she began to lap at her student's pussy again, more out of instinct than anything else.
Jessica and Rosamund tugged Corbin off the bed and hurried him into the bathroom. There, Jessica ran a washcloth under hot water while Rosamund lubed herself up. While Jessica cleaned her man, Rosamund stared at the trio in the mirror and murmured, "This is the hottest damn night."
"It worked so much better than I could have ever hoped for," Jessica agreed. To Corbin, she kissed his shoulder. "I promised Sasha we'd have a night together, us and Brooke, when we come back."
"Could bring her by my place and make it even more fun," Rosamund said.
"Pamela wouldn't mind?"
Rosamund snickered. "She'd be offended at the idea that Sasha couldn't make her own choices."
"Good point," Jessica admitted.
She cleaned Corbin's cock thoroughly. His balls ached for release but the sight of the two beautiful nude women with him kept him hard. He satisfied himself by fingering Rosamund's ass and pussy, not with any real desire to make her come, just to entertain himself while Jessica finished up.
By the time they deemed he was clean enough for round two, Rosamund was good and ready. He took her ass right there in front of the mirror so they could both watch. After she gargled, Jess knocked down the lid on the toilet and sat, fingering herself, her mouth wide open and her eyes glazed. If drool had rolled out of her mouth, Corbin wouldn't have been surprised.
Rosamund couldn't take him as deep as Pamela, but she was plenty accepting and they built up a good, fast rhythm. At some point, Pamela and Brooke stumbled in to watch too, and they wound up standing in a cluster, cooing Corbin on. The sexual tension in the air had already been released, leaving the women laughing and happily contributing to the affairs. Much like with Pamela, they concentrated their efforts on Rosamund, teasing her big breasts, her puffy pussy lips, her sensitive clit, already so engorged with the action.
In the mirror was a near stranger to Corbin, a handsome man with strong features and muscles he didn't remember being there. His long hair spilled down, almost hiding his eyes. This wasn't the boy who left for college months ago. This was a man, a guy he was happy to have become. This guy was happy. This guy was in his element.
He turned his head to smile at Jessica. Returning it, she rose to her feet and came to him. Everyone else save Rosamund backed away, and he took his girlfriend by the waist.
"I love you."
"I love you too, baby," Jessica murmured.
He turned his attention to Pamela. "Come here." She did, and he pulled Rosamund back away from the counter, his cock still buried deep in her ass. "On your knees. I want my sexy professor tonguing the other one."
Pamela didn't argue. Brooke grabbed some towels and draped them on the floor to make cushions for Pam's knees. The professor dropped on them and looked up at Rosamund as she positioned herself at the other teacher's cunt.
The sight was almost too much. Two professors, one of them taking it in the ass, the other licking her friend and coworker's pussy. Of all the ways Corbin dreamed about this night going, this was far and beyond his wildest fantasies. His cock throbbed in Rosamund's ass and he might have come in just a few strokes if Jessica and Brooke didn't come to him.
"Help her come, baby," Jessica cooed in his ear, her hands all over his back, his ass.
"Make this slut yours just like Jessica did," Brooke moaned.
His chest rising and falling, Corbin forced himself to slow down, to take Rosamund for her pleasure, not his. He moved more methodically. Jessica cupped one of her tits and leaned in to suck the nipple, making Rosamund hiss with pleasure. Brooke did the same on the other side, the both of them latching on. Rosamund's hands rested on Pamela's head as the professor sucked and licked her clit, her pussy. All the while she rocked back and forth, Corbin's cock pushing, pumping her full, bringing her slowly there again.
They watched each other in the mirror, their good humor falling away to naked lust. With every woman intent on her need, Rosamund wasn't long. She thrust back at Corbin, holding his eyes. They spoke no words, just a rhythm of grunts and moans, her hands moving to the two students sucking at her nipples, teasing them, tasting them. Pamela stared up at her friend with her own hunger upon her again.
The second professor of the night came in his arms. And she came hard.
Rosamund's pleasure wrestled her, nearly brought her to her knees. Corbin grabbed her around the waist, keeping her upright, keeping his cock deep inside her. She arched her back against him, gasping for air, nothing on her lips but everything in her eyes. She pleaded with him.
Come.
He fucked her hard and fast, keeping his strokes just an inch or two deep. His arms kept her close. The other women backed away, watching at the last as Corbin bent the stunning blonde slightly, pumping his hips up at the same time as he pushed forward, making them both jerk with every thrust.
Finally, with a grunt ripped out of his chest, Corbin pushed deep one last time, his release like a cannon. Rope after rope of thick cream filled Rosamund Madison's ass as she yelped with delight, her eyes glittering with pleasure. He pulled out of her slowly, his come drizzling down across her hips and dripping down to the floor.
"Fuck," he groaned.
"I'm... pretty speechless too," Dr. Madison gasped, gripping the counter and bringing her forehead down to its cool surface.
"Let me get you two cleaned up," Corbin said.
Brooke giggled. "Relax, stud. Sit down and take a minute. We'll do it."
He nodded and headed back for the bedroom, his body leaden and exhausted. He dropped onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling, grinning to himself like a madman. Two professors' asses in one night. That was insane. What was his life now?
It was complete.
The realization hit him. It had nothing to do with the professors. He'd won. He'd passed Jessica's final test of him with hardly a problem. The proposal - their entire future - was his.
Everything in life he wanted was his now.
"Holy shit," Corbin whispered. He sat back up and pushed off the bed. Exhausted or not, he marched right back into the bathroom, where Brooke was tending to Rosamund and Pamela. He gripped Jessica by the arm and tugged her upright. "I won," he said wonderingly.
"You won," she said, grinning.
* * *
Pamela and Rosamund took the first showers, followed by Corbin. He was all Jessica's at that point, driven speechless by the realization of the night's victory. She tended to him, cleaning up him up, massaging his back, getting him nice and ready for round two.
By the time they got out, the professors and Brooke were sipping glasses of wine in the bedroom, talking about plans for Christmas as though this were just another pleasant evening and everyone wasn't as naked as the day they were born.
Corbin poured another glass of wine for Jessica and they sat on the bed with the others. Brooke elbowed him and said, "Who would have thought at the beginning of the semester, you, Jessica, me...?"
"I sure wouldn't have," he said, wrapping an arm around her.
"I hope you don't mind if I come by now and then," she said. "I missed you two."
"We missed you too," Corbin said. "And you know you're always welcome."
"So..." she asked. "When are you going to propose to Jess?"
Jessica laughed at that, and Corbin grabbed her too. With his arms around both of them, he said, "Everyone thinks I'm going to propose."
"Because everyone knows you are," Brooke said.
She kissed him, then, a sudden thing, and though she was smiling, in her eyes was a hint of pain, too. Corbin and Jessica had figured out a while back part of the reason she didn't come around anymore was because she held a candle for Corbin, one he hoped wouldn't eventually burn all of them. But she knew their hearts, knew that for Corbin and Jessica, there might be other friends from time to time involved in their antics, but the love they shared would always be their own.
He kissed her back, and then Jessica, the light mood dissipating once again into something sultrier. Their small hands rested on his chest, and Jessica said to their friend, "I want to see him with you again."



Brooke caressed him, and said, "Mm. I like that idea."
They pushed him onto his back, their hands going for his groin. Their teachers' conversation died off as they watched the two young women lean over his cock, spitting down onto his length before they gripped him. Jessica leaned across Corbin and kissed Brooke, a soft, smoldering thing that did as much for him as their touch.
"I think we can help him along too, don't you?" Rosamund asked Pamela.
"Ooh, what do you have in mind?"
Rosamund whispered in her ear, and Pamela whispered back. They polished off their wine and set aside the glasses. Corbin stared up at them as they came to him on their hands and knees. They knelt on either side of his head.
"Corbin," Rosamund said. "Who do you think has the nicer boobs? Me? Or Pamela?"
He groaned. "Oh come on, I'm naïve, but I'm not walking into a minefield."
Jessica laughed. "Honey, I think you're supposed to say something like you need a taste test to find out."
"A plus for Jessica," Pamela said.
"All right," Corbin said, "then I need a taste test. Pamela?"
His professor cupped one of her breasts and brought the nipple to his mouth. He traced his tongue along the big, dark areola, then sucked on the nipple, staring up at her. Like that, the game was back on.
Hands stroked his hardening cock. Corbin groaned around Pamela's nipple. Another breast pressed at his face, and he swapped for Rosamund's. His hands had nothing to do so he wrapped them around the professor's asses, feeling for their pussies again out of instinct.
One of the hands worked his sensitive first few inches. The other danced along the rest of him, all the way down to his balls. As he alternated between his professors' tits, his whole dick was being teased and he loved it. Fingers folded around his tip, jerking the very edge of him with short, fast strokes. Brushes against his balls sent heat spiraling through him.
And then they started to lick.
"Fuck," he grunted against Pamela's breast. They seemed to take that as some kind of sign, and she pulled away, patting his chest. Rosamund moved, straddling his face so she could watch the two young women work. He reached up to grip her ass and pull her down to him.
"You get to fuck him first," Jessica said. She must not be the one licking him, because the tongue at his cock was going wild. "You're the only one of us who hasn't."
"Aw, thank you girls. The very best Christmas present," Rosamund said, wiggling her pussy against Corbin's mouth. "Come here, Pam."
Corbin didn't pay them much mind as Pamela straddled his chest, but he did hear the sounds of the two professors kissing. They rocked together, tongues clashing, lips mashing. Rosamund was wet and getting wetter by the moment. He drilled his tongue through her depths, every bit of knowledge Jessica taught him put to good use.
But thought escaped him altogether when not one but two tongues bathed his cock together.
They each took a side of him, each of them sliding their tongue down to his balls, then all the way back to his tip. One of them went slow, the other somewhat faster. Occasionally they'd come together for a wet kiss. Corbin tried his best to maintain control but he couldn't help tense reflexively every time they touched or licked something sensitive.
"Ready to fuck this student now, Dr. Madison?" Brooke asked, emphasizing student and doctor. Corbin grinned. It was a cheap trick but no less effective for it.
Rosamund in response eased up off Corbin, but not before Pamela could give her a playful spank. Rosamund shuffled down the bed to straddle Corbin's lap and guide his cock to her entrance, reverse-cowgirl style.
Jessica and Brooke moved up to pull Pamela aside. Both young women went to kiss her at once, making them all break out into giggles. Pam reached up to stroke their cheeks, then first twisted Jessica's face to her, then Brooke's. Their kisses were soft and sweet, their hands roaming everywhere.
"When one of us comes for him, we alternate off," Jessica said. Pamela and Brooke both nodded as Rosamund began to rock hard back against Corbin, her ass flexing and relaxing with every hard grind.
"Oh, fuck, he is big," she moaned. "I'm not going to want to give up my turn. You might have to haul me off him."
Jessica turned and swatted her bottom for that. "You'll have plenty of other opportunities, I think we can agree on that."
"Fuck yeah," Corbin moaned.
"See? My eloquent boyfriend agrees. Or is it fiancé, after... uh... tomorrow? Is that when you were going to propose?"
He grinned at her. "Nice try."
Pamela pulled away from the two students long enough to hurry to her closet. She withdrew a shoe box, and pulled free a pair of bullet vibrators. "Please have a charge," she muttered to herself, and grinned when they buzzed on. She came back to the bed. "Asses up, girls."
Brooke and Jessica pushed their bottoms up, and their sexy professor brought the bullet vibes to their pussies. They moaned as one as the vibrators buzzed against their slits.
Corbin watched for a moment, but the allure of Dr. Rosamund Madison, one of the most beautiful women he'd ever known, rocking and dropping on his dick was far too great to ignore. She was in complete control, taking him fast and hard, her butt rippling with every hard slap against his skin. Occasionally she'd stop and do a slow, snaking grind against him, leaning forward to get the length of him against her sensitive spot. All he could really do at that angle to help was trace her butt with his hands. This was her show and she controlled it.
Meanwhile, Pamela starting dipping the vibrators into Jessica and Brooke, matching her friend's fucking of Corbin. She herself was flushed, clearly loving the show. The vibrators weren't much bigger than a finger but did their work with aplomb, the tips rubbing just right against their sweet spots. Neither of them were going to last long like that, not with the show in front of them helping stimulate them too.
But as good as technology was, it couldn't beat their man Corbin. Rosamund's rhythm began to crack, and she spun towards him at the last. Her hands went to her hair and her breast as she bounced and bounced on his cock. Now Corbin could finally help her. One hand went to a nipple, the other her sex. He strummed her clit with hard circles of two fingers. One of her hands shot to his and she moved it even faster, showing him how quickly she liked her clit played with.
"Fuck, oh fuck, mmmm, that's good, you really are a goddamn stud," she breathed, tugging at her own hair and thrusting her chest out.
"Come for me," Corbin said. "Show me that face again when you come. Fuck, you're gorgeous. And seeing you like this, bouncing on my dick..."
"Yeaaahhh," Rosamund whined. "Need it, need this cock, need to come..."
She rocked harder, her body stiffening on each downward thrust. Her hand in her hair fell away, fingers opening, closing, and she dropped it onto his chest, scratching at him without meaning to.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped, and her pleasure made her drop, her breasts to his, her hips slamming up and down on him. She twisted her head to look at Brooke, Jessica, and Pamela, her mouth working. Corbin hauled back and cracked her ass. She jumped, and he did it again, again. The spikes of sweet pain mixed with the pleasure drove her over the edge and she cried out, "Coming! Coming so fucking hard!"
She gushed on his cock. Rosamund kissed him frantically, her thighs shaking as he gripped her ass and kissed her back with a fierce hunger. When she could finally move again, she blinked up at Pamela and croaked, "Your turn. Let me take care of the girls."
Pamela nodded and they hurried to switch spots. "By the way," Pamela said, taking his cock and guiding it to her entrance, "I should tell you..." She sank down with a pleased sigh. "...every female professor at the Masquerade has asked about you." She rose up, and drove down again. "Every." Up. Down. "Single." Up. Down. "One."
"Mmmm," Jessica moaned.
"Doors are going to open for you, Corbin," Pamela said, her voice husky with need. "You and Jessica will be the hottest couple on campus."
"All I need is Jessica," Corbin grunted.
Pamela didn't respond to that. She leaned back, hands on her knees, and ground his cock more than fucked it. Again the angle was bad, so all he could do was rub her knees and thighs, as much as he could reach. But Pamela was more than capable of taking care of herself.
The sight was magnificent, though. Dr. Windsor, the woman he'd lusted after all that semester, leaned her head back, her dark hair spilling behind her as she rocked on her student's cock. And on the side of the bed, Jessica and Brooke were getting their pussies tended to by Rosamund, still flushed and breathing hard after her own orgasm.
This was the life.
Pamela took him for her pleasure. There was no other way to describe it. She ground on him with hard, slow strokes, her pussy taking him all the way to the root. But it seemed she wanted him in the game as much as he wanted to be in it. She pushed up, eyeing him, and pulled off him slowly.
"Remember the party?" she asked. "Remember how you took me?"
He didn't need to be told twice. She twisted onto her hands and knees again, and Corbin moved to kneel behind her. He lined up his big cock at her pussy's folds, one hand on her hip, the other on his cock until he sheathed himself in one hard thrust. He fucked her relentlessly at the party so that's what he did now too, wasting no time building up a hard rhythm that left his balls slapping off her ass and making her big tits rock back and forth.
Her fingernails dug immediately into the sheets, and she dropped her head to them too, lifting her ass even higher for him. She was already wet and riding a fine edge of lust. It wasn't going to take long to make her come again, and he was proven right just a short few minutes later. Her head threw back and Pamela gasped, "Oh God, I'm coming, I'm coming already, Corbin."
He smacked her butt lighter than he had spanked her earlier. "Then do it. Come for your student again."
"Nnnngh, fuuuu-uuuck!" Pamela cried out, nearly flopping down onto the bed as the orgasm made her boneless. Corbin grabbed her waist and kept hammering into her, relentless in his fucking.
He looked over at Brooke and said, "You're next, but I'm going for two with her."
She nodded frantically, entranced by the show. She and Jessica swayed back and forth as Rosamund expertly teased their folds, her own expression darkly satisfied. Pamela quivered in Corbin's hands, a long low string of mewls escaping her as her eyes rolled back in her head. She couldn't control her hands, so they rested beside her knees on the bed.
The room wasn't just filled with the sound of sex, but the smell of it too. It hung heavy in the air, pungent, musky, sweaty in the best possible way. Corbin drank it in and was driven by it. He let go of Pamela's waist with one hand and rested it on her ass, giving it a good squeeze as he shifted slightly up onto one knee, driving down into her like he had again at the party. His pounding was too intense to hold the position for long and Pamela couldn't keep herself upright. She dropped to her stomach, planking on the bed, her arms finally coming underneath her chest as Corbin readjusted himself and fucked her just like that, spreading her hips a bit so he could fuck her hard into the mattress.
"Goo... guh... so good.." she gurgled, bouncing hard as he hammered her warm MILF cunt. "F-fu... me... uhhh... unnnngh... fu-fuck..."
Corbin swept up a fistful of her hair and pulled her hair back, his own need overwhelming him and threatening to send him over the edge. His professor. He was fucking his teacher. "Come for me, Doctor. Come again all over my cock and show me how much you want this."
"Want... cock..."
"Tell me, then. Tell me you're my teacher slut."
"Yours!" she yelped as he pounded into her pussy. "Your tea... teacher slut! Your slutty fucking professor! Use me like your... your... whore!"
"Fuck, ohhhh, fuck," Jessica gasped, her head low, eyes squeezed shut, "that's going to make me come, that's going to make me come so hard."
Corbin looked over sharply just as Jessica's head came back up, her eyes sightless as her mouth opened wide. She shivered, not much more than a blip on the orgasm radar at that point, but she came. He grinned savagely and grabbed Pamela's arms.
She couldn't hold herself upright, but with him pulling back on her arms, he got her back up onto her knees and really drove his dick back and forth in her pussy. Her head fell just like Jessica's, her whimpers trailing off as their skin smacked together, her big tits bouncing.
There was nothing gentle about the fucking. Corbin took her. Used her. And Dr. Pamela Windsor loved it.
"Nnnn... nnn... fuuuugh..." she gasped out, her head bobbing with the force of it. "Cor... bin... commmiiiing..."
At the end, she thrashed once, twice, then her head dropped. Jessica was there, and Brooke, and they held her up, kissed her as she drew in short, shallow breaths, her eyes wild. Corbin slipped out of her his cock raging. Carefully he, Jessica, and Brooke guided Pamela onto her side, stroking her tenderly. Jessica ran to get her tissues, and Pamela waved them away.
"Good tears," she murmured. "I've... never been... fucked like that before." She rolled onto her back and covered her face with one arm. "Just... wow."
Brooke came to Corbin on her knees and kissed his cheek. "I can't take it like she could," she murmured.
"I don't think anybody could," Corbin said, dazed. "Pamela, I..."
Still covering her eyes, Pamela said, "Don't you say you're sorry. That was amazing. I'm going to feel it through Christmas, but... wow."
Corbin nodded, and turned his attention to Brooke. "How do you want it?"
"Slow and easy, if I have the choice," she said. "I've already come so much tonight. I just want to be close to you and Jess for a minute."
They arranged some pillows for her at the top of the bed, and she rested back on them. Pamela would need a while to recover so she took the other side of the bed, resting on her side, watching them with dazed eyes. Rosamund knelt at the foot of the bed, the finger vibes off now. She bore a well satisfied smile herself, watching her young lovers position get ready.
Corbin crawled up Brooke's tanned, athletic body and kissed her gently before tilting her head to the side for Jessica to kiss too.
"Our Brooke," Corbin said fondly, reaching down to rub her pussy lips before getting started.
"Yours. Both of you," Brooke said. "If you'll have me again from time to time."
"You're always welcome with us," Jessica murmured, stroking her blonde hair away from Brooke's forehead. "Corbin, be good to her."
He eased into Brooke with a soft sigh. After the hard fucking of both professors, it was slow, sweet torture for him to hang on, but hang on he did. His strokes went deep and slow, more of a grind than a fucking. That was perfect for Brooke. Teased by Rosamund and Pamela both, she was ready for him. For both of them.
Jessica reached down and stroked Brooke's mound as Corbin made love to their friend. For the trio, in that moment, there was only them. Pamela and Rosamund fell to the wayside. Corbin knew on some instinctual level what Brooke felt for them was stronger than just lust, and that there would be tears someday over all this. But for now, Brooke was with them, and that was enough.
He slid a hand under her thigh, the other resting beside her shoulder. Brooke brought the knee up, giving more of herself to the slow press of his prick. He fed himself to her slowly, his cock desperately needing release. He refused to find it though, not until Brooke was finished.
Jessica's fingers flexed on the other woman's mound as their kisses deepened. Brooke moaned into her mouth, no words, just need. No one spoke a thing for a long while, not until Jess dipped her head lower, tracing Brooke's neck with her tongue, her lips. She kissed lower still, nuzzling Brooke's breasts, her collar, her stomach. Slowly she began to rub the other woman's needy clit as her mouth came back up, suckling at her nipples, tasting the warmth of her skin, covering her lips again.
Brooke's eyes fluttered. Her back tensed. Corbin drove deep again, grinding his groin against her spot. She reached for him and he took her hand, squeezing it. She came with a soft, pleased sigh into Jessica's mouth, her lungs straining to fill her friend's with her joy.
Brooke moved. She pushed herself up. She looked first at Corbin, then Jessica, and murmured, "He's all yours. Take care of him, Jess."
"Always," Jessica said, looking up at her man. "Your choice, Corbin. How do you want it?"
"How it began," he said.
She nodded, a trail of tears forming at the corners of her eyes. Pamela moved off the bed, watching, still breathless, as Corbin rested on his back. Jessica slid over him, taking his prick in hand and guiding him to her core. She slid down onto him, their bodies joining.
"I love you," she whispered.
"I love you too," he whispered back. "Why are we whispering?"
That cracked her up. With tears still rolling down her cheeks, she dropped her head to his chest, laughing. He wrapped his arms around her, and for a while, they rocked together, both of them lost in a daze over the end of the first phase of their relationship.
Soon, Corbin would propose to her.
Soon, Jessica would say yes.
Hands fell to them. Broke stroked Jessica's ass. Rosamund ran lazy figure eights with her nails along her back. Pamela caressed her cheek. Jessica and Corbin looked between all of them, but in the end, they were staring into each other's eyes when Jessica quivered on top of him, coming with a whimper of his name. And minutes later, when Corbin rocked up into her one last time, he murmured to the love of his life, "I win."
* * *
"Thank you so much for having me, Mr. and Mrs. Block," Jessica said as Jill dug through her keys to unlock the door to the Block house.
Springtime, and the birds flittered in massive numbers along the still mostly-bare trees. It was like they were welcoming Jessica to South Dakota. When they arrived at the house, she leaped out to take pictures, holding her breath as though her lungs might actually scare them off.
It felt so good to be here. After the warmth of Mexico, the harsh winter months in Agramonte had settled into her bones. But the winter thankfully broke just weeks before spring break, and even this far north, the days were already gorgeous.
"Oh, stop with that," Jill said. "It's Jill and Howie to you, always. Or Dad and Mom."
She was a delightful short, plump woman with a new hairdo she was trying out, big and blown out like a country music star from the eighties or nineties. Neither she or her husband were all that old, Jessica knew. They were only in their late thirties.
"Mom, let's wait like ten minutes before we make it weird for her." He and his dad Howie carted the luggage behind them.
"If she hasn't figured out yet she's at the nuthouse, she will soon enough," Howie said.
Balding, pleasantly soft and nowhere near the height of his son, Howie was a joyously happy man. His red cheeks and wide easy smile made Jessica feel already welcome, as did Jill's slightly crazier one.
The Blocks owned a small home halfway between the heart of Oleander and the outskirts of the small city. It best resembled a bungalow, though a couple additions gave it more of an eclectic look. She liked it. It felt homey already.
Corbin warned her well ahead of time they were probably going to be surprised by his extended family. The Blocks and their brood loved nothing more than a good surprise party and unleashed them at everything - birthdays, holidays, graduations, even hospital stays on at least two regrettable occasions. Corbin was absolutely spot on the money. Cousins, aunts, uncles, family only tangentially related by blood, girlfriends, boyfriends, they all sprang out of every room and corner as the four of them entered, shouting "surprise!"



Taped up to the wall, letters written in a huge font on printer paper spelled out, "Welcome Jess!" A dozen pastel paper streamers lined the ceiling. Someone had printed out a big picture of Jessica and Corbin from one of their social media pages, cut out in a heart shape.
Despite Corbin burying his face in his hand, Jessica laughed delightedly. They were swarmed immediately by Corbin's closest cousins and uncles, and Jessica didn't even have a chance to be introduced by Corbin before she was being hugged, her back slapped, and even whistled at by a bushy eyed man Corbin later introduced as his uncle Louis.
The party at the Block house lasted until well after eleven. There was cake, and barbequing, and horseshoes, and more cake when a late arrival showed up toting more bags of food. Jessica couldn't remember smiling so much in one night, sure at any moment Corbin would propose. Surely he would.
But still he didn't.
That night, when they fell into bed together, utterly exhausted, she rubbed her belly. "God, I can't believe how much I ate tonight. It's like I couldn't get enough of the hot dogs and horseradish. And onions." She winced. "Oh, I'm still kind of thinking about them."
"Thanks for putting up with the crazy."
"They're sweet. And your parents... oh my gosh, I love them already."
"They love you," he said, and kissed her nose. "They would have anyways. They know how happy you make me."
"Mmm." She nestled into him as he ran his hand along her hip. "Thought you might propose tonight."
"Me? Propose? Pffft. I think I'll wait until the five-year anniversary to do that."
"You better not. I want our forever right now." She opened her eyes again and looked into his. "I love you, baby."
"Love you too."
In the morning, she woke long before him, feeling a little under the weather from all the food she'd eaten the night before. But that wasn't quite it either. Lately, the last week or two, she came home utterly exhausted from school and babysitting. Probably just the worry over her last semester of her bachelor's, graduate school in the fall, and the trip to South Dakota. At least, that's what Jessica hoped it was. She didn't need a bug, not now.
Jill was up and sipping coffee at the well-loved dining room table. She looked up and smiled. "Hello! Sleep okay?"
"Oh yes, wonderfully, thank you. That was a great surprise last night."
Jill rose to her feet, going for the coffee pot. "So glad you had fun. The family loved you."
"I'm happy to hear it. I've been nervous."
"About meeting us?"
Jessica nodded, smiling. "I know I shouldn't be, but you know how it is. The first time around the parents."
"Oh, absolutely," Jill said, chuckling. "Would you like some coffee?"
"Mm. You know, maybe I'd better have tea, if you have any. My stomach's just a bit upset. I ate way too much last night."
"Oh no!" Jill exclaimed. "Poor thing. We definitely have tea... mm... somewhere."
From the back of a cupboard, Jill dug out a dusty box of tea bags and microwaved Jessica a mug of water. They sat and sipped, talking about college and plans for the week. Jill had an easy conversational way about her, and Jessica felt warm and cozy just chatting.
But several times, Jessica had to fight back the urge to yawn, and finally let loose with one that made her wince. "Oh my gosh, I'm sorry. It's not you, I swear. Just been so tired the last couple weeks."
Jill smiled and patted her hand. "No offense taken, sweetie. Who knows? Feeling a little under the weather, tired... maybe you're pregnant!"
Jessica laughed that away but the thought crept in and took root. Her IUD had been reupped. It should be okay for a while yet. But they weren't one hundred percent effective, and... well... the symptoms...
No. No way.
When Corbin was up and going, he made a show of making breakfast for his parents. He was becoming a better and better cook every day, and breakfast was definitely his strongest suit. As he fried bacon and made pancakes, Jessica excused herself to go to the bathroom.
She closed the door, wishing it locked, and sat on the toilet, her hand going between her legs. She didn't need to pee, not at all, but she did need to check something. She probed herself with a grimace, feeling for the strings of the IUD.
Still there.
Why did she feel so disappointed at that?
Jessica smiled to herself. She knew exactly why. Her urge to start the rest of her life with Corbin didn't just extend to his proposal. She ached to have children with him, even though they agreed they would wait and see how grad school and his second year went. Rationally her mind thought it was a smart idea, but her heart and soul wanted his little ones. She was ready to be a mother.
Maybe she'd better get a test just to be sure.
* * *
Jessica used the queasiness as an excuse to make a run into the store and buy a pregnancy kit. She picked one up along with some antacids for show, and when she paid, she stuffed the kit deep in her purse. No sense worrying Corbin if it turned out to be a false alarm.
Which it probably was. Something like one percent of women with IUDs got pregnant.
But still... there had to be that one percent.
As for Corbin himself, he was happy, but distracted. He kept checking his phone and making more of his ninja texts. He tried his best to be sneaky about it, but Jessica was onto him. She'd been so tempted so many times to grab his phone over the last few months while he was in the shower or otherwise preoccupied, but she wanted this to be a complete surprise.
She didn't get a chance to sneak away and pee on the stick until late that night, after she and Corbin made near-silent love in his old bed. She went a little heavy on the water that night, drinking three glasses by the time dinner was done. Jill kept giving her funny looks throughout the meal, but bless the woman, she could keep a secret better than her son.
Jessica snuck out of bed and down the hallway to the bathroom. She reread the instructions on the kit three times before she took it. Her eyes closed as she counted down the seconds until she found out the truth she already knew, praying to a deity she hadn't spoken to since her aunt Cathy had to go in for breast surgery a few years back.
She cracked open an eye just far enough to look at the test. And when she stumbled out of the bathroom, mouth wide open, her eyes huge, Jill stood there in the hallway, her robe wrapped tight around her.
"Well?" she whispered. How she knew, Jessica didn't know. But she did, and Jessica was grateful for it.
Jessica laughed, and hugged her tight.
* * *
She had to schedule a trip to a clinic immediately. Jill took her in the morning before Corbin was awake. Jessica left him a note that she'd been sick that morning and they were going to get something a little stronger for it. He would worry, of course, but there was nothing for it.
The blood test results wouldn't come back for a few hours, but the doctor tending to her agreed either way it was best to get the IUD removed just in case. She warned Jessica about the risks to the baby's health due to the IUD. It was scary stuff, but Jessica held onto hope. They removed the IUD there, and the doctor ran over some basics in case Jessica really was pregnant. Before she left, Jessica couldn't help giving the other woman a big hug and a kiss on the cheek, trying not to cry.
Corbin sat outside on his parents' front steps when Jill and Jessica pulled back in. He rose to his feet and shot to the car, looking frantically worried. "Are you okay?" he asked Jessica as he held the door open for her.
"They're running some tests," she said, choosing her words carefully. "But... yes. Yes,"
"We can reschedule the trip to the zoo and the aquarium," he said. "We'll have a nice, quiet time here, and-"
Jessica couldn't take it anymore. If he kept talking she was going to blurt the truth out. So instead, she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. There had been a few kisses in their life she would remember forever - their first one in his dorm. The kiss in the park she laid on him when he told her he didn't want to be just friends anymore. But this one topped all of them. She laughed through it. She cried. And their lips, together, made the silent, solemn promise that everything would work out, one way or another.
* * *
Time.
It pulsed through Corbin. Everything was set, all the preparations done. All that was going to happen was going to happen. There was no stopping it now.
He felt like they were crawling through the aquarium. He held Jessica's hand as they wandered through the cool blues and swirls of fish. She got a call not all that far from the food court and asked him to get her an ice cream while she talked to the doctor about her clinic test. He worried about that, of course, but he was too distracted by his own plans to disagree.
The zoo next, and they were close, so close. The rise of the hill at the middle of the park, the one that looked out over the city's gorgeous garden park and the zoo and all the beauty Oleander had to offer, that was where he was slowly leading her, where his heart both sang to and feared. He'd been so certain until that day Jessica would say yes, but now his mind poisoned the well, told him all his faults, all the reasons she'd be crazy to want to marry him.
They meandered by the bears, and she jostled his arm, grinning up at him and teasing him about how hairy he was when they first met. Corbin grinned back, but it was a plastic gesture. His Jessica Nakamura, the most beautiful woman in the world, the light that molded him into this man he never expected to become.
The love of his life.
"What?" she asked, her grin widening.
"You've never been more beautiful than right now," he said quietly.
Her smile didn't disappear. Instead, she leaned up and kissed him. Her lips tasted like chapstick and he ached to stay there forever, the two of them, always and forever.
And then he saw his uncle Louis in the background waving.
Corbin groaned.
"What?" Jessica asked.
"Nothing. Come on. To the monkey house."
Jessica roped her arm through his, her smile knowing and beautiful. They visited the monkeys, passing by a tall, thin young man with a big goofy grin on his face.
"Go get her, man!" the guy said.
Corbin gritted his teeth and grinned as he whisked Jessica away. "Who was that?" she asked.
"My cousin Bob."
"Your... cousin?"
"Yuuuup. And my uncle Louis was back with the bears."
"Your family's here? Why aren't they...?" She looked up at him sharply, her eyes widening. "It's here, isn't it?" she asked. "You're... you're going to..."
"Don't know what you're talking about," Corbin said. The nerves should have grown worse. Instead, the sight of another distant relative, this one by two marriages, made him laugh helplessly. He told this plan to his parents and one cousin, a professional photographer, and begged them not to say anything. Of course they had anyways.
Everyone. They were all here. All his family.
His laughter deepened, took him over. Jessica joined in, and soon they walked, ignoring the other animals for the moment, up an incline, steadily past more and more of Corbin's family. Some of them tried to be discreet. Some of them whispered, "Good luck!" or "You got this!" Some of them were already three sheets to the wind and hollered, "Go get her, Corb!" An aunt pressed flowers towards them until her husband whispered, "They're going to need their hands."
And soon, he and Jessica were running.
They whirled past more of his family. Phones were out, pictures taken. They were both still laughing in all of them. To the top of the hill they went, to the big bridge over a man-made stream running through the heart of the zoo. And Jessica looked out over the lovely city gardens and the zoo and she gasped, because it was perfect, but it was always going to be. It didn't matter if it happened here or Agramonte or at home with her family - who were, impossibly, standing just yards away with the Blocks, watching, smiling, her mother crying happy tears, her brother cheering them on.
But all of that was in the background. All of that was unimportant, at least for the moment.
All that mattered to Jessica was the man pulling out the box beside her.
"They helped me pick it out, your dad and brother," Corbin said, grinning. "I asked them for their blessing after Thanksgiving. I told them I was going to ask regardless, but I wanted them to be okay with it. Flying them in, that was my parents' idea. I loved it. I thought you would too."
"Corbin..." Jessica whispered, crying so hard she could barely get his name out.
He knelt, and opened the box. The ring was beautiful and elegant, the band slim, like a knotted rope. A small diamond gleamed in the center, and Jessica's hand rose to her heart.
"You've changed my life, Jessica," Corbin said, his smile slowly disappearing. "You made a man out of a boy. You showed me who and what I want out of life, and that's you. That's always you. I'm asking you, please, be my forever. Will you marry me?"
"Yes," Jessica whispered, nodding, crying.
Corbin took her hand, and slowly slipped the ring on to the wild cheers of his family - and hers.
Jessica stopped Corbin from rising with a hand on his shoulder. "Corbin... I have a question to ask you too."
"What is it?" he asked, staring up at her.
"What if I told you it's not just me you're going to be coming home to in about seven months?"
"What?" he asked. There were murmurs now. No one could quite hear their conversation, and people were growing concerned.
"Stand up and give me your hands," Jessica said. He did, and she took them in her own, bringing them to her stomach. "Corbin. I'm pregnant."
* * *
Back home. Agramonte.
Jessica couldn't quit staring at the ring on her finger. She didn't think Corbin's grin had escaped him for more than a few minutes at a time. They were both worried about the future, true, but they were so excited too. Every now and again, she'd catch him mouthing, "A dad," to himself, and his grin would widen.
They had so much preparation to do, so much planning. They were going to be married in July, a nice church wedding in Agramonte. Corbin already knew he wanted Sam to be his best man and Jessica's brother Andrew to stand with him as a groomsman. Brooke and Sasha would be among Jessica's bridesmaids, she decided, but for her matron of honor, Jessica had an odd idea, something she candidly talked about with Corbin.
The asking was wrecking her nerves, but he told her he thought it was a beautiful idea, a way to help heal the last of her scars. She hoped so.
God, how she loved Corbin.
They had one more day off before they had to return to school, so Jessica planned to use it in the asking. She and Corbin sat together at the dining room table, a cup of herbal tea in front of her, coffee for him. He held her hand.
"If she says no," Jessica said, "I'll ask Brooke, I think."
"She won't."
"Corbin, she has every right to hate me."
"She won't," he repeated.
Finally she could put it off no longer. Jessica checked the time and breathed deep. Now or never. She called.
And Morgan was home.
* * *
So many memories flooded through Jessica as she parked in Lionel and Morgan's driveway. So much pain and so much sweetness. So much debauchery, but so much good too.
And of course, there was sweet Isaac.
He looked out the living room window, and just as quick as his face appeared, it disappeared. Jessica got out of her car, chuckling softly to herself, already on the verge of tears. The boy sot out the door like a tiny tornado. Still small for his age, though he was getting pretty athletic.
"Jessica!" Isaac yelled.
He collided into her with a big hug. She clutched him tight, the tears flowing.
"Hey Isaac," she said. "It's so good to see you."
He nodded. "I was so happy when Mom said you were coming."
"I was happy you were here."
He led her inside, chattering away about his latest babysitter. "I like her," he said. "But she's not as good at Fortnite as you."
"Speaking of," Jessica said, "My fiancé and I bought a new console so he could play games with his friends. I'm going to have to get you my user name and we can play sometimes."
"Okay! But you said fiancé. Are you getting married?"
"Yes, this summer." Jessica wanted to ask Isaac to be their ring bearer, but not until after she'd talked this over with Morgan, and preferably Lionel too. If it was too awkward, she didn't want to break the child's heart - or have hers broken, too. "If you meet him, you'll like him. Corbin loves video games and action figures."
"Sweeeeet!" Isaac said.
The house definitely felt more lived in, now that Morgan, Sarah, and Yvonne had babies. Playpens, baby toys, and plush animals touched upon every corner of the house, and Jess smiled to see it. Before she met Corbin, the sight would have angered her, driven her to jealous spikes of irritation that this wasn't her life. Now she was happy for her friends and former lovers. Things had worked out for them too.
"Hey, Jessica," Morgan said, coming out of one of the first-floor rooms. She held a toddler in her arms, his pink lips making a big O as he stared all around. Morgan was a down-to-Earth beauty, strong jawed with gorgeous, piercing eyes and reddish-brown hair that looked far wilder than Jessica ever remembered seeing. Her long, loose shirt fell over her baby bump. Already on to their second child together. Morgan smiled, and it warmed Jessica to her toes.
"Hey, Morgan. Thank you for having me."
"Of course. We just got done with a changing, so you missed the fun part."
Jessica laughed. "I'm... actually going to have to do that here this winter myself."
"You're pregnant?"
"Yes. We just found out this last week."
Morgan came to her and gave her a one-armed hug that felt as loving as it could have with two. "I'm so very happy for you. You'll make a great mother."
Isaac looked up at them both. "Oh man, so many babies," he said, sounding exhausted. Jessica laughed at that.
"Lionel?" Jessica asked.
"Got called in on an emergency. That sounds like a line, but it's the truth. He'll be home as fast as he can." Morgan focused on Isaac. "And on that note, can you run on to Sarah's house, honey? She's got breakfast waiting for you. Just give Jessica and I an hour or two. We have things we need to talk about."
"Okay." But Isaac hesitated. "Jessie... are we going to see you again?"
"I really hope so, Isaac."
"Okay," he said. "I missed you."
"I missed you too."
He hurried on his shoes and headed out. Jessica and Morgan watched him, amused, until the door shut. Morgan gestured towards the living room, and they took up a pair of chairs.
Morgan started. "The truth is, Lionel didn't want to put you in a position where you had to be in a room with him. He says you've bumped into each other a few times and things have been kind of awkward. But if you were serious about wanting to talk to him too, he's grabbing coffee."
"It would be nice to talk to him too if it's not too awkward for you..."
"No," Morgan said. "it wouldn't be." She texted Lionel, and he sent her back a message saying he was on his way soon.
"Morgan, I'm sorry," Jessica said, her voice low, her head dipping. "My God, I'm sorry. I was... I was horrible."
Morgan drew a deep breath, and slowly let it out. "You were in love."
"That's no excuse. You and Lionel, that's always been a special thing. I tried to come between that. Between all of you and him. I shamed myself and I want you to know I'm not that person anymore."
"Tell me."
Jessica did. She started with the party after Lionel cut things off with her when she asked him to marry her instead of Morgan. About Kenny Kilton trying to get handsy with her and rape her at the party. About Corbin defending her in his quiet way. About sleeping with him the next day, and her plan to make him the campus's biggest stud - the Lionel 2.0, she called him, to Morgan's amusement.



And then too she told Morgan about the easy fall into loving Corbin. About how she realized, just weeks into knowing him, that he was the most special man of her life. About their silly fight, and how afterwards they realized how they fit together, not apart, that the game teaching him to become a fantasy man was no longer such a game at all.
"He sounds wonderful," Morgan said.
Jessica by that point was holding Morgan and Lionel's infant, cradling him to her chest. Soon she'd be doing this to her own baby, she thought warmly. "I didn't think I'd ever find anyone as wonderful as Lionel. But the very week, Corbin walks into my life. He's gentle, Morgan. The sweetest soul I've ever met."
"Then he's exactly who you deserve," Morgan said. "Jess, I'll admit, I was mad about you trying to take Corbin from me. I felt betrayed. We are friends. You could have come to me and we could have talked about all this."
"I know that now," Jessica said. "It's the biggest regret of my life. I knew how Lionel felt about me, and he was always careful never to give me any false hope. That was all on me. But what hurts me the most is betraying my friends. You, Sarah, London, Dakota, all of them. Every day, that guilt hurts so much."
"They said they had a fun time with you back around Sarah's birthday," Morgan said, amused.
"Oh yes. That was something. Sarah actually had Corbin at knifepoint." They laughed about that, and Jessica stared down at the carpet. "I apologized to them. And I'm here to make things right with you. I was hoping..." She drew a deep breath. "I was actually hoping..."
A vehicle pulled into the driveway, the engine cutting out. A door slammed. Lionel. Home.
* * *
There she was. Jessica Nakamura, my son's favorite bygone babysitter and one of my favorite fantasies.
She looked so natural holding Caleb. Then again, that wasn't a surprise, considering how good she was at her job, but it still sent a pang of regret through me. Not that I would change anything. Jessica was great, and Isaac loved her, but I never felt the strong connection between us like with Morgan and our girlfriends. I don't really know why that was, but I did know I hurt her, even if I didn't mean to.
"Hello, Lionel," she said, starting to rise.
"No, don't," I said, smiling easily. "Do that and he'll probably wake up."
Instead, I came to her, setting aside my coffee and Morgan's smoothie, and gave Jessica a squeeze of the shoulder. I came to Morgan next and leaned in for a brush of her lips, my hand going instinctively to her stomach. It was as reflexive as my hand at her back when we were walking together or in the middle of a crowd. She didn't like anyone else touching her belly at random times, save for me and the girlfriends. With me, she said it made her feel safe. Protected.
I just liked knowing there was more life coming.
Jessica apologized. It was sweet, and filled with tears, and halfway through it, I realized I'd already forgiven her months ago. When I told her so, she cried some more, waking the baby, who decided to join in on the fun. Morgan took him and quieted him with a plastic set of keys.
"I was telling Morgan about my new man," Jessica said, holding up her hand with the ring on it. It was modest but beautifully picked. She told me a story, an abbreviated one, I'd find out later from Morgan. A beautiful story about a guy standing up for her, about a guy who she tried to mold into her perfect man. A guy who she fell in love with, and who fell in love with her.
"Is he good to you?" I asked her.
"Yes. He's gentle, except when I don't want him to be," Jessica said, smiling to herself. I knew plenty what she meant by that. "But it's more than that. He's good, Lionel. I'd really love for the two of you to meet him sometime."
"We'll have to do dinner. All of us."
Morgan gave me a wide smile. I'd done something right, and didn't know what it was. I'm guessing she wanted Jessica and this Corbin guy in our life too, at least as friends.
"And you were going to ask me for a favor," Morgan said quietly.
"Yes. I was," Jessica said. "Morgan, if you say no, I completely get it. I'd certainly deserve it. But I wanted to ask you... would you be my matron of honor?"
Morgan's chest hitched. She held out Caleb to me and I took our little man so she could rise up and hug Jessica. The pair of them clung together for a long while.
And of course Morgan said yes.
When the tears died down, Jessica held both Morgan's shoulder and mine. "You're the first ones to get an invite," she said.
"Jessica, if it's too weird, me being there," I started.
"No. Corbin and I talked about it. You were a big part of my life. You and Morgan and everyone. We would love to have you there."
"Good," I said. "And you know Isaac's going to want to do some Fortnite dances with you at the reception."
She burst out laughing and nodded. Her hands finally fell away. "Thank you. Both of you."
Isaac came back after I texted him, and she asked him if he'd like to be their ring bearer. My little guy, perhaps predictably, launched into half a dozen Lord of the Rings quotes, but eventually bounced his way to a yes.
Jessica left not too long after that. We promised to make plans to meet Corbin, even if I did feel a tiny pang of old residual jealous energy. Jessica deserved to be happy. I was proud of her for finding the right way back to us.
* * *
Lionel and Corbin pulled down the sliding door of the trailer, and Corbin snapped the locks into place. Together, as one, they went to clap each other's shoulders, a gesture so old by that point it was comical. The two had always gotten along since the day they first met. It had been strange, for sure, but Lionel was impressed the-then teenager wanted to learn more about home repair, and Corbin liked Lionel's no-bullshit attitude.
"Reminds me a lot of how this started out for Isaac and me," Lionel said, contemplating the moving truck. "After my divorce. That was the first road trip we ever took together, come to think of it."
"You'll have to take some more up in our direction," Corbin said. He was a physical trainer now, cut, powerful. He wasn't as bulky as Lionel was, but could outlast the other man on the treadmill by several miles. Lionel was his first client as a trainer once he graduated and got a job at a great local gym, and the last one Corbin saw before he handed in his keys to the manager.
"We'd love that," Lionel said. He held out his hand, and Corbin shook. "Take care of your family."
"You too. Thanks for the loan and... just everything. I've learned a lot from you."
Lionel was fronting the down payment on Jessica's new office. It was a pretty safe investment, though. Jessica had graduated with honors, and her doctorate, though not a breeze by any means, came with effort and time.
"Hey. You're both going to do amazing. Send me pictures when you get it decorated."
"Will do."
They headed inside. Nothing was left of Jessica and Corbin's life in their first home together, save a bunch of folding chairs and a card table, all of which belonged to Lionel and Morgan. Seated around the table was the whole crew. Isaac had grown like a weed, nearly six feet tall now, but he still had that boyish smile and wide-eyed innocence, even if he was already a budding heartbreaker. He held Jessica and Corbin's oldest daughter Mona on his lap, playing trucks with her.
Beside him was Morgan, holding Corbin and Jessica's other daughter, Hayley. The two-year old's face was stained with juices from a quickly melting freezer pop. Corbin grinned at the sight. Morgan herself looked radiant and as beautiful as the first day Corbin met her. Their children, aside from Isaac, were back home, being watched over by a babysitter.
Victoria sat next to her, a padded cushion helping make her more comfortable. She was just weeks from giving birth to her first child. She held hands with Sarah, who had, for once, dressed in something vaguely approaching decency to help with the move. And of course Jenna and Yvonne held hands too. They bucked tradition and wore their gold bands on opposite hands so when they held them, their rings were together. Their marriage had been a gorgeous extravaganza on a beach in the Bahamas, and one of Corbin's all-time favorite vacations with Jessica. Victoria and Sarah were just starting to ramp up plans for their own wedding. They wanted to do it right there in the city, with a bigger reception maybe over the holidays in Colorado or Las Vegas.
London and Dakota bookended Brooke and Sasha. The four of them formed something of a mini-group of their own. Corbin and Jessica stopped sleeping around with other people around the birth of their second child, but by that point, Brooke and Sasha were regulars with the twins. The pair of college friends found something in each other, something to help Brooke move on from her obvious heartache over Corbin, and it had been years since Corbin last felt Brooke's hurt eyes linger on him.
Pamela Windsor had moved on from Agramonte to a tiny college town in Florida, a place rumored to be even more of an unabashed sexfest for students and educators alike. Dr. Madison still taught locally, and frequently invited Jessica and Corbin's family over for dinner. That's all it was anymore, dinner, but occasionally they talked about their pair of crazy hookups and laughed well into the night.
Speaking of absences, Sam and Mary both got a happy ending as well. They married their junior year, and Mary had her first - and so far, only - child their senior year. She took that last semester off but brought her A-game that fall, and after they graduated, they moved west, where Sam got a programming job with an up-and-coming small games studio. Mary made some sideways moves and now worked Q&A for a big tech site out there. They made crazy money, though the cost of living was just as nutty. But Corbin's best friend and best man was happy, and that was all that mattered to him.
And finally, at the head of the table, just starting to show with their third child, Jessica. It was the pregnancy that set this move in motion. It brought out a memory for Jessica, of tears one Thanksgiving night and a guilt that had never quite healed. She and Corbin thought at first they'd live forever in their two-story rental in Agramonte, and had even begun talking about buying it. But plans change. Life changes. And a new, beautiful route began to form in their minds when they found just the right office.
She rose, and came to Corbin and Lionel, first to hug Lionel, and then wrap her arm around Corbin's waist. He kissed her head.
"Is it time?" Sarah asked dully. Of all of Jessica's friends, she'd been the most emotional about this. Sarah was still batshit crazy in a lot of ways, some of them fun, some of them as dangerous as a match to gasoline, but above all else, she was loyal to the people she loved, and that included Jessica, even platonically.
"It is," Corbin murmured. Louder, he said, "I wanted to thank everybody for helping out. This... this means a lot."
"The world," Jessica said. "And you know you're all expected and welcomed up at our new place."
"We've been talking about maybe Easter," Morgan said, smiling. "If we can wait that long."
"Sounds like a plan to me," Corbin said, and Jessica nodded, sniffing.
Everybody stood up, and one by one they came to the couple. Hugs were long and plentiful, and more than a few kisses were less than chaste. Brooke trembled when she hugged Corbin, and broke out into sobs when he kissed her cheek. Sasha cried for the first time either Jessica or Corbin could remember.
It was sweet Isaac's tears that set Jessica off the hardest. The child she used to babysit was now growing quickly into a man, and she held him and rocked with him, her tears dampening his chest until finally he pulled away, wiping at his own face. And only at the last did he hand over Mona, now crying too, mostly because everyone else was.
"Take care of my little thug," he said, holding out his fist for Mona to bump. She did, and giggled through her tears as Isaac made as though his fist exploded.
Morgan handed over Hayley too. Corbin didn't realize it at the time, but it was just the four adults and the two little girls. Everyone else had meandered outside next to the truck. Lionel reached out for Corbin's hand, and they shook before Lionel pulled the young man in for a ferocious hug.
"It was always you she was meant to be with," he said. "Never take that for granted."
"No, sir," Corbin said. He kissed Morgan's cheek. "We'll miss you both."
Jessica hugged and kissed Morgan. "Thank you for the last few years," she said. "I still can't believe you welcomed me back into your life. It... meant the world to me."
"Call all the time," Morgan said, her voice thick with emotion.
"We will." And then it was Jessica and Lionel. He smiled fondly down at her, and she hugged him tight. He kissed her forehead. There were no words between them. There didn't need to be.
They loaded the girls in the backseat of Jessica's car and checked everything one more time with the truck. Through a wall of tears, Jessica waved goodbye to her old life, to the house and the people she loved, and in the rearview mirror, her man followed her, waving too.
* * *
Kimberley shrugged on the coat her husband offered her, not knowing what was going on. She hoped his playfulness meant one of the children was coming for a surprise visit. If it was Andrew, he would have just drove, considering he went to college only an hour away. That meant Jessica and Corbin.
The closeness she felt with her daughter since Jessica fell in love with Corbin astounded Kimberley. Every day they talked, even if it was just for five minutes. When Jessica first left for college Kimberley was lucky if she heard from Jessica every two weeks.
She hoped they were flying in, though it was such an odd time to do it. Sunday, and no major holidays were coming. No, no, this was probably something else, some other surprise. Oliver was taking her to dinner, or maybe dancing. They had taken that up now that Andrew was out of the house, feeling like old silly fools in a class of people twenty years younger than they were. But it brought them closer, and she loved it so much.
"Where to?" she asked Oliver as he led her out to the car.
"Not yet, not yet," he said, grinning as wide as she'd ever seen. He opened her door for her like they were young again, and she thrilled to it, smiling warmly up at him even as her guts writhed with hope and the knowledge that she should keep her expectations down.
He dialed a number, and said simply, "We're on our way."
Oliver drove, but not all that far. Just a few blocks away, they turned onto a quiet street, full of small, recently built homes. His hand shot for hers, and she squeezed it. He didn't let go until they pulled to a stop behind a big moving truck.
"No," Kimberley whispered.
Out the front door of the house came two children, two of the loveliest human beings on Earth, who Kimberley could not have loved more if she wanted to. It had only been months since she seen them last but her heart swelled so much it felt as though it could burst. She was out the car and running to them, mindless of the dirt for once in her life.
"Grandma, Grandma!" Mona shouted.
"Ranma! Ranma!" Hayley echoed her.
Mona turned and pointed at the small house. "See our new house?"
"Wh... what did you say?" Kimberley whispered.
Corbin stepped out. "Hello, Mom," he said, holding the door for her.
"Corbin, I... what is this?" Kimberley asked.
"Come on in and find out," Corbin said. He leaned down to kiss her cheek before she could pass through, but she barely noticed, tapping his chest distractedly as she stared at her daughter, standing in the living room, hand on her growing belly.
"You said you were worried you'd wake up someday and find out you missed everything," Jessica said, hoarse with emotion. "Well... now you won't miss a single day of the rest of the girls' lives, if you don't want to." She tapped her stomach, smiling. "And it is girls."
Kimberley rushed to her.
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It was pretty cute Lucy thought she could beat me at April Fool's. She can't say she didn't know what she was getting into with me. I have four brothers and a dad who are all April Fool's fanatics, just like me, and just like me, they can come up with some pretty funny stuff. We've been pranking each other since we were kids, and this upstart, this gift from God to men's eyes and my heart, thought she could win? Nuh uh. Not today, not ever.
April Fool's already holds a pretty special meaning for us. Like I said, it's my family's favorite holiday -- well, okay, definitely not my mom's, but she tolerates it. My brother Todd throws a party every year at the end of it. It's a good time. We all bring something weird to eat, with the rule being that it has to be edible and at least tolerably tasty. Beer's allowed, but if you want to hang with the Belville boys, you have to do shots instead. We're talking Prairie Fire. We're talking Big Bangs. We're talking Cement Mixers. Every year one of us assholes is bringing something new and fun to the party. Last year it was bacon whiskey. Year before that, it was some godawful mixture called Toothpaste. You can probably guess what it tasted like.
Lucy came to the party last year, the hottest thing to walk through Todd's door since he accidentally set his wig on fire one Halloween when he was out barbequing and singing like he was Mick Jagger -- no joke, we're idiots. Fresh off both a breakup and the idiots at the news station she worked for firing her due to budget cuts, she was ready to party in a slinky pink minidress that plunged down between her breasts in a way that said, "Hey, big fella, eyes down here the rest of the night." She was dressed to fuck and I was addicted in about three seconds. Especially with her flaming red hair and lips I wanted to get medieval on and pillage until I came deep down her throat.
Look, I'm not exactly a fucking poet, all right?
She was a guest of one of my other brother's wives, and fit right in with the rest of the lunatics. There's only one rule at that party -- no one under eighteen -- so we lived it up while none of the nephews, nieces, and assorted younger hanger-ons were around. Lucy did the customary opening shots -- which was always optional, as was everything at the party -- and bellowed with us the sweet, sweet lyrics of Mmmbop, our party theme that year of choice. As was also tradition, Todd gave a speech with the other four of us flanking him. We stood up on a garden wall, and when I looked into Lucy's twinkling eyes, I had the first notion I was in deep, deep trouble with this one.
We played a variation on the chocolate game, with a bottle of tequila in the middle and boxing gloves instead of the bar of chocolate and oven mitts, and I knew I was going to fuck this woman or die trying when she rolled a six, put the gloves on, then instead of gripping the bottle with her hands, she got down on her hands and knees and used her cleavage to hold the bottle while keeping it shoved against her body with the gloves. Then she tilted back and let the neck of the bottle spill into her mouth, mad with laughter.
My sister-in-law Tayla, one of the best goddamn wingmen on the planet, introduced us shortly thereafter. Most the tequila had gone all over Lucy instead of in her mouth, leaving her dress sticking to her knuckle-biting curves. Fighting the urge to drool over her well-plastered tits was like fending off a Nazi werewolf army single-handedly with a spork, but I managed it.
I was playing bartender at the moment, mixing up jalapeno margaritas for a few of the guests, and I offered Lucy one. With a smile that spoke volumes of the dirty things this woman was capable of doing, she said, "Get me any more drunk and you could probably take me on the stairs."
"Is that a no, then?"
For an answer to that, she grabbed a bottle of vodka, spun off the cap with her thumb, took a tiny sip, and held out her hand. I didn't actually fuck her on the stairs -- we were, after all, surrounded by family -- but I did bribe the crew in the game room with the pitcher of margaritas to clear out and give us twenty minutes. I had Lucy's panties off her and stuffed into my pocket in about as long as it took for them to shut the door. We fucked hard enough to rattle the pool balls, making it sound like thunder every time I bottomed out in her soaking wet cunt.
I didn't think anything could top that day until I came up with the idea to propose to her this year.
Yeah. April Fool's has some pretty special meaning to me, then.
* * *
I never thought this day would actually come again, me proposing to someone. I was married once, a brief, dark fling when I was finishing up college. She was a couple years older, a museum guide and a librarian, and so very much an intellectual hipster it makes me grind my teeth to think of how stupid I was for falling for her.
But I did. The engagement was all of about two weeks, the marriage six months. During the ugliest fight of my life, she told me I'd never amount to much. I told her she was a pretentious dick-killer. I think that made her proud.
The "never amount to much" comment pissed me off to the very core of my soul. I was a straight-A guy in one of the best business schools that didn't require a donation from some rich family's bank account to get me in the front door. I kept fit and muscular with a low-carb diet and an absolute fuck-ton of working out and swimming. I'd landed an internship for a highly regarded money management firm. I knew where I was going, and I knew I was money in the bank. All she had to do was wait, and she couldn't.
The truth is, though, I loved her, and I loved her hard. The divorce slammed a wall into place when it came to women in order to become the investment manager I knew I could be. I graduated top of my class. I was brought into the same firm I interned with at one of their highest starting salaries they'd ever given out, and I earned every penny of it. You might have watched Wolf of Wall Street or Boiler Room and think I'm some kind of opportunistic shark, but the truth is anything but that. Do you know how I go into Las Vegas and always walk out richer than I started? Because I don't fucking gamble. My money's diversified into safe bets that'll only keep going up. I don't need to play poker because I'm going to be richer tomorrow than I am today. So will my clients.
At work, I'm ice cold. I don't jump onto trends. I'm not dropping millions into cryptocurrency. What I do is mentally jerk off to tiny fractional percentage gains. I roar like a goddamn lion when one of my software investors can afford to lease the new year's BMW.
But off hours? Away from the office? I'm out to always have fun. I'm the hungriest guy in the room. I'm the man you don't leave alone with your hot wife desperate for something other than the husbandly missionary pump and dump or your just-turned-eighteen daughter ready to have her core hollowed out by a real man for the first time in her life. Or both -- my boss's supermodel-level wife and his twenty-something daughter are freaaaks.
I'm not here to convince you I'm a nice guy. I'm not. Lucy knew that. This year, for April Fool's, she knew how to set up the perfect Rube Goldberg machine of delightful fuckery to get me to act exactly how she knew I would.
I love her batshit crazy ass.
* * *
Lucy unofficially moved into my place about five days after we met at the party last year. I say unofficially because one day she showed up with a suitcase, and we never really talked about her leaving after that. That was weird for me. My longest relationship since my divorce lasted maybe a month, and that was so far beyond the usual one-or-two-night stands that it was, until Lucy, weird unto itself. I guess I just didn't want Lucy to go, so I never talked about it. Plus, she makes amazing souffles. You don't jinx good souffles.
As a former local news anchor she was in high demand around the city, so she landed a nice six-figure PR vice presidency. We focused on our careers outside the house, but back home, our clothes were off more often than they were on. She was on the shot, and I loved nothing so much in this world as seeing her drip me out of her pussy lips onto the bed or the concrete around the pool or on the carpet or down the front of the washer. I don't think there was an inch of that house that didn't need to be steam cleaned. She gagged on my cock like she was bobbing for apples. Her ass became my second home. We were addicted to each other.
Jump forward to mid-February and enter, house right, Samantha Dunlop. Can't blame her one bit for wanting the place next door, especially with the curved arches of the rear patio leading out to her pool and backyard. We didn't actually see her for two weeks after the "For Sale" sign disappeared from the lawn, but we were friends with the realtor and she said Samantha was a knockout but didn't know what it was she actually did.
We figured that out real fast.
When Lucy and I saw an Alfa Romeo pull in and out of the house's attached garage, we -- and by we, I mean she -- bought a gift basket of wine, chocolate, cheese and crackers and headed over. I was expecting blandly attractive, like most the other thirty-to-forty-somethings down the block.
I wasn't expecting the young, vivacious sexpot who opened the door in booty shorts and a red tee over what promised to be even bigger tits than Lucy's. The teased-out dark auburn hair, the sultry eyes and heavily painted face, they made Samantha seem so worldly in her attractiveness, as if she'd been painted by a runway model's makeup team. The shocker, I'd learn later, was she was only twenty-two.
"Ooh, competition," Lucy said, and I nearly choked when Samantha not only laughed, but invited us in.
They got on fast. Attractive women can be spirited and mean, but there can also be a camaraderie there, one that develops of shared experiences of the natural prejudices against them. Both Lucy and Samantha were wildly intelligent, charming, and dangerously attractive, and that drew the contempt and vitriol of just about every other woman on the block.
That might have got the ball rolling on their friendship, but there was also the fact that Samantha was just a damn decent soul. Okay, example - she volunteered for things. Like... actually volunteered for them. She didn't just whip out the metaphorical or literal checkbook for causes. She went to animal shelters and helped clean up after them and feed them and do the sorts of things assholes like me say they're going to do and never actually get around to. In this day and age, who does that? Saints, that's who.
But there was the devil to Samantha too, a side she kept very well hidden. Lucy sussed out of her after a night of too much wine that she was a camgirl and Internet model of modest fame, earning nearly two hundred thousand a month for her various videos and donation sites. We found that out, and later that night, in bed together, Lucy's hot breath tickled my ear as she whispered, "That turned you on."
"Well... yeah."
She giggled and reached down to stroke me. "Want to dig up one of her videos and watch it together?"
We did. I think Samantha knew, in retrospect, that's exactly what we would do when she told us. I think her and Lucy had some kind of freaky sexual twinness happening. In any case, she gained two new subscribers that night, lifelong ones. We watched Samantha suck and play with a dildo while Lucy bounced up and down on my cock, her ass to me and rippling every time she slammed down. She came like a freight train that night, long, loud, hard. Three, maybe four times, I'm not sure. By the end of it she could barely move. Some of the best sex of our relationship, and that included the weekend we got away on a party yacht with friends and fucked while dolphins played alongside the boat.
* * *
Jump forward again. April Fool's Day. Do or die. My biggest gamble since I was an idiot proposing to another woman in another lifetime, but I didn't think it was much of a gamble at all. Not with Lucy.
My house was a pretty grand single-story home. The interior's nice -- my bathroom was like something out of some cyberpunk wet dream -- but you didn't really understand the price tag until you were in the backyard with the immaculate rock gardens, the cacti, the massive stone boulders smoothed just enough to make for comfortable seats. The pool was a goliath of a thing, shaped like a dog-leg of a golf course. The hot tub took up one side of that, raised a foot or two up off the pool.
At one corner of the concrete pathway surrounding the pool was an uncovered patio area with a couple lounge chairs. I'm a vain man, and I like to tan all over, so I was completely nude and resting on my stomach, eyes closed, contemplating the chaos about to come when the car was dropped off soon for Lucy. A friend at an upscale BMW dealership was in on the whole thing, and was going to bring it by gift-wrapped in a bit red ribbon. Inside would be a card, beautiful in design, with "Happy Anniversary!" on the front, then "...but this isn't your present. April Fool's, sucker."
I had a half-dozen deliveries like that prepared, each one smaller than the last until we eventually wound up at Todd's party again this year, where the whole gang of them would be dressed in formal wear, with a red velvet pillow and a ring on it. I was pulling a brother card on this one and made hem swear that this would come with no pranks or gags, because that WAS the gag. Lucy would be expecting one last leg pull, but the proposal was going to be as serious as I could make it. And then we'd get shit-faced and hopefully smash our best parts on Todd and his wife's bed. They deserved it. They were supposed to bring me back my good power drill weeks ago.
Inside the house, Lucy locked herself in the bedroom all morning after we had a celebratory breakfast of me eating her out to two orgasms and her sucking me down to the root until I fed her about a gallon of my very finest frothy morning cream. Well, that, and huevos rancheros.
I didn't know what she was up to, but it was no secret that she was planning something to do with my favorite day. I just couldn't figure out what. I looked in every corner of the house for a hint. Nothing. I stole her phone and glanced through her texts -- which sounds stalkerish until you realize she's done that to me since day one -- but she was too good for that, deleting a few texts and even sending a few messages from my phone saying things like, "HELLO PAUL I KNOW YOU ARE WATCHING HEEHEE HOHO YOU'LL NEVER GUESS MY GAME-O."
Did she suspect my proposal? Yeah. I think she did. Before I bought the ring in early March, I tried to bring it up casually. Real subtle shit, like, "You ever think about how hot it would be after you gave birth to spray down my face with your milk?" That got a scrunched face out of her and a, "Like... right after birth? I'd need, mm, four or five months."
We are nothing if not classy.
Anyways, back to the plot, four thousand pages later. I was getting my man-buns all nice and toasted out in the sun before the night's festivities when I heard a car slow and pull into my driveway. I grabbed my phone and checked it. Right on time. I grinned and settled back in.
My friend honked, and the bedroom window slid open. "You expecting someone?" Lucy called.
"Nope."
"Mind getting it? I'm... doing something."
"Kind of naked, baby," I called back.
"Like that's ever stopped you from answering the door," she said, but the window shut and she went to answer it. A moment later, I heard a yeep of happiness. That's what it was, too. I'd call it a shriek, but it wasn't that shrill. Lucy's happy noises were something like out of an anime.
Over the fence, I heard, "What's going on? She sounds happy."
I grinned to myself. Take a peek over the fence, Samantha. Get an eyeful. "She thinks she's getting a BMW. Wait for it. In about... ten... nine... eight... seven... six..."
"Ohhh no," Samantha said, and chuckled.
"YOU SON OF A BISCUIT EATER!" Lucy bellowed. Happy noises and all, she could sound like a demon on a bender when she was upset about something.
"There it is," I said, satisfied and settling my head back down.
Lucy charged back into the house and out the back, coming right for me like a bullet. I didn't bother looking up until she poked my butt cheek. Then I turned my head and asked innocently, "Who was it?"
"That was pretty good," she said, poking me again. "Three out of five stars."
"Only three?" I asked, wounded. I flipped over onto my back, enjoying the dozen tics fighting for control in her face.
I thought maybe given Lucy's hour or two of preparation she'd be dressed sexy, but all she wore was a loose tee and sweats. Not that she didn't look great, but I was hoping for lingerie or a camisole or maybe that fine vinyl skirt that showed off the bottom of her ass and a tiny bit of her pussy. But nope, casual was the order of the moment.
"You're lucky to get that many." She smacked my stomach. "Your brothers always said your April Fool's game is strong. So far, I'm not seeing it."
"Ooof," I said, grinning lazily.
"What'd he do?" Samantha called over.
"Made me think I was getting a new car. But there was a card inside that said this was his prank. Weak, Shrimpy," she said, reaching down and squeezing my anything-but-shrimpy.
I yawned and folded an arm under my head. "Let's see you one up me, newbie."
"I can outdo you right now."
"Oh yeah?"
One thing about Lucy -- she's fast. When she ran track in high school and college, she eked out the fifth fastest time in the hundred-meter sprint. Not just of the year -- of all time. And a small school it wasn't. So when she snatched up my clothes and sprinted away from me towards the fence, I stood no chance of catching her. I was barely on my feet before she was chucking everything -- shirt, shorts, skivvies -- over the top and into Samantha's yard. But her mad dash wasn't done yet. She cast a wild, gleeful look at me as she went for the house -- and the locks on the door.
Too late, I realized what she was doing. I tried to go for the bedroom and the patio door there, but she must have been psychic, because that was locked too. Sometimes I could open the window from this side if it wasn't shut properly, but damn it, Lucy had snapped the window down nice and tight.
"Samantha," I called. "I seem to have misplaced my shorts."
"They're hanging on my cactus," Samantha said.
"Mind tossing them back?"
The bedroom window cracked open and Lucy yelled, "No surrender, Samantha!" Too late, I tried to catch it before she slammed it shut again.
"Sorry, Paul, but I think you're going to have to come get them. I might get... hm... pricked after all."
I was naked and clothesless. And in possession of my things was the second hottest woman on that block.
Lucy grinned at me out the window. "You think I won't?" I asked her.
"I five-dog dare you," she said. "April Fool's, biiiiyutch."
"And you say my game is weak," I said, shrugging.
Without any more hesitation, I went for the gate leading to the front of our house, hoping there weren't any kids out and around the block. I made sure to give it a good slam for emphasis as I left the backyard and padded down the sidewalk to the grass dividing Samantha's house and ours.
A jogger passing by gaped at me hanging dong, and I nodded cheerfully. "Morning, Mrs. Velasquez. Happy April Fool's."
"Good... good... yuh huh," Mrs. Velasquez said, turning to gape at my bare ass as she slowed down to a crawl.
Samantha broke out into giggles as I reached over her gate and unlatched it. I strode in as it clanged shut behind me, my cock sorta kinda getting a little bit into showing off for Samantha. Well, you reap what you sow, Lucy, I thought to myself.



And then I saw her, and I understood what was really going on.
The cool blue itty bitty thong bikini laughed at its task of covering Samantha's deeply tanned curvy ass as she rested on her own lounge chair. On her stomach, she had her legs bent backwards one foot nearly to her butt, the other kicking lazily up and down as she eyed me through a pair of over-sized aviators. She must have liked what she saw, because she dipped them low and studied me even more carefully, her grin spreading wide.
"Shrimpy, huh?" she asked. "Where is Lucy eating these mutant shrimp?"
My cock flexed as if in agreement. I eyed my clothes -- they really were hanging from a cactus -- and instead sidled closer to Samantha, my own grin matching hers. "Just out getting a tan too, huh?"
"Funny how coincidences like that happen, huh?"
"Isn't it?" I eyed the side tie of her bikini top and the spill of sideboob squashed against the chair. I stepped closer, and reached down to grab the bottle of suntan lotion next to her. "Lucy!" I called. "Oh, love of my sweet nether regions, I think our good friend missed a few spots with her suntan lotion. You don't mind, do you?"
"So quick to cheat on her?" Samantha asked. Nevertheless, she wiggled her ass and dropped her legs down to the chair.
"If I thought for a minute she didn't set this up," I said, popping the cap on the lotion open, "I wouldn't touch you. That woman's the craziest, best thing that's ever come into my life and I'd be a fucking idiot to screw that up." I squirted a generous portion of the lotion into my palm. "So tell me... am I wrong?"
"No," Samantha murmured. "I've been sitting out on the patio the last twenty minutes waiting for this chance."
"Oh yeah?"
"If she didn't figure something out, I was going to fake needing you to move... something. Ah, who cares?"
I set down the lotion and slathered the lotion into both my palms. She surprised me by turning over. And here I was so looking forward to tugging that thong bikini bottom down and rubbing my cock through her cheeks. But Samantha had other ideas.
I drank in the sight of her big tits bulging against the tiny triangles of fabric barely hanging on over her nipples.
"Fuuuuck," I groaned. "There go my plans for the afternoon."
She arched an eyebrow as I straddled the chair. "Could always do something different." She barely had to flick at the knot of her bikini top before it came undone. My cock hardened at the sight of her big pink nipples.
"Like checkers," I grunted, sliding my slickened hands into her cleavage, getting her tits nice and ready to be fucked.
"Chess."
"Chutes and Ladders."
"Bingo," Lucy said somewhere behind me.
I didn't bother looking over my shoulder as I groped our smoking hot neighbor, prepping her for my pleasure. Samantha lifted up her sunglasses and tossed them onto an end table. "Lucy, darling, if I let him come all over my tits and my face, think he's good for a round two later?"
"And three and four and five," Lucy said, coming closer. "So... who won April Fool's, baby?"
"Like I said..." I gripped my cock and slid it between Samantha's luscious breasts. "...day's not ever yet."
Lucy came up beside me, working her shirt up and over her head. Now I saw what she was hiding. A wispy shelf bra left her big nipples bare, but gave them a nice outline that emphasized their size and natural bounce. I grabbed her by the lower back and pulled her in, hungry for her lips against mine. She obliged, her eyes dancing with delight. Her sweats came down as she still tried to kiss me, errant brushes of her lips that had to take a quick break while she knelt and tugged the sweats the rest of the way off.
I wasn't the only one eyeing her, and when Samantha saw my girlfriend's crotchless panties and the thin red trim of pubic hair, she murmured, "Yum."
Lucy pulled back from me, grin widening, and she slowly positioned herself closer to the head of the lounge chair. I knew she was bi-curious at the very least but we'd never actually done anything with anybody else, or even brought up the idea, save for when we were watching Samantha's videos. But the ease and simplicity with which she positioned herself over our friend's face, it was obvious this wasn't her first rodeo.
"Holy fuck," I grunted, starting to push my cock through the promised land of Samantha's big tits.
"Mm mmm mmm," Samantha said, reaching up to grip my girlfriend's thighs and take her first lap of Lucy's sweet pussy.
Lucy leaned forward to kiss me again, and gripped Samantha's tits between her hands. "And this," she said as I stroked my way back and forth through the soft, plentiful skin surrounding my cock, "is my happy anniversary present to you. I'm not just hungry for your cock, baby. I love pussy. I love eating it. I love shoving some beautiful bitch's face deep in mine." For emphasis, she wiggled her pussy lips against Samantha's eager mouth. "I hope you don't mind me bringing home a treat now and then."
"Fuck no," I grunted. "So long as I'm your only man."
"That's one-sided," she said, eyes gleaming.
"Yeah," I said, chuckling. "It is. But that's my pussy to come in."
She rubbed her cunt against Samantha and happily echoed me, "Your pussy."
"My mouth to fill up again and again."
"Your... mm... mouth," she moaned.
"My ass to fuck."
"Yes."
"Say it," I said, squeezing Samantha's tits harder now as I squelched back and forth between them, my length prick popping out the top each time like it was a jack-in-the-box.
"Your ass to fuck," Lucy moaned. "Only yours, Paul." She opened her eyes and stared at me. "Forever."
Fuck. Did she know? Who told her?
"Forever, huh?" I asked. "Seems like a long time."
For that I got a poke in the chest.
Samantha and I joined hands on her tits, squeezing them tight around my cock as it jerked back and forth. But the real show, my pleasure, came from watching Lucy with Samantha. Two of the hottest -- no, fuck that, THE hottest -- women I knew, and they were joining together with all the enthusiasm of a new relationship. I didn't know where this would go, eventually, or if it would go anywhere at all, but damned if I wasn't curious. One thing I did know -- this wasn't going to be the only time these two played at each other's pussies.
Lucy rocked on her face with short, squirming strokes. Occasionally she'd break it up with a slow grind or a wiggle side to side, finding just the right spot and letting out a breathy moan. She must have been fantasizing about this for a while this morning because even for her, she was wildly into it already. Her hands fell back to her own ass as she began to bounce up and down, her big tits bobbing in a delicious show for me as she started rolling her head.
"Fuck, Samantha, you're so good with your tongue..." she moaned.
"Mm. You taste like honey, baby," Samantha replied. Her hands fell away from her boobs and she reached up to grip Lucy tighter. I fell back too, only giving a few responsive jerks of my cock through her breasts as I watched the show. Lucy, still in her crotchless panties and shelf bra, taking her pleasure, riding the crest. Samantha, the impossible fuck fantasy you never expect to walk in the door, laid out before both of us, so eager and willing to jump right into this. I felt like a teenager trying to hold onto control just watching. It was and probably would forever be one of the hottest sights of my life.
One of Lucy's tells for when she was genuinely nearing an orgasm if she was on top of me or riding my face was to reach up and snatch at a lock of her hair. She says a good orgasm starts in her core and sweeps through all the way to the follicles of her hair, like static electricity. She was sure feeling it then, and tugged her hair so hard she nearly yanked it out. Her eyes fluttered as her head lolled back. I stopped fucking Samantha's tits altogether and cupped one of my gorgeous girlfriend's breasts with both hands, squeezing it and leaning down to suck hard at the nipple.
"Fuck oh ohhhh fuuuuck," she cried out, "I'm coming, I'm c-coming, I'm fucking coming!" Her voice went high and breathless -- remember the yeep? -- and she grabbed at my shoulder as I licked and slurped on her nipple. "Nnnngh, Samaaantha!"
Her feet kicked at the concrete and she dug her nails into my skin. I swear, I thought I heard her pussy actually pop, but I think it was Samantha's mouth making the noise as she sucked at the wash of my girlfriend's juices.
Lucy shot off her, giggling, and said, "Oh, this was my best idea ever."
"Agreed," I grunted, taking in Samantha's self-satisfied smirk and the trail of juices on her chin. I scooted back and leaned down to kiss her, both her wet chin and her lips. She wrapped her arms around my neck and held me like that, chest to chest.
"Lucy?" Samantha asked. "Group effort on finishing this tit job?"
"Four boobs are better than two," Lucy agreed.
We moved together to the pool. Samantha stripped Lucy as I got in plentiful gropes of both of them. They knelt on one knee on the top step, kind of sitting and standing at the same time. I positioned myself slightly lower, and together, they sandwiched my cock in one hell of a delightfully warm embrace. I've done a lot of wickedly sexy shit in my day, but this took the cake. Never had I fucked two sets of tits at once, let alone from a pair of women as gorgeous as this. I ran my fingers through their hair as I bucked hard through their flesh.
"Samantha," I grunted.
"Mm hmmmm?" she moaned, focused on my cock and Lucy's full lips.
"Anytime you want to come over and join us..."
"Yesss..."
"...there will be a ten-dollar charge."
Lucy sighed and shook her head. "He thinks he's funny."
"Good thing he's gifted somewhere else."
Lucy glanced up at me. "He does have pretty decent shoulders."
For that, I pulled back and took over, jacking my cock with fast, hard strokes. They grinned and came together, looking at me, but that wasn't what I wanted. "Be together," I said, my face drawn in a hard line as I neared my first climax with them.
They understood and turned their heads to kiss each other while I got a killer view of their tits and hands at each other's pussies. I didn't last long, maybe a minute, and finally I grunted, "Fuck" as I jerked one last time, streaks of come hitting their breasts, their necks. They giggled and swirled their fingers through the gobs before looking at me again. Lucy started to bring hers to her mouth but Samantha stopped her and took her hand. Lucy got the idea and fed the other woman the pearls on her fingers, and Samantha did the same to her.
"Goddamn," I groaned.
"Hey, hey, Paul, that you?" a man shouted from our house. "Come on, dude, this ain't funny. This shit's hot and you said you weren't pranking me."
"Next door," I shouted to Tyrese.
Samantha yelped and started out of the pool. I stopped her by grabbing her around the waist. Lucy gave me her madwoman's grin, and I smacked her ass. A moment later, Samantha's gate opened and shut, and Tyrese headed for the backyard.
"Come on, man, we were supposed to do this five minutes ago. I-"
He stopped just a second after coming around the corner of the house. I had Samantha on one arm, and Lucy was nuzzling into my neck, licking it and stroking my spent cock. She stopped, and Samantha quit trying to twist away when they saw how my friend was dressed...
...like a clown.
"Motherfuck?" Tyrese asked more than exclaimed. He cleared his throat.
"Sorry, had to change plans a bit," I said, grinning as I squeezed Lucy's ass.
Tyrese started to go for the rainbow-colored shirt he wore. "Oh fuck yeah."
"Stop, bud," I said, laughing. "This isn't for you. I lost track of time. If you still do the thing, I'll tip you an extra fifty bucks."
"Man, tits like that, you don't have to throw in nothing," Tyrese said, gaping at both the women on my arms. He cleared his throat. "But I'll take it anyways." He kicked his clown-shoed feet together. Tyrese threatened to murder me when I came to him with the idea, but he also owed me a huge debt for getting him involved in a big new shopping center. When he started to sing, I couldn't help cracking up.
"Happy happy April April Fool's Fool's Daaaaay. Lucy, so juicy, but you ain't gonna know what it is my boy Paul got for your pussy. So enjoy the day, and by the way, I ain't your gift, but don't be miffed, it's on it's way." He did a tap dance finish, his arms flailing out. "Honk honk!"
"Jesus Christ," I said, letting go of Samantha to rub my face.
"Yeah yeah, fuck you," Tyrese said cheerfully. "Can I get a look at them asses at least?"
Lucy twirled for him. Samantha looked at me and laughed helplessly before she twirled too. She even bent over for Tyrese and gave herself a spank on the ass. He looked like he might faint, but that also could have been because it had to be roasting under that clown wig and makeup. He kicked up his heels, nearly falling onto a rock garden.
"I'll square up with you Monday," I said.
"All right, man. Good luck."
I gritted my teeth and said, "Thanks."
He hurried away, not bothering trying to hide his hard-on. When we heard the gate close again, Lucy turned to me and said sweetly, "Good luck with what?"
For an answer to that, I grinned and threw myself backwards into the pool, diving deep and kicking lazily through the water.
* * *
I needed to break away and make some calls to cancel the rest of the afternoon plans for Lucy, so I grabbed my shorts and threw them on before jogging back home. The only thing I didn't cancel was the proposal at my brother's party. That was untouchable, and not even the thought of Samantha riding my dick was going to keep me from dragging Lucy there.
By the time I got back, they were finishing up a shower together. I hopped in too and scrubbed down before chasing their naked asses to Samantha's hitherto bedroom. They stripped the bed together save for the pillows and the sheets. The sight of them on their sides, asses wiggling a bit as their hands explored each other, made my temperature rise about a thousand degrees, but we'd yet to actually get our gracious host off yet, so I made Samantha my first priority.
We laid her out like Sunday brunch, her legs spread wide, her butt raised up by a pillow. Lucy seemed to agree with my notion that we'd been terrible guests so far and needed to procure as many orgasms as possible for our sexy neighbor. We worked in tandem, her with her feet near Samantha's head, me between her legs. Lucy pulled double duty, her hand lazily tracing and pinching Samantha's breasts at random and her tongue and mouth working Samantha's dainty clit. I made it my duty to make sure Samantha's sweet, tight pussy was given the five-star treatment, teasing her lips slowly with my tongue at first before I started playing her with my fingers. We used Samantha like a plaything, a sexual toy, and I loved it.
Lucy had always been wildly vocal in bed, but she ramped her game up now. "Stick that tongue down her cunt, baby, mm, yeah, lap that slut up."
I'm never going to say no to my sweet ball of crazy, so I worked Samantha's pussy even harder, my tongue sliding through her depths like a shark cruising through the water. I slid two fingers into her, and oh holy fuck, she was tight. Her pussy gloved my fingers like they were designed to fit together and she responded immediately.
"Fuuuuck," Samantha gasped. "That feels so good."
Her hands up to that point hadn't been doing much at all except clenching and unclenching. I don't know what made her jump, but she did, and her hands came up like snakes about to strike. She settled one of them on Lucy's juicy ass and squeezed before giving her a good, hard spank.
"Yeah, that's it, spank my ass," Lucy moaned against Samantha's clit.
"Does he fuck this?" Samantha asked breathily.
"Oh, at least once a week," Lucy said. "Love it up the ass. I love it anywhere. I'd fuck him with my feet if he wanted it."
I didn't, but good to know.
The idea of me taking Lucy's ass must have spurred on Samantha. She began writhing up and down the bed, her whole body into it. She spanked Lucy again and again before plunging three, then four fingers into my girlfriend's hot and waiting pussy, nearly fisting her. But her movements were erratic and haphazard. We had her close.
"Mmmm, oh, oh, that feels so good," she whimpered.
I was fingering her fast by now, and with every hard thrust of my fingers, her walls seemed to squeeze back. My need was on me and I lost my playfulness. My pleasure wouldn't come until she got hers, though. Lucy too quit talking in favor of teasing and working Samantha's pussy. We caught each other's eyes and I could see the lust blazing inside her, ready to be let out. I'd fuck her first, give Samantha a minute to recover, then take her too.
"Uhhh, unnngh, P-Paul... Lucy!"
Her chest thrust up, her head rolling back. She damn near sat up off the bed, her breath whistling out of her as her pussy clenched. Warmth splashed my fingers and she dropped back down, gasping, "kiss me, kiss me..."
Lucy was there kissing her with loud pops of their lips. I jerked my hand out of her, realizing at the last moment my mistake. "Condom, fucking condom," I growled.
"I'm clean, I'm clean, just don't come inside me," Samantha gasped.
I pounced. My cock was between her thighs, head rubbing at her entrance, faster than I could think. I wasted no time hilting myself as deep as I could inside her supremely tight folds. And oh, fuck, how she enveloped me. I could only jam half my length into her before Samantha couldn't take anymore, but it was plenty for her and me both.
I don't know if she was still coming down or if I made her come again those first few thrusts but her pussy kept making its sweet juices, keeping me wet as I plunged in and out of her. Our bodies made the loudest goddamn noises I've ever heard and Lucy giggled against Samantha's lips. The spill of her red hair against Samantha's brunette waves was almost as sexy as my girlfriend's ass so close to Samantha's waist, or Samantha's tits bobbing up and down to the beat of my hard pounding.
I was fucking relentless. When her knees kicked up as she gurgled against Lucy's lips, I grabbed her by the ankles and spread them even wider, ploughing into her cunt with hard, short thrusts that left her crying out breathlessly. Lucy couldn't sit by and watch. Oh no. She wanted her pussy tended to again too, and straddled Samantha's face again, staring me right in the eyes and grinning as she hefted her breasts in her hands, squeezing them, teasing them for my benefit.
The sight drove me even more wild, especially when she rocked on Samantha's mouth. I let go of one of Samantha's ankles and leaned forward to grab my Lucy by the back of the head, crushing her lips to mine. "The both of you, on your knees, now," I growled.
I jerked back out of Samantha and they hurried to get into place on the edge of the bed, asses high and resting on their arms. They kissed as I lined myself back up with Samantha, plunging into her deep again.
"Mmm, even better... like that..." she moaned to Lucy.
"Uh huh," Lucy agreed, reaching between her own legs to play with herself. That was my job, damn it, so I moved her hand away and punched three fingers into her as I fucked Samantha.
I loved the sight of the brunette's ass rippling with ever hard thrust. I loved the sight of my slutty girlfriend leaning over to kiss her, her own bubble butt rocking back to meet my hand. I loved the sight of my cock sticking out so far from Samantha's tight pussy walls, her contrast of her richly tanned skin against the near white of her string bikini line. Everything was a visual feast, one that left me mindless and animalistic, using my neighbor and my girlfriend.



Since she didn't have to play with herself, Lucy slid a hand over Samantha's bottom as they rocked together and gave it a hard slap. Samantha hissed and rocked back harder. Lucy leaned over and kissed her shoulder, her tongue flicking out to lick it, taste her. Samantha stared at her sightlessly and with the next hard slap of her flesh, she moaned, "Oh, oh fuck, I'm c-close again..."
The words spurred me on. I drove harder into her pussy, fucking her with such intensity she had to drop her head to the mattress, her whimpers keeping an uneven pace. She clutched at the sheets, twisted them between her fingers, and finally leaned back up to howl, "Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck!"
She gushed all over me again, not nearly as much as she had earlier, but a little. Lucy shot to her knees, panting in my ear, "I want to taste her on you, I want to suck your fucking cock..."
I jerked out of Samantha and let her drop. She was gone to me now, and all that was left was my Lucy. My girlfriend got low, sucking down my entire length nearly to the balls, moaning at the pleasure of the taste of our neighbor. Then, staring up at me, she drove down further, taking me all the way to my root, stuffing her throat full of my dick. Not an easy feat, not even for her, my cocksucking queen. She held it, then pulled back, and like that, fucked my prick with her throat, only keeping me deep a few seconds at a time.
I was close, but I didn't want to come that way. Instead, I gripped her hair and pulled her off my gleaming, wet dick. "Back on your knees, slut. Samantha's going to eat you out while I fuck you."
"Yesss," Samantha hissed. She flopped over, exhausted from the rough fucking. And positioned her head near the base of the bed. Lucy climbed back on too of her, hips around her head, and looked back at me as I guided my glistening prick to her entrance. She tensed up as I thrust into her and Samantha started licking.
"Ohhh, oh shit, that's going to make me come so goddamn fast," she moaned.
I squeezed her ass. "I think we need to invite Samantha to play more often, don't you?"
"Yessss, tongue me, fuuuck..."
Lucy looked at me over her shoulder, lust shining in her eyes. Her mouth was wide open, her tongue lolling out just the tiniest bit. It was a show for me but I fucking loved it anyways when she did that. I let go of her ass to sweep my hand through her long red hair and pull it back, forcing her head up.
"Are you mine, Lucy?" I asked her.
"Yours!" she gasped as I fucked her harder and harder. I'm surprised we didn't break the bed considering how hard we were going at it.
"This pussy, who does it belong to?"
"You! Always you! Nnnn, fuck, Paul!"
"I want you. I will always want you."
"Yessss," she hissed. "Love you, baby, love you so damn much..."
"I love you," I said, hilting myself in her, my need to come stretching to its absolute limits. I had to hang on. Had to make this good for her. But it was a race, a dead heat. I knew Lucy and I knew when she was close, but I was sweating bullets, my nuts tightening, my cock threatening to blow.
It was Samantha who helped me, in the last. Her hands clenched at Lucy's ass. Spread her cheeks apart. Her thumb slid down to that beautiful bleached bud. All it took was one brush, and Lucy was over the edge.
"Ahhh! Ahh! Fuck! Fuck!" my redheaded nympho yelped. She dropped her head against Samantha, yeeping, her pleasure driving all the conscious words from her mouth.
And finally she came.
It took her over, making her twist, making her freeze. She held her breath for so long I worried she might have passed out, and then it escaped her in one long explosive whoosh. She had to be exhausted, had to be damn near ready to drop, but she yanked off my dick and hurried to twist around, her eyes the wildfire I loved so much.
Samantha tried to move but Lucy planted a hand on her sizable chest. The other went to my dick and she fed me to our new plaything, my cock stuffing Samantha's mouth full. "Samantha," I warned.
"Om mm eye ouf," she said. I think that meant" come in my mouth." I hoped it did. Maybe she said "You'll poke my eye out," which I guess was a threat... maybe.
I interpreted it as the former and grabbed Lucy up at the last, bringing her to me. I grinned as she kissed me. My Lucy. I knew the answer she'd give. I just hoped my asshole brothers didn't decide to, I don't know, coat the ring in glue or something.
"I fuckin' love you," I told her.
"I love you too," she murmured, and as batshit crazy as it sounds, I think my girlfriend was crying.
* * *
"So what were you going to give her?" Samantha asked as we arrived at my brother's place.
"Yes, what was my April Fool's present, daaaarling?" Lucy asked, grinning.
"I was going to have it all wind up at this big romantic setup at Taco Bell," I said. "It wasn't much of a joke, really. I'll do better next time."
"Oh, man, now I want Taco Bell," Lucy grumbled.
"Tonight. Later." I thought about that. "Well, maybe tomorrow morning. I doubt anyone's going to be able to drive."
We parked, and I hesitated just a moment, my hand going for Lucy's. She gave me an odd, quizzical look. I squeezed her hand and let it go.
Fuck me. I was nervous. How about that?
"I can't wait to shove my cock up your ass on my brother's bed," I said to her. Samantha burst out laughing and Lucy made an exaggerated show of licking her lips.
We got out. The house was silent, the backyard buzzing with conversation. I dug out my phone and texted Todd as we headed for the gate to the backyard. Lucy was dressed in a playful yellow dress, the tiny straps barely doing the job of keeping her breasts from bouncing free. Samantha was in Capris and a middy blouse, her own cleavage about to make all my brothers drool.
Lucy walked ahead of me but looked back, smiling the oddest smile of our whole relationship. It was... it was fond. And I think she knew. Whether someone told her or not, it didn't matter. I think she knew me better than I knew myself.
The backyard went quiet before we got back there. I hurried forward and took Lucy by the arm. She looked up at me, a tiny breath escaping her lips. Nerves, maybe. I didn't know. I leaned in and whispered, "Just remember the clown."
She burst out giggling, and we came around the corner just as two of my sisters-in-law broke out into a violin and guitar duet of Rainbow Connection. I... I wasn't expecting that. I wasn't expecting anything but my brothers in suits. Instead, there was a whole ornate setup. A huge, flower covered dais. Rows of white seats festooned with white ribbons. Red and white balloons. Flower arrangements. All my brothers stood at the head of an aisle. The aisle. On the other side of them were three of Lucy's closest friends and her sister. And wearing an impeccable suit was my father. I didn't know why he was standing up there too. I didn't know about any of this.
Lucy breathed, "Oh my God."
I breathed, "What the fuck?"
She twisted to look at me. "You didn't..."
"I was going to propose. But... this..."
"Do it," she whispered to me. "Ask me." She blinked up at me. "No joke."
I stared into her eyes for a long, long minute, then whipped my head sideways and shouted, "Todd! The ring!"
He hurried to me, tossing aside the velvet pillow. In his hand was the engagement ring. He had the biggest, doofiest grin on his face. I wanted to smack it off. I wanted to hug him and the rest of the guys.
"Got you both," he said as he approached. "Dad got ordained and everything. We've got a cake and champagne and the whole works."
I took the ring and ignored him. My eyes were only on my Lucy. Samantha raised a hand to her mouth, tears falling down her cheeks. Lucy laughed softly as I dropped to one knee, looking up at her.
"Marry me," I told her. "Let's have a lifetime together of crazy."
Nowhere near the speech I'd written and rehearsed, but it was enough. "Yes."
I shot up, kissing her, grabbing her tight and squeezing her too me. When I could finally let her go, Todd said, "So... we doing this thing here?"
I looked at Lucy. She looked at me.
"We're still doing butt stuff on Todd's bed afterwards, right?" she asked.
My April Fool's girl.



        Breathing Space

        A vacation turns steamy for a husband, wife, and her friend.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/breathing-space

Title: Breathing Space

Author: Ian_Snow

Category: Group Sex

Description: A vacation turns steamy for a husband, wife, and her friend.

Tags: exhibitionism, threesome, hea, mff, bikini, nude day, beach




Carissa's hand stabbed at Victor's, her eyes locked on the nuclear meltdown occurring in real-time in front of them. The night had started off so normal, just dinner among friends a week before they were supposed to fly out on vacation. Planning for the trip to Mexico was just the reason they needed to get together for fajitas and margaritas.
But ever since Victor and Carissa walked in the door, the house dropped in metaphorical temperature degree by degree. Brad, usually brash and desperate to talk over anyone, spoke in grunts. Megyn seemed exhausted and amused by his surliness in equal measure. Inexplicably, she was also dressed to the nines in a ridiculously short vinyl skirt that put her tight, toned ass on good display and a playful ruffled white blouse that hinted at delightful treasures underneath. Her hair was done in messy braids and her makeup played up to give her some serious schoolgirl cosplay vibes. Definitely not her normal jeans and a blouse look.
Victor resolutely did not stare, but Carissa sure did, an unspoken question on her lips the entire night. The outfit seemed to piss Brad off more and more. Then again, everything seemed to piss Brad off more and more. When Victor asked him how work was going at the store he managed, Brad scowled and muttered about it being fine. When Carissa asked if they were getting excited to go on vacation to Mexico, Megyn said lightly, "I am. I plan on having fun."
"Why don't you tell them what that means?" Brad asked.
Megyn rolled her eyes. "Honey, we agreed we weren't going to argue tonight."
"No. You told me. You always tell me. It's never an agreement, it's a one-sided conversation."
"Um, we should probably go," Victor said. Carissa nodded and they started to stand.
Megyn waved them down. "Oh, it's fine."
"Tell them why you wanted to go down next week. Why it had to be exactly next week," Brad said, not so much tossing the vegetables frying in the pan as throwing them in the air and making a bad attempt at catching them.
"He's being overly dramatic. The resort celebrates Nude Day. Some beach sports, this temporary body art lesson I thought you'd love, babe..." Carissa raised an eyebrow at that, smiling faintly. "...limbo, dancing, this whole thing. It sounds really fun. I signed myself up and Brad's not happy about it."
"I don't want you flashing your ass or your..." Brad's eyes flicked towards Carissa and he flushed. "...your, your other parts to a bunch of people. So now I'm the bad guy."
"Ah," Victor said. A brief flash of Megyn nude ran through his head. The busty brunette had the face of an angel and the body of the devil. The thought of her baring it all threatened to send him to hardness, and he hurriedly banished it.
"He doesn't even have to do it," Megyn said, shrugging. "it's not, like, mandatory or something."
"But you're going to do it and it's a couples resort," Brad said, his voice flat. He scooped the vegetables onto a platter. This he walked to the kitchen table and dropped so hard it sent a crack up the middle.
"Oh, not my good platter," Megyn said, rubbing her forehead. "Yes, Brad, I'm going to do it. Because it sounds intriguing and fun and it's harmless sexy fun. If you don't want to be a part of that, that's fine, but I won't have you trying to control what I can or can't do anymore."
"Control you?" Brad snapped.
Carissa, watching the pair with bright-eyed amusement, picked up the tortilla warmer and pulled two out. Victor gave her a look like she was crazy, and she shrugged. "I'm hungry," she mouthed. He shook his head but picked up a pair of tongs to pile on vegetables and chicken onto her tortilla before doing the same for his own.
"Yes, control me! If you had it your way, I'd be like some prissy housewife out of the forties and fifties. But with blowjobs."
"Pass the salsa?" Victor breathed to his wife. She did, and scooped up the guacamole too, knowing he would want it next. He, in turn, slid her the bowl of grated cheese. He resolutely tried not to fantasize about Megyn's full lips wrapped around his cock. Cheese. Was cheese supposed to go on fajitas? He had no idea. Better to think about that than Megyn sucking him so hard and so fast her big breasts jiggled with her enthusiasm.
Uh, why weren't they leaving again?
"A housewife wouldn't want to flop her tits out and show them off to a bunch of strangers, like, oh, hey, here's the milk, boys, come and get it!"
Carissa choked on a laugh and Victor damn near joined her. They studiously looked down at their fajitas and rolled them up.
"Flop my tits out?" Megyn hissed. "Milk? What the... what the hell are you even babbling about?"
"Well, you'd just be offering it for free, wouldn't you?" Brad gestured at his chest.
"Every day with you, it's like a migraine right between my eyes," Megyn muttered, pinching her nose.
Brad spun and glared at their guests. "How are those fajitas?"
"Uh," Carissa said. "Just about to take a bite?"
"They smell great," Victor said.
"Try the chips," Megyn said, grabbing a white paper bag from the counter and tossing them on the table in front of them. "They're from our favorite restaurant. Handmade."
"Oh, that's-" Carissa started.
"So, floppy tits, huh? That's what you think these are?"
"I didn't say they're floppy," Brad said, rubbing his eyes. "I said you're planning to flop them out. Which you are. In front of strangers." He gave Victor a pointed look. "And our friends."
Victor took a bite. They really were good fajitas.
"Should we tell them?" Megyn asked, her glee liked a coiled viper. Carissa swallowed a bite three times too big and nearly choked, but she recovered quickly. Her eyes were locked on the couple in front of them. Trashy relationship shows were one of her TV addictions and she drank this in.
"Oh tell them what?" Brad asked, a long-suffering whine entering his voice.
"Why you really don't want me naked on a beach. With them. With him around."
Victor stopped chewing a piece of chicken. He swallowed, hard, and asked, "Uh. Me? What did I do?"
Megyn beamed at him. "Nothing, except be handsome and awesome to Carissa. It makes Brad jealous."
"Oh, for fuck's sake, Megyn," Brad said.
She continued, "He thinks if you're naked, and I'm naked, then I'm going to want to play connect the dots with your ding-dong."
"Ah," Victor said weakly.
"These are really great fajitas," Carissa said, smiling brightly.
"Doesn't he do a wonderful job with those?" Megyn said, her voice dripping honey.
* * *
"Well, that was... ah... good fun?" Victor asked. "Is next week still on for them, do you think?"
Carissa cradled the bag of tortilla chips in her lap like it was a baby as they drove. Victor couldn't blame her. That bag wasn't going to last two days around their place.
"Knowing Megyn, that whole argument's going to make her adamant about going. Brad... I don't know Brad that well, but I think they're through."
"Yeah?"
"I do. I kinda feel sorry for him. He's not wrong. Megyn's always been kind of... mm... crushy around you."
"Crushy?" Victor asked, grinning.
"You know what I mean. The guys she's been with lately, they've all been the bad Photoshop version of you."
"You're stroking my ego."
"I'd like to stroke something else."
He glanced aside at her. "Could find an empty parking lot."
She laughed softly and put the bag of chips in the back seat. "Oh, I don't think you need to stop." She reached for his pants. "Anyways, yeah. Gus was like you, only angry. Then there was Frank."
"He's nothing like me."
"He worked with you, so in her mind..." Carissa said, unzipping him. "Sit up." He did, and she tugged his pants down far enough she could slip a hand into his silk boxers comfortably. "You get my point."
"Well, I hope you know I'd never sleep with anyone else." He glanced aside at her. "I mean, apart from the fun we have together."
"Mm," Carissa said. There had been a handful of times in their relationship when they fooled around with other people. The first time had been late in their engagement when Carissa confessed sometimes she had fantasies about watching Victor with another woman, maybe while she was with another man. The "another man" part hadn't done it for either one of them -- Carissa was left unsatisfied and Victor's jealousy over the incident might have been selfish but also uncontrollable. Carissa did enjoy seeing him with the guy's wife, and even enjoyed a taste herself. For their second anniversary, she brought home a tasty acquaintance passing through town. No chance for long-term hijinks, no chance for jealousy, only a little chance of hurt feelings. It worked out much better.
Ever since, if there was someone they were both interested in and it was only going to be a temporary thing, they brought her home or to a hotel room if they wanted to really vary things up. Their only rule was neither of them would do anything without their partner present. It was a good system and so far it had worked out wonderfully for them, injecting just the right amount of spice into their love life -- not that it needed all that much to begin with.
Carissa gave him a few strokes, then withdrew her hand to spit into her palm. In their years together, he still got excited about the prospect of his wife doing something dirty and a little dangerous like this. He couldn't help a smile as she stroked him again. "I love you."
"I love you." She paused, staring at him. "You know..."
"What?"
"I think Meg might really have set all this up. To be naked around you and maybe have you naked around her if we did the Nude Day stuff with her."
His cock jumped involuntarily at that, and Victor cleared his throat. "You really don't have anything to worry about, babe. I won't-"
"What if I was okay with it?" She started stroking him again, and in the glow of a streetlight, he saw how flushed Carissa's cheeks were.
"Us being naked around them?"
"Yeah. I mean... I don't know, it's just for the one day. And it's not like we'd be around people we knew."
"Brad would probably have a heart attack if he saw you naked," Victor said. In his wife's hand, his cock was hardening quickly and he grunted, "You know, I don't really want to think about that guy while I'm getting a handjob."
"I'll bet you five bucks they're on their way out anyways."
"Mm. I'll take the bet, but not for cash. How about oral when we first check into the resort instead?"
Carissa grinned and unbuckled. "Well... what if I put a down payment in on my end of things now, and if I win, you pay up twice?"
She didn't wait for an answer, but leaned over and took his tip into her mouth. Victor said, "I think I can live with that."
* * *
A week later, Megyn shoved her luggage into the rear passenger seat, then started kicking at it when it wouldn't fit. "We broke up," she snapped.
"Ah," Victor said, blinking. Well, shit, there went the bet. Like he'd ever complain about going down on Carissa anyways. He loved it.
Carissa went to embrace Megyn, but she lashed out and kicked the luggage one more time one more time before her best friend could pull her into a hug. Victor heard something crunch and winced. Hopefully it wasn't perfume or something.
Carissa got Megyn further away from the Hyundai, giving Victor a tiny nod. He quietly loaded the rest of Megyn's things and shut the door.
"I'm sorry," Carissa said to Megyn. "I'm really sorry. He was..." She didn't finish that sentence. Brad had always been a putz.
"He was an asshole!" Megyn said. Then louder, towards the house, "A jealous, tiny dicked asshole! That's why you didn't want to come! Microdick Brad didn't want to have to show off his peen!"
A corner of one of the curtains might have fallen hastily into place.
"Anywho," Megyn said, pulling away from Carissa. "He's going to take the time I'm gone to reflect, change as a person, pack his shit up, and fuck off back to Mommy and Daddy's house."
"Ah," Victor said again. "Well... um... to Mexico?"
"Let's Mexi-gooooo!" Megyn cried out, grinning.
Carissa caught Victor's eye and gave him a tiny shrug. They loaded up, and Megyn kept up a line of happy conversation as they headed for the airport. Her humor didn't seem forced, or desperate, and that struck him as awfully weird. She and Brad had only been dating seven or eight months, but by that point in his relationship with Carissa, he knew he was hopelessly in love with her and always would be.
His wife had a habit of pulling him in her wake like that. It was effortlessly easy for her to make him fall in love. Sure, there was the physical aspect of it. Her long, bouncy blonde hair always seemed to caress her round model's face and present it to the world. She liked to emphasize her eyes with dark, sultry makeup and did much the same with her brows. Her lips didn't need much more than their natural fullness to attract a man's attention, at least in Victor's opinion, but depending on how much she wanted to sexy up her game, she would paint them in anything from blush to a bright cherry red he loved to have wrapped around his cock like last week. Sometimes she applied it just before so there would be long streaks of red along his length, and fuck if that didn't make him ache with need just thinking about it.
But that was just her face, and there was so much more to her than just her looks. Carissa always seemed amused by the world. Not sarcastic, not really, just sort of watching the events and people around her like they were on TV. But get to know her, and she was genuinely good in a way that few people truly were. She made her money as a researcher for a dental technology company, but anyone who knew her knew Carissa's real work was philanthropy. She volunteered her time managing an girls' softball team. She helped prepare meals with a couple nondenominational churches around the area during the cold months. She went to tons of "save an animal" fundraisers and always cried during the inevitable speeches about what they were doing for the poor creatures.
Victor spent every day a little in awe that Carissa Mantrell agreed to a first date with him, and was more than a little stunned that she said yes so happily and eagerly when he proposed to her.
At the airport, after they went through security, Victor told Megyn, "Hey. Swap me seats on the plane. You should sit with Carissa and talk."
"You sure?" Megyn said. Over her shoulder, Carissa smiled broadly. Points won.
"Absolutely. I was going to introduce her to the Mile High Club, but I think I'll soldier on without trying to fit two people into a cramped bathroom and knock one out while we're jumping around like House of Pain."
Megyn cracked up at that, and came to him to give him a one-armed hug. "You're all right, Vicky."
"Thanks? I mean, thanks."
They waited to board, each of them ready for the eight days at the resort. The flight would be a little over four and a half hours, followed by a forty-minute drive in a rental. When the gate agent announced they were ready to board, Megyn and Carissa cheered. They would have drawn every eye if they weren't already. The two beauties attracted a lot of attention, even in their comfortable traveling clothes.
On the plane, Victor was further back, and helped his wife and their friend load their bags up into the carryon section before catching a glimpse of an elderly man near his row struggling to lift his own pack. Victor headed to him to offer a hand, and the older man thanked him with a quiet, self-deprecating chuckle.
At his own row of seats, a bright-eyed, plump woman maybe in her late sixties or early seventies raised her eyebrows when Victor settled his bag above her head. "Oh my, tell me I get to stare at that handsome face this whole flight."
"Only if I can stare back!" Victor said, winking.
"Wish I had something I needed you to load up there so I could see that shirt tighten around your arms again," she said, sighing happily.
"Honey," Victor called up to his wife. "I'm leaving you for..."
"Felicia."
"...for Felicia. My seatmate. Sorry!"
"Tell her I wish her the best of luck," Carissa hollered back.
That got a good laugh out of the passengers, and Victor settled in.
* * *
"Tell her I wish her the best of luck," Carissa called back to Victor, and Megyn grinned.
"He really is the best."
"I know. Luckiest woman in the world," Carissa said. She settled in with a Talia Hibbert paperback in hand. Megyn had her Switch in her jacket pocket and a notebook and a pen in the sleeve of the chair in front of her. In her spare time she liked to write trashy romance stories and had a vague idea she would compile them into a collection someday. If she could get a little work done on the flight, all the better. Both of them were all set to be cheerfully bored.
As Carissa buckled in, Megyn bounced a little in her seat. "All these vacations together and I still get the most excited before we take off."
"It's going to be a fun one," Carissa agreed. She took Megyn's hand. "You okay, babe? For real?"
"Carissa..."
"Come on. Talk to me."
Megyn drew a deep breath and shook her head. "No. Not really okay."
"Want to talk about it?"
"I don't want to ruin the mood."
Carissa squeezed her hand. "You're my best friend. I want to know."
"All right. It's not even so much about Brad. We were going to break up at some point anyways. I thought Mexico might, you know, make some sparks fly between us, but I think it's better he's not coming along. I want to be me, and he was strangling that. Signing up for the Nude Day stuff, that was kind of my way of pushing back."
Carissa nodded encouragingly. Before Megyn could speak again, the pre-flight announcements started coming through and they waited. Carissa looked back over the rows of seats and saw Victor charming his seatmate. That wasn't surprising. With his intense eyes, the sharp angles of his face, and his wide, easy smile, his face was a mish-mash of handsome and severe. Framed in his long dark hair and with the muscles he earned with ungodly amounts of time at the gym, and it never ceased to amaze her she landed him. And that wasn't counting his genuine, easy friendliness or the gentleness inherent to his soul. Victor stilled her even when he made her heart race.
She turned back around, smiling. Megyn glanced back too and gave him a wave. Before long, they could speak again.
"I want to look like that," she said softly.
"Like what?"
"Like you and Victor look at each other. Married for years and both of you still smile like shy teenagers crazy in love when you think the other person isn't looking." She sighed. "I don't want to settle anymore. You know? I want to be content. I want to be done with the guys who want me to be someone I'm not."
"Maybe you need a woman, not a man," Carissa said.
Megyn shot her a glance, blushing. "I know you've had your fun with a few."
"You tease, but I think we'll give Victor a heart attack if we bring him along for the Nude Day festivities."
"Wait, you're thinking about doing it?" Megyn asked.
"I am," Carissa said. "But right now, it's just thinking. I don't really see the harm in it, and it might be kind of... I don't know, a thrill. I would only really feel comfortable if Victor was there too. We talked about it some last week and I think he was into the idea." She stopped, and shook her head, her smile widening. "Oh, I so don't want to make this awkward between the three of us, but you and I both know he definitely checks you out from time to time. If you don't mind him looking, I don't mind."
Megyn stared at her. "You're serious."
"I am."
"You're not worried he'd, mm, mess around with me behind your back?"
Carissa shook her head. "I trust him completely."
"God, I don't think I could trust Brad alone around you five minutes without him making a pass." Megyn studied her friend carefully, her smile vanishing. "You'd really be okay with me getting an eyeful of him."



Carissa shrugged. "Would you be okay with him looking at you?"
"I... if it... um..."
"Don't tell me you weren't showing off a little bit for him last week." A look of panic crossed Megyn's eyes. "Don't worry about it. I thought it was cute. So... are you all right with him seeing you naked?"
Megyn toyed with a strand of hair, and said, "Whew. Yeah. That would be okay."
Carissa laughed lightly. "Then to be continued."
* * *
Cut into the sides of a beachside cliff, the resort was nothing if not stunning. The walls were a sun-washed yellow, giving it a hazy, romantic feel -- and that was before the ornamental lanterns lining the steep stone staircases and rooms were lit up.
Every room came with a terrace and a view of the ocean, and on the terrace itself was a small plunge pool. Carissa raced through the lovely room to check out the view while Victor tipped their concierge Lucia a twenty.
She was a gorgeous young thing, a full-figured sexpot with an ass that made Victor want to bite his knuckles. She toyed with a strand of her cascading dark hair, and gave him a cute curtsy after she stuffed the twenty into her pocket.
"If you need anything at all, you ask for Lucia," she said. Her smile grew more impish, and she added a breathy, "Anything."
Victor winked. "I most definitely will. Thanks, Lucia."
He watched her sashay away from the door, her ass swishing in her tight black slacks. He shook his head, closed the door, and joined his wife, who already had her shoes off and her feet in the stub of a pool. It was maybe only a feet deep at one end, and no more than two at the other, perfect for sitting and watching the ocean.
"Less than a minute in and this is already my pick for most beautiful place we've ever been," Carissa said.
A little awestruck, Victor stared out at the crashing waves. "Agreed. This is incredible." His attention shifted to his wife. "Oh, by the way, Lucia just told me if I needed anything..." His voice went breathy in a poor imitation of her. "...anything at all, I should let her know."
"Mm. Maybe we'll take her up on that. She is a yummy one."
"She is that," Victor agreed. He dropped to one knee behind Carissa and rubbed her shoulders. Into her ear, he murmured, "But I believe I have a debt to pay up. Something about eating you out when we get here."
"Ooh. Yes. Right here, with this view-" She glanced up shyly. "Maybe I should shower first."
"Pfft. A little travel funk isn't going to scare me off. Get those panties down, woman." But their fun was going to be denied, at least for a few minutes. Someone knocked on their door. Victor chuckled and kissed his wife's shoulder. "Back in a minute. And remind me to thank Penny for recommending this place."
Megyn's cousin Penny was a travel agent and their go-to guru for their vacations. So far, she batted a thousand on places they'd love and she generally really did find them some spectacular deals.
Victor hurried to the door as Carissa swished her feet around in the pool. Megyn was in the hallway, holding a square tray full of chocolates and nuts.
"Did you see these? Oh my God, the dark chocolate is so... uh... dark." Megyn pushed past Victor and into the room. Amused, he turned and had a hard time not staring at her curvy ass. "I mean, I know what we're paying for the rooms, and yeah, okay, we could buy a ton of our own chocolate for the price, but still, this is really, really good chocolate." She finally paused and spun around. "I'm not interrupting anything, am I?"
"Nah," he said, chuckling.
"Where's Carissa?"
"Out here, babe," Carissa called.
Megyn grabbed a fistful of nuts from her tray and headed out there, stuffing her face. "I'm going to gain like twenty pounds on this trip and I don't even care. Next week me might hate vacation me but she can stuff it, the chunky bitch. Here, try this."
She plucked out something small and chocolate covered. Carissa took it and chewed. "Mm. Chocolate coffee beans."
"Right? You want to go take a walk around and maybe get a drink?"
Carissa did. They decided to change into their bathing suits and meet back up in ten. Megyn sailed out of the room still snacking on chocolates. Victor and Carissa stripped, and he chased her into the shower, both of them laughing like newlyweds. The shower was just big enough to make room for the two of them, and Victor used the opportunity to kneel and clean his wife's sex for her with gentle motions of his thumbs before he leaned in and started licking.
But that was about all they had time for before Megyn was hammering on the door again. Victor placed a hand on the shower wall and stood upright again as his wife chuckled and kissed him. "I'm sorry," she breathed in his ear. "She's going to need a lot of attention this trip."
"It's all right. She's like your sister."
"Mm." Carissa leaned in and whispered into his ear, "Except if she was my sister, I'd feel pretty weird about asking you to go tomorrow when we do the Nude Day stuff."
"You.. uh... really want me along with? We weren't just playing out a fantasy?"
"If you want to go. I won't do it if you're uncomfortable, and I wouldn't feel comfortable if you're not there. That's not an ultimatum. Megyn would be fine. But I want you to think about it tonight, okay?" She licked his earlobe and whispered, "And think about her, that ass I know you love, those big, mm, juicy tits, her pussy, all there for us to stare at."
"Jesus," Victor groaned. She pinched his butt, and he stumbled out of the shower to grab a towel and tell Megyn they'd be just another couple minutes.
Truth was, he didn't really need to think about Nude Day because he already had been, ever since Carissa sucked him off the week before on the ride home. He figured Megyn would probably want to pull Carissa into going, and that Brad had been right about her deliberately lining this vacation up to show off for them. Yeah, maybe to see him naked too. Victor also didn't really care. He had nothing to be embarrassed about when it came to his body, and he firmly believed no one else did either. Bodies were just that, bodies. Sure, he was right well going to enjoy himself if Megyn really did show off her fantastic curves, but he'd go with them anyways because it was obviously something Carissa was interested in. He'd have done anything for her, and this benefitted him too.
When they dressed, the trio took a long, leisurely walk around the hotel and the resort grounds. The hotel itself wasn't huge, but the space was well designed to provide every comfort they might need. Three restaurants, one at the top of the building and two down on the bottom floors closest to the ocean, provided everything from a pleasant buffet to more upscale fare. Similarly, a trio of bars were open all but the earliest hours to guests, with everything but the best liquor free with their vacation package.
Megyn really liked a small bar near the middle of the hotel linked to a communal library, and they stopped there for the first drink of the vacation, if they didn't count the beer and wine they drank on board the plane, which they didn't. With bay breezes, pina coladas, and a blue lagoon in hand, they raised their glasses, and Victor said, "To one hell of a fun week."
"And to leaving our troubles behind us for a while," Megyn said, clinking with him.
"And to getting butt nekkid and ogling each other all day," Carissa said.
"Ah," Victor said at the same time as both women clinked glasses and shouted, "Cheers!"
* * *
They took the party outside. A trio of large pools overlooked the ocean and the stone steps leading down to the resort's cove. If a person didn't know there was a beach there, they wouldn't have seen it. It was cleverly packed away against the high rise of the cliffs around them, giving the whole place a great deal of privacy.
Two paths led through manmade caverns through the rocks to the other sides of the cove. Megyn pointed to the left as they strode down the beach, the stiff breeze making Victor's shirt flap over his tank top.
"So that way's where the nude activities are going to take place. Tomorrow morning is nude volleyball and nude carry-your-wife races."
"I don't think you need to preface everything with nude. It's a Nude Day celebration. It's implied," Victor said.
Carissa rolled her eyes. "Pinch him for that."
"Gladly," Megyn said, and reached out to pinch his butt. "The body art competition starts things off in the afternoon, then there are more games, and at night, there's a bonfire and dancing."
"Sounds great," Carissa said.
"You mean that? You're not just humoring me because of Brad, right?"
"No. Not at all."
"And Victor, you're, um... you're okay with this?"
"Well..." Victor said, trying to push as much gravity as he could into his tone, "I gotta warn you. I drop my pants, and women, they fall in love with me. It's instantaneous. Mind control, but with my magic dick."
"It's true," Carissa said. "Every time I try to escape his clutches, he just gets naked and I forget who I am for a week."
"This is a serious risk," Megyn said, tapping her chin. "I get naked and men... well, they're repulsed. It's what happens every breakup. It's a mess down there, lip-wise. Like two hams just hanging down off my hips. And my boobs, well... they're really just sacks of potatoes I keep strapped to my chest."
"This sounds lethal," Victor said. He plodded to her and wrapped an arm around Megyn's shoulders. She smiled and settled into him. "Hey. For what it's worth, I don't ever want to hear you mock yourself again. I think you, Carissa, you're the two most beautiful women I've ever met. Brad's an idiot if he didn't want to try and fight for you. I will try to be as gentlemanly as I can tomorrow, but I'd be lying if I said the thought of you and my wife together naked on a beach isn't the sexiest damn thing I've ever tried not to imagine."
Megyn's throat worked, and she looked up at him. "Thanks, Victor."
"Got anything important on you?" he asked.
"What? Why?"
"Because you're too close to get away from me and none of us have gone in the water yet."
"Oh no-"
"Get her!" Carissa roared, her eyes twinkling.
He tightened his grip on Megyn and scooped her up in his massive arms. She bellowed and laughed and fought him, but none too hard. He was well aware how close his hand was to her ass under her diaphanous wrap and her bathing suit, and it threatened to send him to hardness, but he was having too much fun in the moment, stomping down the beach with her in his arms.
* * *
That first night, they decided to dress it up and eat at the most formal of the resort's restaurants. They sat out on a top-floor terrace with platters of orange beef tostadas, tender slices of fish on green salads, bowls or roasted meats and vegetables, and for dessert, ice cream and a de leche cake served in a hot skillet. It seemed like so much food, but they did an admirable number on it.
"I don't think I've ever eaten so much in my life," Megyn said, finally settling her silverware on her plate.
"I made terrible mistakes at a buffet once in Texas with a college friend," Victor said. "No man is ever meant to eat that much brisket and sausage. But this was pretty close."
Megyn grinned. "Too much brisket? I don't think that's possible."
Carissa glanced at something out of the corner of her eye, then leaned in and murmured in Victor's ear. He looked too, and shifted in his chair. They held a hushed conversation like that for a couple minutes. Megyn saw his hand rest high on his wife's thigh, and realized, not for the first time, she was being something of a third wheel to her friends' romantic getaway.
"After a meal like that, I think I'm going to take a walk," she said. "I'm going to give you two some privacy."
"Are you sure?" Carissa asked.
"Oh yes. I need it after dinner," Megyn said, patting her stomach. "Really, you don't need to babysit me. I promise, I'm annoyed with Brad but all I need is time and a good rebound, you know? Might meet him here."
"Then we'll hook up tomorrow morning, then," Victor said. "And you shall fall under the spell of my naked butt cheeks."
Carissa stood to give Megyn a hug. Victor too, after a moment, and he held her shoulder. Megyn's smile faltered as she stared into his eyes. God, she'd always been so in love with him, with his intense, angular features, his hard muscles, his heart-melting smile. Carissa too, though for a very long time just as friends. There had been some moments of lust there, yes, but Megyn had never been so bold as Carissa in exploring her sapphic urges and had only lately begun to examine them for what they were. It was easier nowadays to freely admit to herself she wanted her best friend as much as Victor, but it was such a strange new step to take with them that Megyn was reluctant to make a move.
As she took a walk around the resort, Megyn thought about Brad's words to her in the days leading up to last week's argument. He was right about Nude Day -- she had wanted to show herself off to Victor and Carissa if they were up for it -- but she genuinely thought too it might be a way to bring them together, to inject life into their dying relationship one last time.
Brad accused her of other things too, in that fight and in the days after. In particular, that Megyn was more in love with her friends than with him. It was true and would have probably always been true even if they hadn't split up. She denied it, of course, but more because she didn't want to examine those emotions too closely. Doing that would mean she'd have to acknowledge she never really gave Brad or any other guy a chance, and that sucked. That was a sucky thing to admit. Sucktastic. Sucktown.
She contemplated returning to her room and calling him. The thought lasted all of about ten seconds. Maybe she owed Brad an apology, maybe not. But they were done and she wasn't going to let him screw with her head like this on vacation.
"I'm not going to let him screw with my head on vacation!" Megyn told a blinking bartender.
"Okay? So would you like something to drink?" he repeated himself, trying to smile and not quite sticking the landing.
Megyn looked around. She somewhat remembered taking the glass elevator to the first floor, but hadn't consciously made her way to the outdoor bar. Good call by her subconscious, though. The outdoor lights were just coming on and the night sea air was intoxicating.
"Oh. Uh. Something light, fruity and very alcoholic."
He brought Megyn something mango-flavored and blended with ice. She sipped, felt the alcohol kick her right where her nuts would be if she had them, and nodded appreciatively. She took a seat at a small table lit by a trio of candles, and looked out over the ocean, listening to music over the speakers. There would be live musicians the next day, and more on the weekend. Something else to look forward to.
The cocktail hit her pleasantly hard. Megyn relaxed, closed her eyes, and tried not to think about all the couples scattered around her. This was supposed to be a couples' resort, and Megyn felt as naked as she very literally would be the following day. Brad was supposed to be here with her. When Megyn's cousin first brought up the deal about the resort, he was all for it. He wanted to try to learn to surf. That had been early in their relationship, just after he moved in with Megyn. He worked out intensely for a few weeks, trying to get a beach body going even as Megyn laughed and told him they had six or seven months yet. As his enthusiasm for their relationship waned, so did his efforts, and in the last month or so, apart from a few token jogs, he let himself go.
No more of him, Megyn told herself. She opened her eyes again, raised her glass in the direction of the ocean, and said pleasantly, "You chose to be miserable. Best of luck finding anyone like me again, asshole."
The bartender behind her, about to ask if she'd like another, backed away as carefully as possible from the crazy woman.
Megyn drained her glass, stood up, and brought it back to the bar. She wandered again. At night, the paths were lit by electric lanterns hung from tall iron posts. The stone stairwells were particularly lovely. She wandered up the one leading to the top floor, a swooping walk with a breathtaking view of the ocean. A few ships moved sluggishly on the horizon but that was it. It was a remarkably quiet beach, undiscovered yet by the masses. She paused halfway up, leaning out over a smooth boulder, letting the alcohol and the crash of the waves consume her.
"Oh God, like that," someone feminine panted somewhere above her.
Megyn grinned. Someone was getting some vacation nookie.
Now she could hear something else besides the ocean and distant music down on the beach. A very familiar slap-slap-slap. Megyn nearly giggled. They had to be on one of the terraces looking out over the water.
"Fucking hell, I love that ass."
Wait.
That was Victor. And the woman definitely wasn't Carissa.
Furious, Megyn started up the path again, squinting up at the terraces, trying to figure out which one would be Victor and Carissa's. That son of a bitch was cheating on her? But he'd seemed like such a normal, sweet guy. Figured that today of all days, just after Megyn broke up with Brad, that he'd show his true colors, that he'd...
...be fucking Lucia, their gorgeous concierge.
Oh holy shit, but she was stunning. Lucia was bent over the balustrade resting on her elbows. Her big breasts bobbed back and forth, her dark nipples just visible in the faint light of the lanterns. Her hair spilled down her shoulders and her face was caught in a moment of pure bliss, eyes closed, lips parted, her slick pink tongue flicking out. Victor was behind her, shirtless, one big calloused hand gripping Lucia's shoulder as he fucked her rhythmically.
"You son of a..." Megyn breathed, her words barely audible.
"Like that, sir, like that," Lucia panted. "Don't stop. Oh, oooh, don't stop!"
"Come for me, Lucia, come for me..."
"Mmm... mmm... ahhhh!" the lovely woman cried out. She shuddered, thrusting back hard once, twice, three times, then her head dipped low as Victor intensified his pace. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back, thrusting her breasts out even further while her eyes opened and fluttered. She looked down at the path and gasped.
"Oh, oh, someone's watching, your friend's watching us..."
Megyn eeped, and nearly flung herself over the nearest boulder to hide, which would have been something of a mistake, considering it had to be a four story drop to the beach below. Instead, Victor glanced down and... grinned. He grinned. The fucker actually grinned.
He looked back towards something in the room. "Baby, we got busted."
As Megyn gaped up, Carissa peeked over the ledge, holding a towel to her breasts. She chuckled and raised a hand to her eyes. "Oh jeez. Hey Meg."
"Um. Hi? Hello?" Megyn cleared her throat. "Right. Hi. Hello. I'm... I'm sorry. Uh, just going to... uh... yeah."
She scampered up the path, Victor's throaty laugh following her every step of the way.
* * *
Lucia rode Victor with bouncy fervency, a quick morning fuck before she had to run home and change for her shift that day. Carissa rested on her back, lazily brushing her own pussy as she watched. It was already a warm morning, and the sunlight spilled across the three lovers in brilliant yellow hues.
"Mm, best start to a vacation ever," Carissa said.
Victor smacked Lucia's butt playfully. "Hell yeah it is," he agreed.
Carissa wanted to run her hands all over the young beautiful concierge, but sadly, while Lucia liked being watched, she wasn't into women. That was all right, especially since last night, Victor made good on their bet before he started in on Lucia, giving his wife one hell of an orgasm on the edge of the bed while Lucia sprawled out in one of their chairs, playing with one of Carissa's favorite finger vibes.



Then had come the terrace, and Victor took Lucia. There, Megyn saw them, and the thought filled Carissa with such building heat. Maybe it was her imagination, but Megyn had been giving them both looks ever since they picked her up the day before. With regards to Victor, that was unsurprising. Megyn had always been appreciative of Carissa's handsome husband. But Carissa thought some of the passion this trip was aimed in her direction, a delicious new development in their friendship, and a welcome one. She would not press things. Megyn might put up a strong front about Brad but she was obviously upset about her dating life in general. If Carissa and Victor became her rebounds, great. If Megyn decided not to pursue things, that was fine too. Disappointing, but Carissa would not back her friend into a corner, not when she was this vulnerable.
So consumed with thoughts of Megyn, Carissa didn't really get into the morning's fun, but Victor and Lucia sure did. Victor played with her clit while she rocked harder and harder on him, her dark hair spilling across her face as she smiled down at the big man. When her orgasm was close, she dropped down, her chest brushing his, her hips jumping back and forth as she milked his cock for all it was worth, hitting her depths, grinding on her spot. Lucia was cute when she came, sucking in air and letting it out in a series of short breaths almost like whistles. Victor gripped her back and rolled with her, plunging deep into Lucia over and over as she wrapped her arms around his neck, staring up into his eyes and grinning. He grinned back and thrust into her with fast, unchecked strokes. Minutes later, he gave her one last kiss before he released into his condom and fell away, sitting on the edge of the bed and catching his breath.
Lucia stretched out like a cat sunning itself, and worked her hands under her head. She looked over at Carissa and smiled tentatively. "Did we put on a good show?"
"The best."
"If you'd like to get together again while you're here, you know how to find me."
"We will. Thank you for the lovely night together."
"Thank you! He was... mmm, wonderful."
Carissa nudged Victor with her foot. "He really is."
Lucia showered and dressed as they were just getting up and moving. Victor gave her a kiss and a pat on the ass, and promised they'd meet up for dinner or drinks again sometime that week. When he shut the door on her, he turned around to Carissa jumping on him, pushing him back against the door and kissing him hungrily.
"Yum. I can still taste her cunt on your lips."
"She was fun," he said. "Thank you for that."
"Mm hm," Carissa said, stroking his cheek. "And now... Nude Day."
"And Megyn," he said, but he sounded more worried than excited. "Listen, Carrie..."
He was the one and only person in the world who could call her that. She hated the nickname coming from anyone else, and Victor only ever used it when they were having a serious discussion or an argument.
"What is it?"
"You're sure you want me there? Because I'm going to look, whether I want to or not."
Carissa reached down and groped his substantial length. Even flaccid, he was still bigger than most guys she'd ever been with. "You don't want to look?"
"You know I do," he said quietly, intensely. "And I know you do too. But if me being there is going to complicate things too much, I'm just as happy hanging out here or grabbing the car and going to town or whatever."
"No," Carissa murmured. "I think Megyn wants to play and today's her way of admitting that to herself. You being there, that's going to matter to her. If you're not, I think she'll feel rejected. I want you to look. I want you to, mm, not be ashamed if you react. Play it up."
Already he was shifting in her hand, growing again. The thought of seeing their friend naked excited him. It did her too. Megyn was such a natural beauty. "The rules?" Victor asked.
"I know she's clean. We both went to get tested together a couple weeks ago. So I'm okay with no condoms if she is, but let's find out if she's on the pill or the shot first. What else? Oh. Keep it between the three of us. Lucia too if she decides to come back."
"I won't touch either one if you're not around."
"I won't either." At the protest on his lips, she shook her head. "No. I won't. Megyn's my best friend but you're my husband."
"That's just it," Victor said. "She's your best friend. She might get hurt in all this." He hesitated. "Us too."
Carissa cocked her head. "Us?" He shrugged. "All right, well... I think we play it as it comes to us. I don't know what happens beyond this week but I don't think it means an end to anything. It's just going to open new doors. Or if Megyn finds out it's not what she wants, closes them." Their phone rang, and Carissa leaned up to kiss him again. "That'll be her. Take the first shower."
He nodded, squeezed her ass, and left her to answer the phone. By the point he was rinsing his hair, Carissa joined him. Megyn was going to meet with them for breakfast before they went down to the beach.
He swapped Carissa places, watching his wife's spectacular ass as she scrubbed herself down with a bar of soap. There was nothing sexier to him than a woman under a shower spray, and no woman in his mind was sexier than his Carissa. She caught him looking, and like they were young again, she blushed furiously, even if she'd just been getting herself off to him fucking the concierge. He chuckled softly, kissed her shoulder, and stepped out, leaving her to finish up in peace before he decided to skip breakfast altogether and just stay in bed with her all morning.
They didn't, though. They dressed simply -- hi in a pair of khaki shorts, a Tommy Bahama shirt, and a pair of leather sandals, her in a teeny tiny orange and white swirled bikini with a sarong and a wrap for walking around the hotel. He stared at her ass in the tiny thong, and muttered to himself, "Jesus, I just stared at that naked, and it's like a wholly different kind of sexy."
She gave her cheek a playful spank. "I'm definitely going to need some attention down there at some point this vacation. And just think... maybe Megyn will too."
"Fuuuck," he groaned, and Carissa giggled.
They filled a daypack with the essentials for the beach, and hurried to meet Megyn for breakfast. She was already seated at a long curving bar, dressed much the same as Carissa. She was poking through sliced fruits on a platter with a toothpick as a couple beside her were talking animatedly about a trip they took the day before. She turned, half-smiled, and made introductions in a natural gap in the conversation.
The couple, Sasha and Dane, had just gotten engaged that very week, and were flying home to Agramonte that afternoon. The love they shared showed itself in the secret smiles and the tiny gestures they didn't consciously know they were making -- brushing each other's hands, her touching his cheek, him her hip. It was a beautiful sight, but oddly, Sasha's eyes kept flicking between Megyn and Carissa and she would let out a tiny, almost inaudible sigh, her eyes showing just the tiniest flash of hurt. What that was about none of the trio ever figured out, but clearly there was a story there they weren't a part of.
They toasted the newly engaged couple, and soon Sasha and Dane were hustling away together, arm in arm, her leaning up to whisper in his ear, him reaching down to squeeze her bottom. The sight made Victor grin and chuckle.
They ate, and with looks between themselves heavy with anticipation, Victor, Carissa, and Megyn decided it was time to join the Nude Day festivities, all of them keenly aware this was a tipping point in their relationship. Whether that was good or bad, none of them knew, but all of them held out hope.
* * *
"So... Lucia," Megyn said, looking down at the sand and grinning.
Her long silky dark hair spilled down her shoulders in big waves and Carissa longed to run her hands through it. Ignoring her urges, she said, "Yes. She came on to Victor pretty hard when she showed us to our room. So last night we invited her back."
"I know you mentioned you two have, ah, swung before, but I didn't know that was something you still did."
"We haven't, not for a long time," Carissa said, then threw the bomb out there, looking at her friend. "But we're always open to new experiences with women who get our attention."
Megyn looked back, red blooming in her cheeks. "Good to know," she murmured back.
"Well, this just got interesting," Victor said. They both looked at him and smirked. He held up his big hands. "I mean, the weather. Those clouds. Could be, uh, a storm. Sometime. Yup."
A staff member with a spectacular mustache waited at the portal leading to the designated nude beach area, smiling and gesturing at the hole in the rock. "Joining us for Nude Day?" he asked.
"Oh yes," Megyn said, still looking at Carissa out of the corner of her eye.
"Do you have cell phones or cameras with you?" "No" and "no sir" met him in response. "Okay. Enjoy your day."
They looked at each other, and Carissa let out a soft chuckle. "Wow. We're doing this."
"We are," Megyn said, and tentatively reached a hand out. Carissa took it, and they walked through the short tunnel together to a beach spotted with people in the buff, either lazily sunning themselves or relaxing on towels under umbrellas. A few crowded a portable bar near the cliffs, and more played in the water. A net was set up on the beach, and a big pavilion tent would be where they held some of the activities like the temporary body painting.
None of them were sure what to expect. If this had been a sausage fest, they would have turned around and left. Megyn and Carissa didn't mind being looked at, but they didn't want to be chum in a tank full of overweight middle-aged and older sharks. As it stood, they were pleasantly surprised. The youngest couple wasn't all that much younger than them -- it was a strictly adults-only resort. The oldest that they could see out of the three dozen or so people were maybe in their mid-fifties, him with graying hair, her with a boisterous laugh and a big belly that jiggled with her mirth at something her husband said.
And sure, the trio got their looks as they set up a spot on the beach under a resort umbrella. There were plenty of guys checking out the pair of gorgeous women, but at that point, as Carissa instructed Victor, he placed his hands on both their backs, marking them as his in a casual way. Megyn looked up at him at that, blushing, but she didn't move away.
They laid out their towels, dug out the suntan lotion, and looked at each other.
"Last chance to back out," Megyn said, her fingers laced in front of her on her tummy.
"Well, I'm in," Victor said. He kicked off his sandals, glanced around, and casual as you please, he opened the button on his shorts and dropped them and his boxers. Megyn tried to keep her eyes above board but couldn't help a quick flick down. The red in her cheeks intensified, and she hurriedly looked away.
"Megyn," Carissa said softly, dropping her wrap. "It's okay to look, honey."
So Megyn did, shyly. Victor was cut, she knew that already. He was a big man draped in muscles she'd seen in the pool and in the gym. As it turned out, his cock was just as impressive as the rest of him, nice and long and so very thick. It was already reacting to her looking, and she almost licked her lips.
He watched her, looking amused, and picked up the suntan lotion. Someone feminine shouted, "Oh, darlings, if he's not taken, can we put him on the menu?" There were raucous laughs at that, and Victor kicked out a leg and bowed to more cheers from his new female fans.
Then Megyn's eyes turned to Carissa. Sexy, hourglass-figured Carissa. Coulda-been-a-bikini-model Carissa. The sarong dropped, leaving the blonde in only her bikini. She brought one arm across her breasts and reached behind her to untie the top. The material fell to the towels, and she slowly dropped the arm, still staring at Megyn.
Oh. Fuck.
Carissa was perfection. Smatterings of freckles dotted her tanned skin. Her tummy toed a nice line between soft and toned. Her breasts begged for attention, so divinely big, the nipples peaking with the hint of a breeze. All of her was so luscious, so intensely curvy.
Carissa smiled and glanced around. She hooked her fingers into her bikini bottoms, and as her breaths came faster, she slipped the bottoms down. Megyn might have consciously told herself to not stare, but she couldn't help it. The tan lines. The waxed skin, bared. The inviting pink of her clit and her full lips. Megyn wanted to drag Carissa back to the resort and for the very first time in her life touch another woman, worship another woman.
"Your turn," Carissa said gently.
"R-right," Megyn breathed.
Both Victor and Carissa watched with hunger in their eyes as she dropped her sarong and her wrap. Her hands froze after that, her blush rising. She'd been the one to want to do this and now she couldn't move, paralyzed by an irrational, silly fear her friends would reject her. Carissa and Victor were stunning, and Megyn, she was still carrying an extra five or ten pounds.
Carissa said, "Would you like Victor to help you with the last of it?"
Megyn stared at her, at her gorgeous naked friend, and shook her head. Victor, just as quietly, asked, "Want Carissa to help you?"
That broke the spell on Megyn. She glanced at him, her cheeks blossoming sheer fire now, and she looked back at Carissa. Her lips parted, and she whispered, "I... I..."
"I've got you," Carissa said. She came around behind Megyn as the other woman stood straight, sucking in her gut and wishing she'd eaten just a few less bagels over the last couple months. And chips. Damn it, but her friend Jo always brought in chips to work. Stupid Jo and her stupid chips and now Megyn was going to embarrass herself and...
Carissa untied the knot of her top. "It's all right," she whispered, holding the strings. "If you don't want to do this, if you want to back out..."
"I'm embarrassed," Megyn said quietly. "You're... you're beautiful, and Victor, he's like a goddamn sculpture, but not one of those ones with the walnut dicks, one with a big honking... what am I saying?"
"You're beautiful," Victor said, looking at her. "What you do to both of us..."
Megyn looked over her shoulder. She knew there was a crowd of people staring, but in that moment, there was only the three of them in her own little mental world. Carissa stroked her shoulder with the hand not holding the strings, and Megyn nodded.
The top came down. And Victor, right on cue, said, "Oh wow, four nipples. Never saw that before."
The tension burst. Megyn started to crack up, then Carissa joined in, and soon they clung to each other with mad fits of giggling. Maybe the joke wasn't Victor's best but it was just what she needed right at that moment. The bikini bottoms were almost an afterthought, but when she slipped them down, she did watch Victor's eyes, and he definitely seemed to approve of her thin lips, freshly shaven and begging for someone's attention.
"You're gorgeous, babe," Carissa said, and gave Megyn a kiss on the cheek far longer than something just on the friendly side.
And Victor... well, Victor's proof was visible. His cock was rising up like it wanted to shake and say hello. The thought made Megyn crack up all over again. She turned to Carissa and hugged her before hesitantly coming to Victor. With a nod from Carissa, she hugged him too. And into her ear, he whispered, "You've got us now and forever if you want us, Megyn."
She pulled back, smiling tentatively. "Want to help with the sunscreen?" she asked him.
Looking between his wife and her best friend, he groaned happily.
* * *
Victor didn't know what kind of magic brought him to this moment, but as his hands brushed the two gorgeous women's shoulders as they rested side by side, he was certain it was just that -- magic. He knelt over their legs, his cock achingly close to their skin as he rubbed the suntan lotion in.
Megyn turned her head and asked Carissa, "You don't mind him touching me?"
Carissa smiled. "No, hon. This week, there are no rules between us three, okay? Anything you want, you take."
Megyn shivered, and reached for Carissa's hand. "I'm going to want a lot. And I've never really, mm done some things."
"Whatever you need, we'll help you."
Every eye around them was on Victor and the two women as he spread the lotion over them quickly. A man on a bullhorn was already announcing those interested in volleyball should sign up and they'd be getting started shortly. Teams of two would be playing to three points, keeping things short.
"Well, that leaves me out," Victor said cheerfully as he rubbed their arms down and not so subtly stared at Megyn's tight, heart-shaped ass. Fuck, he wanted to drive his cock between those cheeks. Maybe more, if she'd let him. "You two are the pros."
Megyn turned her head and grinned back at him. "I played for all of two years in high school and that was mostly because my boyfriend thought volleyball players were hot."
"He's absolutely right. Which is why I don't want to deny anyone the pleasure of seeing you two bounce around out there. Especially me." He shivered for effect. "Ah, done with your back, neck, and shoulders. Good to touch the donks?"
As an answer to that, Megyn lifted up just so and wiggled it. Carissa said, "He's been in love with that ass since the first day he met you."
Although he didn't pay attention to a word his wife just said, when Victor placed his hand on one of Megyn's tight cheeks, he couldn't help a moaned, "Fuck," as though he were responding to her. He wanted to slow down, to explore that testament to squats and lunges, but they really did need to hurry, so he swooped the lotion around quickly on both Megyn and his wife's asses.
"What about, ah, your...?" he asked.
Carissa stared right at Megyn. "Our pussies?" Megyn's lips parted at that. To her husband, Carissa said, "We'll get those."
Megyn and Carissa held each other's gazes while Victor added more lotion to his hands. Someone nearby whispered. More than a few, actually. By the time he finished with the backs of their legs, the call to play volleyball started, and people rose up. Both women flipped over and took the lotion from Victor to hurry it on themselves. Carissa, his beautiful blonde goddess, tilted her head to the side and rested it on Megyn's shoulder as she rubbed the lotion hastily over her tits. Megyn grinned and did the same.
"Goddamn. I am the luckiest man in the world," Victor breathed.
"Yeah you are," Megyn said, and shocking her friend, she reached across and cupped Carissa's boob. "When we have more time, maybe I'll show you all the little spots you missed."
"Yeah, that... ah... would... yup. Sure. I'd... yup," Victor said.
Megyn stopped her teasing. As she rubbed down her belly, she said, "You had Lucia last night and this morning, and you're speechless with me?"
"Yes," Victor said. His gaze looked back up into her eyes, and the intensity there somehow matched his need. "I am."
Megyn glanced aside at Carissa. Her friend simply stretched and bounced to her feet. "Come on, babe. We got a show to put on."
Megyn grabbed her hand and they jogged for the event organizer, nearly too late to sign up. Victor stared after their naked asses and muttered to himself, "Oh I'm in trouble."
* * *
With two nets and such few points to win, the volleyball games went fast, but there were plenty of teams. Even Victor ended up getting in on it when Sheila, the bigger laughing woman from earlier, asked him if he might like to sub in for her husband Ted, who couldn't play due to a knee replacement. They played early, but even with Megyn and Carissa cheering them on, neither of them were able to score a point against the young athletic couple they went up against.



"Well, it's too bad," Sheila said to Victor in front of the crowd of onlookers, "but if you need some consoling later, I'm in suite thirty-three. I'll just kick Ted out for a few hours."
There were some whoops at that, and Victor grinned before taking Sheila in his arms and laying a big fat kiss on the corner of her mouth. Her husband shouted, "Hey, I gotta live up to that?" and the crowd roared its approval. Sheila returned to Ted all smiles, and took his hand and kissed it as the next teams took their spots.
There were lots of beautiful women and handsome men there, but no one drew so many eyes as Carissa, Megyn, and Victor. Carissa expected him to have to claim his territory early and often, but the mood of the event was different than she could have anticipated. It was festive, silly, fun. Sure, guys looked at her and Megyn -- so did more than a few women -- but there was an honest enthusiasm to it, a playfulness. She realized pretty soon that it was the atmosphere, the openness of it. This kind of raw exhibitionism wasn't for her on a day-to-day basis, but there was something happily charged about all of them out in the open putting on a silly, fun show. As exposed as she was, she'd never felt this safe in her sexuality before.
Their names were called along with the last couple to sign up, Mike and Joy. He was a boyishly handsome man with sweet puppy dog eyes and she was a stunning, fine-boned woman with the most gorgeous locks of bouncy blonde curls. Up to that point she wore a diaphanous wrap, but at her husband's encouragement, dropped it to show off a slim figure and a vee of blonde hair matching her curls.
They might have been good had Joy not been so painfully shy. Her eyes kept flicking all around them, her cheeks never losing their perpetual redness. Carissa, who really was great at the sport and had played in college, gave up a point to the young couple before going on the attack. Her jump serves were her not so secret weapon, making the young couple in front of them stare along with the crowd around them.
"I can't compete with those boobs!" Joy gasped.
"Well, I think you can," Mike said, reaching out to pinch her butt. She twirled and slapped at him, laughing as the ball bounced into the sand right beside them for the last point in the game.
They returned to the sidelines, and the young couple joined Victor, Carissa, and Megyn to shake hands. To no one's surprise, they were newlyweds. They hadn't intended on joining the Nude Day fun, but Joy was feeling daring and carefree, and Carissa explained she and Victor had joined for much the same reason.
"So, you three are... together, then?" Mike asked.
Victor shot a look at Megan and opened his mouth, but before he could speak, Carissa roped her arm around her friend and squeezed Megyn's hip. "We are," she said simply.
"Well," Joy said, "that must be fun." Her husband gaped at her and she pinched his butt. "Don't be getting any ideas now. Or at least... hm... maybe not till our anniversary."
"Luckiest man alive," the husband whispered up at the sky theatrically, mirroring Victor's words from earlier.
When they left for the portable bar, Carissa looked up at Victor, a question in her eyes. He knew what she was asking -- was that okay? -- and for an answer, he leaned in to kiss her. When his lips left hers, Megyn was staring at the two of them, and Carissa looked her way pointedly. Victor lifted a hand, cupped Megyn's chin, then tilted her head up and kissed her too.
"Together," he breathed against her lips, and she smiled.
* * *
Megyn and Carissa, good as they were, made it all the way to the finals, but couldn't compete with a feisty, high-energy lesbian couple. They put up a good show and made it close to the delight of the crowd.
The carry-your-wife races were next, and this time, Victor was in his element. He was, far and away, the most fit and physical person there. With no rules about how to carry their partners, the teams got into whispered debates about how to best go about it.
"Victor," Carissa said, watching one man kneel so his wife could fold over his back like a backpack, with her legs spread to either side of the back of his head. "I am not having you run with my face pressed to your ass. It's a nice ass and I love it. But no. Not happening."
"I'm fine with that. Piggyback ride?"
"Piggyback ride."
Megyn, sipping water from a sports bottle, said, "I'll meet you guys at the finish line. I want a win on the board!" She slapped Carissa's butt.
Victor groaned. "Why couldn't I bring a camera today?"
"Oh, I'm all for getting pictures of her spanking me," Carissa purred.
"Fuuuuck."
The events staff marked out a line in the sand a hundred meters away. Megyn joined Victor's volleyball partner Sheila and her husband Ted at the finish, the only people not taking part. An upbeat Latino pop song started up, and the wives mounted up. Carissa wrapped her legs around Victor's stomach and she kissed the top of his head.
"I love you," she said to him. "Thank you for this. For her and everything you're doing today."
The coordinator brought up the bullhorn and started the countdown, but Victor ignored it for the moment to squeeze his wife's legs. "I love you too, baby."
The countdown ended. "Go!"
Victor sprinted. The sand gave him some resistance, and it was hard to ignore his giggling wife pressed against his back. But his yearly marathons and hard work in the gym paid off. He pumped his legs as hard as he'd ever ran before, his breaths even. Megyn cheered them on, jumping and waving. Victor and Carissa hit the finish line and he glanced backwards, shocked at the distance between them and the second-place couple.
Carissa hopped off his back. "We won, we won, we won!"
Victor spun. "Your turn, Meg."
She hopped on, laughing and wrapping her arms around his neck. He raced, not back towards the other runners, but towards the surf, and Megyn whooped as they hit the gentle waters. They crashed down together, rolling, splashing each other, and in a moment so fleeting Victor thought he was imagining it, Megyn leaned in and whispered into his ear, "Thank you for making it not hurt so much."
He flopped over, and she was already laughing again, but in her eyes, he saw something warm and wonderful. As Carissa joined them, pushing him back into the water, making him sputter in mock outrage, Victor wondered if he could live with this fun lasting just a week.
* * *
They broke away for lunch with Mike, Joy, Sheila, and Ted. Victor, Carissa, and Megyn all wanted to go back to their room and play, but none of them gave voice to it and the anticipation built and built. Instead, dressed again, they got in some welcome cool air and relaxed for a while. When the young couple opted for fruit water instead of a drink, Megyn saluted them with her margarita. "Smart. Gotta stay hydrated. I should do the same thing."
Mike grinned sheepishly. "Ah, actually, we opted for a two week stay but we didn't really realize-"
"Honey," his wife said, and he glanced at her. Joy shook her head slightly.
"Oh. Right. Yeah, it's... yeah," Mike said.
Victor got a funny look in his eyes at that. Halfway through the meal, he slipped away to speak to the bartender for a long minute and came back with a couple margaritas. "From us, to celebrate your wedding," he said, settling them in front of the couple.
"Oh, really, you didn't need to," Mike protested.
"We insist."
After the meal, Sheila and Ted excused themselves to go back to their room and catch a quick nap, and the young couple went on ahead to the beach. Still at the table, Victor said to Carissa, "Before you see it on our bill, you ought to know-"
"You upgraded their food and drink package, didn't you?" she asked, beaming.
"I did. The staff's going to leave them a note and a bottle of champagne in their room," he said sheepishly. "Not mad?"
She took his hand and squeezed. "No."
Megyn watched all this, and was quiet for much of their trip back to the beach. With the temperatures now cooking, the afternoon's events would be less physical. The body painting lessons were the big draw for a couple hours. It would be awkward with three people, so Victor begged off to return to their umbrella and read.
Megyn and Carissa, in their bikini bottoms and nothing else, took up a spot in the big pavilion tent as a sixty-something nudist from Oaxaca coached them through the body painting process. Carissa was something of an amateur artist and took up the fingerpaints they'd be using while Megyn was her canvas.
As they got started, Carissa looked up into Megyn's eyes and asked, "You all right? You've been quiet for a while."
Megyn pursed her lips. "None of the guys I've ever dated would have done something like that."
"Oh," Carissa said, listening only with half an ear as their instructor told them they'd be mimicking a seashell on their partners' stomachs. "Victor's a good man."
"He is," Megyn said softly. "Is it... always like this between you two?"
Carissa smiled faintly as she dipped a finger into a blue paint. "No. It's work, same as any other marriage."
"But you two seem so perfect together."
Carissa brought her finger to Megyn's stomach. They'd touched before in friendly gestures of course, but never so intimately as this. Her finger trembled before it brushed her friend's skin. She wanted Megyn for so long, and deeply believed this was never going to happen. Now they were hours away from fulfilling one of her deepest-held desires.
Her fingers brushed along Megyn's soft stomach. So beautiful, so warm.
"We have our problems now and then," Carissa said, painting a swooping gyre. "Especially right before we got married. We weren't nearly as secure back then, but I'd also never had the kind of money we brought in together. I wanted the world and we couldn't really afford it."
"I never knew," Megyn said.
"It's not something we talk about much anymore. It happened. We learned, but there were a lot of nights back then I thought it would break us. And Victor..." Carissa shook her head and chuckled. "When I first met him, he was such a fuck boy."
"Victor?" Megyn asked, grinning. Her hand came down to Carissa's and she traced a nail along the back of Carissa's wrist.
"Oh yes. Our first date was terrible." Carissa glanced aside at what their instructor was showing them, cleaned her finger, and made a purple mixture. When she started in again, she took Megyn's hand and put it back on hers. "He thought I was just another slam dunk. Showed up in shorts and a tee shirt, didn't even comb his hair. Took me to this terrible sandwich place where they thought it was funny to insult the customers, and then he spent the whole night bragging himself up. When he took me home he tried to lean across and kiss me and feel me up. I told him he was an idiot and slammed the door in his face."
"Victor?" Megyn asked, grinning.
"Swear to God. But a week later, he showed up at my work. He brought me flowers and he was dressed nice. He apologized and told me I was right, that he acted like a douchebag and I deserved better. That he wanted to prove to me he could change. I agreed to a second date so long as he agreed that if I still didn't like him, he'd never bother me again. That time he tried, and he's never really stopped since." Carissa made marks along the fringe of the gyre, no longer really paying attention to their instructor but painting the shell she envisioned in her mind. "We have our fights, but we always end up being better together. It's not easy, but it wouldn't be worth it if it was."
"That's what I want," Megyn said, sighing. "Someone who wants to build something with me. Brad wanted what he wanted. I tried to adapt for him but he never tried that for me. And that hurts, you know?"
"I do," Carissa said.
"I don't know what this is between you, me, and Victor. This is still so new to me and I'm kind of scared and excited. But I promise I'm never going to try to come between you two."
"Well... I think the two of us have a lot of plans to make you, mm, come between us," Carissa said. Her free hand dipped low and brushed Megyn's thigh, making her friend shiver pleasantly.
"And you ruined it," Megyn said. "But I look forward to you trying."
"You know with me you don't have to do anything you don't want to," Carissa said.
"I'd like to," Megyn said. "I've been thinking more and more about you the last year. You'd be my first."
"Then I'd love to show you how good it can be," Carissa murmured.
* * *
The bonfire licked up into the night sky as all around couples danced to the trio of guitarists on the beach. Flames cast red lights over their shimmying bodies, painting the building desires in all of them.
Megyn and Carissa were Victor's and Victor's alone. Their dance did not match the music, but a pulse in their own bodies. He kept them close, hands roaming their backs as he stared from one to the other. Their hands linked around each other's necks as they swayed together, skin brushing against skin, breaths coming harder, quicker. When Victor could take no more and grasped their hands, they sped away with him back to their clothes and their things.
Once they were dressed, they hurried to the hotel, the women leading Victor. In the hotel's glass elevator, he pulled his wife to him first, kissing her long, hard. She twisted his chin towards Megyn, speaking no words. None needed to be spoken.
He took Megyn in his arms, his big hands splaying across her back, unable to stop roaming, exploring as his lips descended upon hers. She accepted him with a whimper of need, her knees nearly giving out as he explored her. He pushed her back against the wall of the elevator, his cock pressed to her stomach, proof of his desire. His hand slipped down to her ass and she curled her leg around his, moaning as his lips moved to her neck, her shoulder. The elevator door dinged and no one moved, Carissa too enraptured of her husband making her best friend his.
Someone coughed politely and Victor looked over his shoulder, grinning. He took Megyn and Carissa's hands again and led them out past a middle-aged couple.
It was getting late. Iron lantern-like lights gave the hallway a sleepy, sultry glow. None of them could manage the wait to their room. None of them cared about a thing but their own pleasure and need in that moment. Megyn stopped just yards away from Carissa and Victor's door and let his hand go to grasp her friend around the neck and pull Carissa in for a long, needing kiss. The blonde let out a low, tantalizing laugh and kissed Megyn back, locked together in an embrace they both desperately needed.
Then Megyn was twisting with the blonde until Carissa's back was against the wall. Their kisses intensified, grew hungrier, needier. The beach bags dropped to the ground with soft thumps, followed by the sarongs and the wraps. Megyn's long fingers spider-walked their way up from Carissa's abs, found the cups of her bikini top, and pulled them down.
Carissa moaned as Megyn dipped down to suck her nipple into her mouth. "I like that, Megyn," she breathed, stroking her friend's cheeks as Megyn stared up at her.
Victor moved. His shorts were gone, his cock pressing against Megyn's bikini bottoms, sliding against the outline of her sex. Megyn looked up into Carissa's eyes as her best friend's man made her so wet, so ready. He pulled back just far enough to drop the fabric between her knees and line his cock up with her pussy.
And then he was inside her. Her best friend's husband, the man Megyn thought she could never have, was filling up her pussy, spreading her wide, grinding against her spot. She drew a deep, shuddering breath as he kept going and going, hitting depths no other man ever had. She almost cried out when he nearly left her only to plunge right back in again, mashing her face against Carissa's breast.
He fucked her. Right there in the hallway, right in front of his wife, Victor fucked Megyn. His skin slapped against hers as he gripped her waist, holding her in place. She could not think, only react. Her pleasure drove all conscious thought from her mind as that big cock swelled inside her again and again and again.
Carissa reached down and untied her own bikini bottoms. They fell to the floor and she slid three fingers inside herself, watching Victor's animalistic need etched on his face, watching her friend lose herself to the passion so quickly. She fucked herself to the rhythm of Victor fucking Megyn, her thumb brushing her clit.
Oh God, she was burning up. This was the hottest moment of an already intense marriage. Right out in the open, where anyone could see, Victor was taking Megyn. A fantasy, fulfilled. Carissa squeezed her thighs together against her hand, moaning wordlessly. Already so wet.
Victor moved one hand to Megyn's long dark hair and ran his fingers through it before settling the hand on her shoulder. The other hand slid beneath her to her clit. He strummed it hard, almost mean, and Megyn moaned against Carissa's breast. He was fucking her too quickly now for her to keep Carissa's nipple in her mouth so she looked up at her friend instead, lips parted, need in her eyes building and building.
"Come for him," Carissa crooned to her. "Then I'm going to take you in the room and eat you out while he fucks me."
"Y-yeah," Megyn moaned. "I want... taste you..."
"Oh, you will. I'm a dirty girl, Megyn. I'll want to sit on your face until I'm screaming your name." She curled one finger and dragged the nail across Megyn's cheek as Victor's thrusting reached a hard, fast tempo that left the brunette breathless. "I want to see you swallowing him, baby. I want to see him fucking your ass."
Megyn stared up at her, eyes watering, her body rocking back to meet Victor's. Her hands came up, wavered, and settled on the wall beside Carissa. She looked over her shoulder at Victor, at the hard-edged stud taking her, making her theirs, and she whimpered, her crest upon her. She arched her back, her gaze returning to Carissa, and the blonde dropped, her fingers sliding out of herself to cup Megyn's cheeks and kiss her hard.
The sensations rushed through Megyn, all the way up her spine and back down again. Every touch, from Carissa's lips against hers to Victor's fingers rubbing her clit to his big cock sliding in and out of her wet folds, they overwhelmed her. She stared into Carissa's eyes as she fought not to cry out, the orgasm as richly intense as any she'd ever felt before.
Victor pulled out of her. Carissa stared up at him, knees spread wide, her hand back at her pussy again, fingering herself fast, "I need to taste her on you."
Megan got out of the way, slumping against the wall as she caught her breath. She watched Victor step up to his wife, his cock gleaming with her wetness. She moaned as Carissa looked in her direction. Victor drove into her mouth without hesitation, his wife's head pinned back against the wall. He held her hair as he fucked her face, and Carissa seemed to love it, intensifying her fingering and shaking from head to toe.
Megyn dropped to her knees too, hearing someone open a door somewhere down the hall, not caring. She cupped her friend's breast. Carissa had to breathe through her nose, and her eyes watered, but even as much as she was taking into her mouth, there was still an obscene amount of Victor's prick left, hard, red, glistening.
"Oh wooow," someone said, and the door shut again with a soft thump.
Carissa whimpered, bucking hard back and forth against the wall, her thighs spread as far as they could. Her fingering was nearly as loud as Victor's bullish grunts, but nothing was so loud as the lewd gags every time he thrust his cock deep into Carissa's mouth. When Megyn tweaked her nipple, that was it for her and she slammed back and forth once, twice, eyes squeezing shut. Victor pulled out of her mouth and she gasped, "Oh fuck, oh fuck!" and stilled, gritting her teeth. Her breath returned to her with her orgasm, and she laughed as she rose on shaky legs. Victor hurried to grab up their things, looking down the hallway.



They charged into their room, finally, and still he had not yet come. To Megyn, he growled, "Lay down near the edge of the bed."
She obeyed, spreading her knees wide while he took his wife's chin. In a surreal moment, he stroked her cheek with his other hand, and leaned in to kiss her softly. "You okay?" he murmured.
"Better believe it," Carissa said hoarsely. He reached down and palmed her ass and she moaned against his neck. He spun her, none too kindly, and pushed her towards the bed and her friend waiting for her.
Megyn propped herself up on her elbows, taking a deep breath before Carissa dropped her lips to her pussy. Victor guided his wife so she had one knee on the bed, leaving her ass up high. He sank into her pussy with a pleased grunt, going immediately for a hard, swift pace that left Carissa arching her back and lifting her lips from Megyn for the briefest of moments while she enjoyed the sensations.
Then she consumed her friend.
There was no way to be subtle, not with Victor taking her so hard. But a charge already crackled between them and subtlety wasn't needed. Megyn brought a hand down to her clit, stroking her button with three fingers. Carissa tried to help where she could but it was really the looks between the pair that turned them both on. Megyn's had turned almost shy while Carissa bore a dancing lightness. Megyn pleaded with her friend silently, telling her how much she needed this to be something more, and Carissa burned with the knowledge that she could never again settle for just being friends with this gorgeous sexual creature in front of her.
Victor yanked out of Carissa, and Megyn thought for sure he was going to come across her back. Instead, he patted Carissa's ass and guided her onto her back. To Megyn, he said, "Come here. Kneel over her face."
"Ooh, you have the best ideas," Megyn said, and did just that, crawling over Carissa and placing her knees on either side of Carissa's head.
Carissa reached up and pulled her best friend down onto her waiting lips. "Yum," she murmured, and began to eat Megyn out again.
Victor leaned forward and gripped Megyn by the back of the head. He kissed her as his cock brushed his wife's mound. With his free hand, reached down and adjusted himself until he was at her entrance and slid back in. Megyn didn't want him to pull away, and moaned when he did.
She surprised him by taking the initiative and dropping her head down to lick and play with Carissa's clit. The sight of her hair spilling down over the connection of his skin to his wife's was inexplicably hot, and he wished he had his camera. Later, if they were up for it. Still four or five nights left on vacation, and then...
And then. The thought almost made Victor stop. And then. He didn't want this to end. It was more than the sex. More than Megyn being his wife's best friend. He hadn't just been falling for Megyn that day, but over years of friendly talks, of hunting down garage sales, of going to scary movies with her and her boyfriends because Carissa hated being frightened. It was more than stolen French fries from his platter, more than coming home to find her and Carissa sprawled out on the couch together watching reality TV.
It was something that he only felt with one other woman, the same one licking and slurping so noisily and enthusiastically on Megyn's cunt. Maybe it wasn't love. Not yet. But that conduit was there, that open need in him to have her as part of her life. It had only taken him one date with Carissa to feel this way, one terrible date when he thought he fucked everything up, and now... now he felt it again with another woman.
Carissa shuddered beneath him, her arms stretching out, her fingers clawing at the sheets. Coming again, he thought, and without hesitation, he slid two fingers under Megyn's throat against her collarbone and nudged her up. She got the idea and rose up, grinning.
"Like that?" she asked.
He didn't answer. He gripped the back of her head and kissed her again. Not hungry this time, not forceful, but with querying need and a searching of her eyes. If Carissa didn't feel the same way about Megyn, this would never happen again between them. She was first in Victor's life, always. But he wanted to see if Megyn felt it too in that moment. Maybe it was vanity, maybe he was drunk off the lust in the room, but he thought he saw a flash of something. Wonder. Hope.
Megyn leaned back, but she never took her eyes off him as she rocked on Carissa's face. She smiled a slow, timid smile, cupping her breasts as though she were offering them up to him. He smiled back, grniding his hips into his wife the way she loved after a good orgasm. His need was almost too much to keep going by that point, but with Megyn latching onto his soul like that, he barely noticed the time slip by.
She rocked, not hard, but with more and more enthusiasm. Whole conversations played out between them without a word ever being spoken. Victor reached out and took her shoulder. That was it. Just gripped her in a need to connect. She looked down at his hand, her smile growing wider, then back up at him.
"It's never been this good," Megyn whispered to both of them.
"Not for us either," Victor said, the words slipping out without thought. If Carissa didn't agree-
"Agreed," Carissa moaned.
Well... that was that, then.
Megyn rocked, and whimpered, and her hands rose along her chest, her neck, her chin. She sucked two fingers into her mouth, her other hand going behind her head, rising in the air. She came with a soft whimper, not much left in the tank after the intense orgasm out in the hallway, and Victor leaned in again to kiss her, feeling her pleased shivering through her lips.
In the end, the women rested together on the bed, Victor on his knees between their legs. They held each other's hands, and when he came across their bellies, Carissa turned her head and smiled at Megyn.
"I think I'm a fan of Nude Day now," she said, and Megan giggled.
* * *
Carissa woke to something delightfully warm and soft in her arms and her man sitting on the edge of the bed, pulling on a tee shirt. She nudged him with her toes, and he looked over his shoulder, grinning.
"Cuddle her a while longer. I'm going to get a workout." But there was a storm in his eyes, a quiet one, a confused look she'd seen only a handful of times. "Baby, I love you."
"I love you too," Carissa murmured. "Nothing will ever change that."
This time, his grin was free of clouds. "Oh, that I know. You're stuck with me for life." He turned and gripped her ankle. She always slept with one poking out of the blankets to keep her cool. "Come find me later and we'll do breakfast."
"Okay."
She watched him tug on a light camp shirt over his tee and slip out of the room. Megyn, on her side facing Carissa, opened one eye. "I'm not, like, coming between you two or anything, am I?"
"No," Carissa said, and kissed her friend's forehead. She snuggled in tighter.
"Okay," Megyn breathed, and wrapped a hand around Carissa's waist. "Beautiful..."
While Megyn drifted again, Carissa took in her friend and listened to seagulls crying to one another and the wash of the ocean. What they'd done the previous night, it had been both fantastically intense and strangely intimate at the end. The way Victor looked at both of them when they finished, it made Carissa hope he felt the same way she did, that maybe Megyn wasn't just a bit of vacation fun. Maybe that was pushing the boundaries of their relationship, but still, she knew what she wanted, and she began to hope that maybe it was what Victor wanted too.
Twenty minutes on, and Megyn was snoring softly. Carissa finally slipped free and showered. Sore in all the best possible ways, and tonight, she wanted Victor to take her ass in front of her friend. That would be something. By the time this vacation was finished, she might need to be loaded on the plane in a gurney. The thought made her chuckle, and she shut off the water.
Megyn was just pushing herself up onto her elbows and yawning when Carissa stepped out. "Oh hey. Sorry, didn't mean to wake you up. Again."
"No, no, don't be. I don't want to sleep all day." Megyn smiled up at her tentatively, and Carissa leaned down to give her a thorough, warm kiss. Megyn didn't let her go far, stroking her cheek as she stared up into her best friend's eyes. "I wasn't sure how you two would feel after last night."
"Oh, I'm in love." Megyn laughed self-consciously, but Carissa shook her head. "Nope. I mean it. In love. Big L, big O, big V, big E. Babe, if you want to go back to just being friends, I'd let you go. But it would break my heart."
"Good. I... I've been falling for you for a while now. And Victor." Megyn drew in a shaky breath. "I guess... I want to ask... do you think he feels the same way?"
"I don't know, but given the way he was looking at you last night, I think he's a little head over heels too."
Megyn nodded. "I'm going to go back to my room and change. Breakfast in, like, twenty minutes?"
"Sounds great." Carissa kissed her again before pulling away and getting dressed. Megyn borrowed a robe, grabbed up her clothes, and followed her out into the hallway. Again they kissed at her door, and when Carissa came back just seconds later and knocked, they kissed again. Only the ringing of Megyn's phone kept them from turning it into something hotter and heavier again.
Megyn pushed away, laughing. "Go. Breakfast, then I'm eating you again."
"Mm mm mm."
Carissa left her, smiling to herself as she sought out Victor. He was just coming out of the gym, toweling himself off. They headed down to the outdoor restaurant and grabbed a couple glasses of ice water and an ever-present platter of fruit. The entire time, they said little to one another, both of them trying to figure out how to best lay out what was in their hearts.
Finally, it was Victor who spoke first. "Baby, about last night..."
"It got crazy, I know."
"But crazy in a good way, right? I had a great time."
"An amazing time," Carissa said. "Like... the best time."
"Agreed." Victor reached out for her hand. "I'm going to say something, something I want. But it's big, and I don't want you to think that you're not the most meaningful person in my life-"
"You're falling for her too," Carissa blurted.
"Yes," Victor said. "Yes. So damn much."
"We're keeping her, right?"
"I mean, she's not a pet."
Carissa nodded sagely. "True. But we're keeping her."
"Yes," he said, laughing. "I suppose we are. Are we going to give her a choice?"
"No. What, are you crazy?"
"I think that's her in the elevator now."
Carissa turned. Indeed, it was Megyn. She came off the elevator and out into the sunshine like a freight train, going right for the couple.
"That son of a bitch!" she bellowed.
About five couples around them looked in their direction. Carissa hopped off her chair. "What is it?"
"That phone call? It was the hotel manager trying to put me through with a freaking detective. A detective. That noodle-dick dumbshit, that, that, that gaping, farty asshole, that teeny-balled... ruuuuurgh!" Megyn stamped the ground, reached out, and grabbed her friend's water. She drank it all in one go, wiped her lips, and shouted, "That stupid jerk burned my house down!"
"Brad... what?" Carissa asked.
"Yeaaaaahuuuuuup. He says it's an accident, but sure, it just happens when I'm on vacation. I'm going to murder him, then I'm going to go to his funeral, and then I'm going to fill his casket with rabid badgers. F-U-C-K Brad. Fuck him end to end with a pair of jackhammers."
"Holy shit," Victor breathed.
"I told the detective I'm not coming home. Not until I'm done with vacation. They can fly down here and drag me back, but until then, I'm drinking margaritas and daiquiris until I can't remember my name. My house, my car, my stuffed animals. My dad gave me Blinker when I was three. Three! And I lose it to a dork who couldn't find the clit if I marked it with a big red X! What am I going to do? I don't know except get drunk and make out with you two for, like, six days!"
Victor and Carissa looked at each other. Victor grinned. Carissa grinned. Megyn eyed them both, her hose wrinkling, and Victor laid a hand on her shoulder. "I know what you're going to do. And you don't have a choice."
"It is what's going to happen," Carissa agreed.
"What?" Megyn asked, looking between them.
"You're coming to live with us," Victor said.
"Make out with us for just six days?" Carissa asked. "Really? Try... oh... thousands and thousands of days."
"See, we're kinda falling in love with you," Victor said.
"In... love with..." Megyn started to repeat him, then had to find a chair with her hand and sit down.
"Told you he was fond of you too," Carissa said. "So yes, we're going to have some drinks, we're going to toast poor old Blinker, and then we're going to take a trip to see the town or relax on the beach or do whatever but not think about things for a while."
"The house, douchemobile Brad, moving in with us, it can all wait," Victor said, taking Megyn's hand and squeezing it. "Because we're on vacation."
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* * *
"Dane proposed. We're getting married!"
Brooke's mind totally short-circuited at the news. Just bam, there went the lights, the Internet, everything. She blinked at the potted plant in the corner of her office. Its name was Turducken. Why she named it that, she had no idea.
Thinking about the plant meant Brooke wasn't thinking about her best friend and ex-girlfriend Sasha getting married.
Married.
Blink. Blink. There, the ol' mental batteries finally kicked to life.
"That's fantastic!" she said, trying to squeal. Wasn't that what she was supposed to do in situations like this? Go all high and Valley Girl on Sasha? How had she handled it when all her other friends got married? "Oh my God, I need details, I need details now!"
"Whoa there," Sasha said, laughing. "It was the most romantic thing at the most romantic resort. The sun was setting, there was this live band playing right on the edge of the beach, we were dancing. Then I realized the band was creeping closer and closer and they started playing our song."
"My Sharona?"
Sasha laughed again and sniffed. "Adele. And, and, and... Dane got down on one knee and I'm just blubbering the whole time, more water coming out of my eyes than there is in the ocean, and it was just... it was just so perfect."
Brooke picked up the chopsticks from her bento box and fought the urge to stab something. No, she was happy for Sasha, she really was.
But she was so tired too. Her entire adult life, she was the one who got hurt, and in some pretty wildly explosive ways, too. At eighteen her high school boyfriend of four years, who was supposed to go to college with her in the fall, who she thought was her everything, decided instead to get religion, date the pastor's daughter, and become a youth minister for what Brooke was fairly certain was a cult.
Then, in her freshman year of college came Chad, the hunky soccer stud, who made her feel like the only woman in the room, who would strum his guitar and nearly make her drench her panties -- and who cheated on her when she thought, again, she was his one and only. Fucking Chad.
In her later years of college came Kenny Kilton, the most infamous of her boyfriends. True, Kenny didn't exactly break her heart -- they were kinda sorta living together but that was about it -- but he was an asshole on a whole new level, nearly raping one of Brooke's best friends Jessica until an acquaintance stepped in and stood up to Kenny. A part of the coaching staff, he was thrown out of the school, his career ruined.
Oh. That acquaintance? Only the greatest guy Brooke had ever known.
Corbin Block was everything Brooke wanted in a guy. He was sort of geeky, quick to laugh at himself, kind, smart, and with Jessica's help, one serious stud. Jessica taught him everything from how to take care of himself to how to really treat a girl in bed. She even roped in Brooke to help out when it came time to teach Corbin how to eat a woman.
That had been the sweetest mistake.
Over the course of the school year, Brooke fell head over heels in love with Corbin while he and Jessica, in turn, fell madly in love with each other. Brooke and Sasha were frequent guests in their bedroom, but at the end of the day, it was always about Corbin and Jessica.
It would have been a lie to say Brooke didn't resent them that, but she tried to let her pain go in the years that followed. That relationship led to an even stranger situation, seeing her and Sasha become the girlfriends of a middle-aged playboy, his wife, and an army of beauties. Lionel was not Corbin. He was rougher, tougher, and well off. But he and Corbin shared one heartbreaking trait -- they were slavishly devoted to their closest loved ones, and Brooke, like with Corbin and Jessica, wasn't a part of Corbin's inner circle.
But.
Sasha, her college friend, had been right there with her, both through the phase with Corbin and the later one with Lionel. And while Corbin might have been Brooke's ultimate guy fantasy, Sasha was, hands-down, her very favorite woman in this entire universe. Her feelings for her friend were far from platonic. They did things together that would make an erotica writer blush.
Over their time with Lionel, Brooke came to realize a very simple fact, one that ripped open all sorts of old wounds. She loved Sasha. Unlike the great big unhealthy blaze of a bonfire that was her feelings for Corbin, Brooke loved Sasha at a slow simmer, one that warmed her whole spirit for years.
Brooke said the words "I love you" many times to Sasha throughout the years. They were as reflexive as "how was your day?" or "hand over the Cheetos," but they never talked about her actually loving Sasha in the way she truly did. Brooke tried to figure out how to show Sasha the real depth behind the words. She thought she had time. She didn't.
Sasha made the announcement one day at a gathering at Lionel's for brunch. She'd met someone, she said, Dane, and would be leaving the group. There were congratulations, laughter, tears. Brooke could work up nothing to say, smiling but struck speechless. Even afterward, when they walked home, Sasha asked Brooke about her thoughts and all she could do was say, "I've been thinking about moving anyways."
Brooke had, sort of. But it involved telling Sasha she loved her, then the two of them riding off into the sunset to... well, wherever would take a mediocre coach and a brilliant young professor.
Sasha looked stung by her response. Brooke shrugged off her attempts to draw her out and fled as fast as she could. She quit her coaching position at Agramonte High -- her pay sucked anyways. She accepted the first job that came along, teaching and coaching at a high school in Wisconsin. That lasted two terrible semesters. The kids were some kind of spectacularly awful and she hated it there. Brooke shifted careers, at least for the moment, and picked up a lower management position in a tech center. She spent her days stopping petty arguments between her employees, talking down irate customers, and most of all, trying to convince herself she'd done the right thing in leaving Agramonte and Sasha behind.
"That's amazing. I cannot wait to meet this guy," Brooke said.
"I hope you're serious, because that's what I want to talk to you about."
"Huh?" Brooke asked, more internal lights kicking back on after the total system shock of hearing the news. Thankfully, Sasha didn't seem to notice her disorientation, or had grown so used to it she just ignored it.
"I was thinking, Memorial Day's coming up, three-day weekend and all, why not come down and stay with us a few days? Or we could come up there. Or neutral territory."
Oh God, it would hurt to see Sasha again. Agramonte too. The suburb bordered a much bigger city but it had always been Agramonte that held her love. It was quirky, a little bit upscale, a little bit college town. It was a place she thought she could live in forever, but heartache won out.
But counterbalancing the pain of seeing Sasha and her favorite city was the burst of joy the thought brought about. Brooke's relationship with Sasha might be in the past, but they still had years of love and friendship between them, and of course she would come calling if Sasha wanted to see her. The happiness made the pain so very worth it, even if it was just a few days together and not the lifetime she wanted.
"I'd love to," Brooke whispered. She realized she'd whispered, then cleared her throat loudly. "Sorry. Damn frog in my throat."
"Yeah," Sasha said, a relieved laugh escaping her. "Same. So you'll come?"
A memory. Sasha, forehead to forehead with her as they were eaten out from behind by the sultry twins London and Dakota, panting, "Come, come, baby, come, your face is so beautiful when you do..."
Brooke shivered. Her mind told her this was a mistake, she'd just be hurt again, but her heart, the stupid thing, was always up for being kicked around. And unfortunately, Brooke's heart always won out over her mind. "Yes."
* * *
Sasha hung up, and twisted to look at the man in bed behind her. Dane was sprawled out, nude under the sheets. They'd made fervent love after she asked him the most important favor of her lifetime, the big no-turning-back favor, the one that could have ruined them.
The "honey, I'd like to try to entice my old college lover into coming and living with us because as much as I love you, you know I still love her too" favor. The one he'd listened to studiously in the near ten minutes it took to explain where her heart was at. The one he said yes to, so long as he still got to marry her and so long as they kept it between the three of them.
Sasha Windsor was marrying the greatest guy in the world. Period.
"She's coming?" Dane asked.
Unable to speak, Sasha nodded. She leaned in and kissed him, and he kept her there with his lean, muscular arms. His lips pressed to her forehead as she snuggled in tight against him. Her leg slid over his, and she reached around him, hugging as much of Dane as she could with her body and resting her head against his chest.
The bedroom used to be her mother's. Her father's too, Sasha supposed, but she hadn't really thought of the big house as belonging to him since he cheated on her mother. The furniture was all different, the curtains airier, and the lighting modernized, but it was still the same room where she would crawl into bed when she had a nightmare, where she would sit in front of her mother's vanity and wish with all her might she was as pretty as the older Windsor, where she would crash out and read side by side with her mom.
"My life kind of dominates this relationship, doesn't it?" she asked, brushing Dane's chest lazily.
"Have I ever complained?"
"No. Do you resent it at all?"
"Not a bit," Dane said. "But I do have one thing to ask. Sasha, I love you. Nothing you've ever asked me to do up until now could possibly break us apart."
"It won't. She won't."
He kissed the top of her head. "But it will change things, and I want a favor from you. Something big. If you and I aren't ever enough, you have to be the one brave enough to cut it off. Because I'd follow you like a lost puppy for the rest of my life otherwise."
Sasha shifted until she was on top of him, groin against his stomach. Dane was delightfully normally built compared to some of the other guys she dated. It wasn't that he was fat, far from it. It was that he was... comfortable. Just soft enough to be snuggly, but strong enough to lift her up by her butt and settle her on the kitchen counter before spreading her legs wide and taking her. His boyishly handsome face was made even cuter with his customary pair of thick-rimmed glasses. They made him look so much the part of the banker, which worked out well since that was what he did.
"I don't know how to convince you I don't love you any less because of her," Sasha murmured. "But I'll happily spend the rest of my life with you showing you."
"I'm looking forward to it. But... uh... this is going to be my first potential threesome and I have questions. Do we all sleep in the same bed? How does that work in the middle of the night when one of us has to go pee? Isn't the one in the middle super hot?"
Sasha burst out laughing, and leaned down to rain kisses on his cheeks, forehead, his lips.
* * *
Brooke did all right keeping her panic under control until she hit the state line. Memories, good and bad, flooded her. She had to pull over at the next rest area and take a walk around the car before her nerves settled. Five minutes turned into fifteen until she finally knew she had to go or lose the will entirely.
The plains had always seemed like a sea to her, with no end in sight until the suburbs. A few agricultural communities sprang up here and there, and she stopped again, this time for gas and therapy by chocolate malted balls. But eventually, the waves of grass gave way to twinkling sunlight scattered on metal and glass.
Amazingly, the fear she held about seeing the city again dissipated to plain and simple joy. She was on the opposite side of the city from Agramonte, but this whole place had been her stomping grounds. There on the outskirts was a gas station with the best cheap souvenirs. Half a mile later was the big cineplex Lionel's son Isaac loved. Closer to the heart of the city, every block held some beloved treasure of a memory she half-forgot.
With an early start, Brooke was hours ahead of schedule and decided to peel off for the college instead of Sasha and Dane's house. She still thought of it as Pamela Windsor's house, and flushed at the memory of her first time with the professor -- two of them, in fact. And Corbin. And Jessica. That... that had been a wild night. It was strange having hooked up with Sasha's mother on a number of occasions. Sasha was okay with it, and Pamela of course approved of Brooke with her daughter, but it was sort of a relief not to have to navigate that strange territory now that Pamela lived in Florida.
Sasha's house wasn't the only thing she inherited from her mother. Though they taught in different departments, Sasha requested Pamela's old office. Brooke drove to the building and spent a few minutes cruising the parking lots trying to find a space. A student in a Jeep finally pulled out near Sasha's office, and Brooke snuck in before anyone else could nab it. When she turned the car off, she dropped her forehead to the steering wheel, trying to charge up her courage one more time. Last chance to turn around. Last chance to not have her heart broken yet again.
"Hey. You. No loitering."
Brooke jumped out in a flash at the familiar voice. Sasha rushed to her from the sidewalk, grinning, tears leaking out of the corners of her eyes already. Brooke was crying too, unable to put a voice to her sudden, overwhelming happiness.
Maybe she'd get hurt. But she had this moment, and that was enough for now.
* * *
They sat in Sasha's office. Brooke looked exhausted, and not just because she'd been on the road since six that morning. She had lost some of her toned definition and seemed frailer. Sasha's heart still did flip-flops seeing her, though, and it was hard not to stare like she was a bowl of ice cream Sasha wanted to lick up. She was pleased that Brooke seemed unable to break her gaze away from her too.
"Good trip?" Sasha asked.
Brooke kept staring at her, and didn't respond for a long minute. When she did, her voice was faint. "What? Oh. Yeah. Good. Good trip. Lots of... lots of... music."
"Music's good," Sasha said. She hitched in a breath, then gasped, "Oh, fuck it," and shot up to her feet. Brooke went for the door and slammed it shut so they had some privacy, but Sasha didn't care. Let the world have a show. She was back with Brooke, and life was right.
Brooke spun around just in time for Sasha to collide with her, pushing her back against the door and thumping her head against it none-too-gently. Brooke's giggle was cut short when Sasha kissed her, the age-old hunger for her blonde lover coming back with a vengeance. Her fingers dropped to Sasha's shorts. She worked open the button and shoved them down far enough to give her access to what she wanted.
Brooke's eyes lit her up in all sorts of delicious ways as Sasha slid her hand into her bikini briefs. Even as she cupped Sasha's ass, Brooke gasped, "Wait, Dane..."
"...knows," Sasha said, running her fingers through the length of Brooke's pussy and kissing her friend in between bursts of words. "Happy... you... meeting him... shut up and let me fuck you."
Brooke leaned her head back against the door and moaned as Sasha rubbed her cunt with fervent need. They knew the rhythms of each other so well. Sasha knew how much Brooke liked her outer lips teased, how soft she liked her clit played with. She barely grazed her friend's button with the heel of her hand now and then. The teasing drove Brooke wild, and she couldn't help arching up on the balls of her feet, biting her lip and closing her eyes.
"Oooh, Sasha, I missed you, oh my God, I missed you..."
"Me too, we're together..."
Brooke nodded, swallowing hard when Sasha filled her full of three fingers, then a fourth. "Oh fuck, oh God, you're going to make me come so fast, kiss me, please kiss me..."
Sasha did, their lips making softer music than her fingers in her friend's pussy. Brooke's eyes opened a hair and she began to rock, her climax really coming that fast. Sasha kissed her through it, taking in the air Brooke hiccupped out. Brooke whimpered as Sasha slipped her fingers free but the professor wasn't through yet. She pulled Brooke to her chair back behind the desk and pushed her down onto it. The thin carpeting wasn't much padding for her knees but she didn't care, dropping and chasing Brooke's wet cunt with her lips, her tongue.
Brooke gripped her hair, pulling her into her pussy. When Sasha delved deep with her tongue and slid it up to her sensitive button, Brooke leaned back so far she nearly spilled the chair backwards. Only Sasha's hands on the arms kept her from tilting. Brooke let out a shaky laugh, and Sasha grinned back before sucking and licking at her clit again.
Brooke didn't seem to come down the whole time Sasha licked her. Her body was so responsive, so needing of this. Sasha felt much the same way and she wanted nothing more than to drag Brooke home and ride her face. But she still had two classes for the day. More importantly? She didn't want to waste a second of that weekend. By the time Monday rolled around, she wanted Brooke to promise to become part of her life again. She wanted Dane to fall in love with Brooke the way Sasha had. She wanted Brooke to love Dane with a reflection of her own mad passion for her fiancé. And yes, okay, she wanted to see her two favorite lovers in the world together in just about every configuration the three could manage.
Sasha wanted all that, and though it seemed impossible, she would never give up on making her life complete. She let Brooke slip away once at the beginning of all this with Dane. As Sasha brought her friend to a second orgasm, she vowed she wouldn't make that mistake again.
* * *
Brooke sat in on Sasha's two classes, dazed and happy at first. She hoped she and Sasha might hook up that weekend but wouldn't have pushed if it meant hurting her boyfriend. If Dane knew, though, Brooke planned to take every moment to savor her best friend before packing up and going home.
A thought crossed her mind at the beginning of the second class, a dark one. Was she the weekend's entertainment to Sasha? Was she going to be some kind of prize for Dane for proposing? A weekend fling, a last blast before the wedding? Something like that?
Her mind hooked on the idea and wouldn't let it go. She worried about it the entire class, even as she watched Sasha in her element. The diamond ring on her finger kept drawing Brooke's eye. Conflicting waves of warmth and happiness for her friend and hollow envy of Dane crashed through her. You be happy for her, she told herself. She'd do the same for you.
When the class finally wrapped up and the students hurried out into the sunshine, Sasha hugged Brooke tight.
"God, I'm so glad to see you again."
"You too," Brooke said.
As they walked to their cars, Brooke took Sasha's hand in hers. Sasha smiled and squeezed it. Brooke looked aside at her shyly. "Is that all right?"
"Always. Hey, I was thinking we'd go out tonight for dinner. Frezza's maybe? I know how much you loved the place."



Brooke did. It was her favorite restaurant, and they had so many good memories there. She couldn't have picked a better spot. "I'm happy with whatever, Sash. I just want to be close for..." Brooke took a deep breath. "...for the weekend."
"Me too," Sasha said. "Well... Dane will be home shortly after five. It might be kind of fun to surprise him with... us. Together."
"Oh," Brooke said. "Yes. Yeah, that would be fun."
Their hands still linked together, Sasha stopped her. "You want to tell me what you're thinking?"
Brooke shook her head. "It's fine. He looks very handsome."
"It's not fine, is it? Oh Brooke, I'm pushing too much. You... you should get to know him first. I'm sorry."
"No, it's all right," Brooke said. "Really."
"No, no, I'm trying to move things along at light speed and you, you just got back, and I'm talking you already into a three-way, and you know you don't have to do anything you don't want to, Dane, or... or me..."
Brooke brought a hand up to Sasha's cheek and kissed her gently, trying to put all her heart into it. Sasha gave an almost silent sigh, smiling.
Brooke murmured, "He's the guy that won your heart. I'd love to surprise him with something fun."
"Won my heart?" Sasha asked, and poked Brooke. "Dork."
"Butt." They walked on again, hands together. "How's your mom doing?"
"Oh, great. Apparently the student-professor boundaries are a bit more blurred down there, so you know she's having a ball."
"Or two," Brooke said. "And Rosamund?"
"Still teaching here. We get together every so often for drinks or dinner."
"I'm sure Dane's very happy about that."
Sasha smiled. "No, we don't live that life, you excluded. I still have coffee with the Lionel fan club but my days of orgies are well behind me." She looked at Brooke. "How about you? Any loves in your life? Wild hookups?"
"No," Brooke said. "Work eats up my life. I go jogging and I take care of my neighbors' wayward cats. That's pretty much it."
"How is the job? I was sorry you're not teaching anymore."
"It's... enough," Brooke said, smiling tightly. "It pays the bills. And teaching... well, the kids up there, they're bored and no one at the school has the guts to discipline them. I'm sure you can imagine what kind of little nightmares they were. I know there are problem kids in every bunch, but there, it's like there are only a couple good kids sprinkled in with the bad. God, I miss coaching, though. I'd kill to have a job where I'm doing the yelling, not being yelled at."
They arrived at the parking lot, and finally let go. Brooke followed Sasha home. A combination of sexual gratification and road weariness sunk into her bones, and she wanted nothing more than a nice hot shower and something caffeinated. Once they arrived, Sasha helped her with her suitcase and the snacks, grinning at the malted balls.
"I bought you some of those for the weekend," she said. "Great minds think alike."
"You didn't have to buy me anything," Brooke said.
Sasha hooked one of the balls out and popped it into her mouth. "I wanted it to be perfect," she said. Brooke made a "tch," sound, and they finished bringing the luggage up into the master bedroom.
"I'm not putting Dane out, am I?" Brooke asked, looking at the bed. It wasn't Pamela's old enormous monstrosity, but still a sizable California king that should have plenty of room for three.
"No. Not at all." Sasha came to Brooke and rubbed her back.
"I need to clean up. I was thinking about that big old clawfoot tub if you still have it. Might be kind of a fun way to surprise your guy."
"Oooh, I like that idea."
While the tub filled, hey stripped down, Brooke staring at Sasha's plentiful curves. Thirty might be upon them soon, but it was treating Sasha with far more dignity than Brooke. Her friend blushed at her scrutiny.
"You still make me feel so shy around you," Sasha said. "Even after everything we've done together."
"Same. Honest to God, it's like I'm a teenager again."
Sasha got in the tub first, sliding down into the piping hot water and crooking a finger at her friend. Brooke knelt down facing Sasha, and leaned in for another soft kiss. Sasha ran her hands up and down Brooke's back, soft moans escaping her lips. Brooke went for a sponge on the small bathside table, brushed it against the soap, and dipped it into the water to stroke her friend's sex.
Sasha didn't mind that at all, and leaned back, arms spread along the lip of the tub. The base of her breasts rested in the water, but her nipples were exposed, so Brooke leaned down to suck one into her mouth, still running the sponge along Sasha's pussy lips.
"Brooke," Sasha moaned louder.
Brooke leaned up and kissed the delicate bones of Sasha's neck. "I've got you, baby, I've got you, I love you so much, Sasha."
"I love you too..."
Brooke's thumb brushed Sasha's button, making the other woman arch her back in anticipation of the pleasure. She didn't tease, rubbing Sasha's clit in steady circles, gentle with it at first before she firmed it up, making Sasha moan her name again. The heat of the tub couldn't match what passed between them when they kissed again, tongues playing, eyes half-lidded.
Sasha began to rock against Brooke's hands, just a gentle sway, sliding up and down in the tub. Brooke knew she was close and let the sponge slip away, rubbing Sasha's lips and clit with her fingers. Sasha's roaming hands stopped on Brooke's back, her nails digging in, her breath catching.
"Ohhh," she whispered, "oh, this is going to be a big one..."
"Come for me, Sash..."
Sasha nodded, eyes closing, her head listing to one side. She tensed, released, her hips rising, falling. Her hands went to Brooke's neck and she whimpered as Brooke kissed her, just as Sasha had when she came. And it really was a big one, her pleasure driving through her, making her spine arch and pop. She felt it all the way to the follicles of her hair and down to the very tips of her toes. She was free, kissing Brooke, twisting her around, holding her tight once Brooke settled into the water with her.
Sasha kissed her shoulder, her tears falling against the blonde's skin. Brooke raised a hand over her shoulder and caressed Sasha's cheek, her temple. She settled back against Sasha, loving the coziness of her breasts against her back and her arms looped lazily around her stomach. Neither of them was sure who dozed off first, but it was there together in the lukewarm water that Dane found them after calling for his wife-to-be twice, nestled together, breaths coming soft and easy.
* * *
"I thought it was cute," Dane said, twisting the cap off a bottle of Miller.
"We were supposed to put on a show for you," Brooke said. "Not be snoring away."
She and Sasha had finally extricated themselves from the tub. Once they were reasonably presentable and dressed again, they reconvened down at the kitchen table. The house had a formal dining room but it was very rarely used aside from the occasional dinner party.
Dane, sans suit jacket and tie, looked both comfortable and professional in his slacks and dress shirt. Sasha loved that about him, the casual professionalism of him, learned from his father and grandfather who worked in similar trades. She loved the time between him coming home and changing, and could have eaten him up right there.
"Well, for what it's worth, it was a memorable introduction," Dane said.
Sasha dug out a bottle of wine and a pair of glasses, and poured for both herself and Brooke. She held hers up. "To wet boobs and a fun weekend."
"I can get behind that," Dane said.
"Same," Brooke said, and they clinked glasses against the bottle. "So tell it to me again. How'd you propose?"
The engaged couple launched into the sweet story. Dane had been searching for the perfect opportunity to propose for over two months, coming up with plans and discarding them just as rapidly. A vacation to a couples' resort in Mexico seemed like it might provide the backdrop, but he wasn't sure until Sasha fell in love with the place. It was right on the beach, tucked in among the cliffs.
"It was hard to find time to sneak away and make the arrangements," Dane said. "I had to pretend to have a stomach bug so I could get in touch with a band playing there."
"I had an idea what he was doing," Sasha said, "but I didn't want to ruin the surprise by poking too hard at it. So the vacation's nearly done, we're dancing by the beach together. The music, the ocean, the lights, the most romantic night ever."
Brooke pressed a hand to her breast and smiled.
"And the band, they swoop closer and closer, and they... they start up our song..." Sasha started leaking tears.
Dane stood and fetched a box of tissues from atop the fridge. "I got really lucky they knew it. Then again, I guess there are a lot of proposals there."
Sasha plucked one of the tissues when he held out the box and dabbed at her eyes. "He got down on one knee, and I'm crying so hard I can hardly make out what he's saying or asking, but I knew what I wanted and that was him."
Dane leaned down and kissed her cheek. She twisted in her seat, and it turned into another peck on the lips. As he settled back at the table, Brooke said, "I couldn't stop staring at the ring throughout your classes today. It's gorgeous."
"Thank you," Sasha said, holding out her hand and grinning at the pretty ring. "The whole flight home, I was mesmerized."
They finished off their beer and glasses of wine, and Dane headed upstairs to change for dinner. It was still early yet and they had plenty of time, so they decided to go for a walk in a city park. It was a lovely stroll, lazy, just hot enough to leave them grateful for the shade of an elm. There, they sat under the branches, watching a young family toss around a Frisbee while their young pup yapped at a much older, more world-weary Lab.
"Dog or a cat person?" Brooke asked Dane.
"Both," he said promptly. "I used to have one of each when I was a kid. How about you?"
"Oh, cats for sure," she said. "But I love a great big softie of a dog. Sash?"
"Either one of those, but I'd love to own a little piece of land and have goats someday."
"Of course you'd want something weird like goats," Brooke said. Sasha nudged her with her foot.
"I'm with Brooke," Dane said, and he got a foot nudge too. "So we talked about how Sasha and I met. I've heard your story. Pretty crazy, the helicopter chase, the FBI hunting you down, all that."
"Oh, it was nuts," Brooke said. "Time-traveling robots, an army of killer strippers..."
"The mutant rattlesnake," Sasha added. To Brooke, "No. He really does know everything. I hope that's all right."
"With Corbin and Lionel and all the rest of it?"
"Mm hm," Sasha said. "No secrets. Even... even you sleeping with Mom."
"Ah," Brooke said, blushing. "All of it."
"For what it's worth, not a word from me," Dane said. "It sounds crazy complicated. I was... overwhelmed at first. It was a lot to take in."
"It's been a lot to live," Brooke said, and Sasha nodded. "And now?"
Dane placed a hand on Sasha's knee. "I left for a few days after she told me. This was... oh, six months ago. I didn't get it, but it boiled down to a question. Did I love Sasha more than my confusion about lifestyle choices I couldn't understand, and that was easy. Yes. Absolutely. Yes."
"So he came back," Sasha said. "We had dinner with Lionel, Morgan, and everybody, and we talked once their kids went to sleep. That weekend, we called Corbin and Jessica. Mom too, later. Kind of got everything out there, right out in the open. You... you were the only one I didn't want to bring into it. Ripping things open. I..." She faltered and shook her head. "I felt like I hurt you somehow and I didn't want to do it again."
Brooke leaned over and kissed Sasha's shoulder. To Dane, she murmured, "I'm an open book. If it helps you and Sasha, anything you want to know, you just ask."
"Are you still in that lifestyle?"
"No. Not since I left Sasha and the rest. Today was the first time I fooled around with anyone since then."
"So this is going to make me the asshole, but you're clean then?"
Brooke smiled. "Not the asshole at all. Yes. I got tested when Brooke invited me down. Given how many people we used to have in our lives on a regular basis, you get kind of paranoid about it."
"That's all I can think of at the moment. Wait. One more." He squinted at her. "Dessert at Frezza's or Brownie Paradise? Because if you say Brownie Paradise, we gotta go, now."
"Ooh, we could hit Brownie Paradise first, then take our time at dinner second," Brooke said.
"Big points on the board for Brooke," Dane said to Sasha. "I'm a fan of her already."
"I hope so," Sasha said, reaching out and taking Brooke's hand.
* * *
Dessert and dinner were languid affairs, and they came home at a late hour. Sasha and Brooke drank a little much, and stumbled into the house laughing and holding onto each other. Dane got them upstairs, and their laughs turned to nervous smiles and wanting eyes. Brooke brought her hands to Sasha's cheeks and kissed her with just as much intensity and desire as their first of the day.
"I want to kiss you all weekend," she breathed.
"I want you to," Sasha said back, working at pulling Brooke's top up and out of her tiny white shorts.
Dane watched, smiling faintly. He started to back away, and Sasha eyed him. "Where are you going, handsome?" she asked.
"You two should be together tonight," he said.
"Noooope," Sasha said.
Brooke shook her head too. "Not a chance. You two are engaged now. This is your bed. Not mine. If anyone's going to sleep in a different room-"
"Oh, stop, you two," Sasha said. She grabbed Brooke's hand and marched her to her fiancé. "We're all together or we all sleep in different rooms if you two don't feel a spark. That's the only way I want this. Together. With the two people I love the most."
Brooke blinked at her, then looked up at Dane. He studied her. "A spark, huh?" he asked Sasha, still staring at Brooke. "Well... I'll give you a spark. Ohhhhh, Brooksie!"
"Dane! Warmth of my loins!" Brooke cried out, fanning her face.
Sasha rubbed her eyes. "I'm in love with dorks."
"Would you let me press mine lips to your soft, plump ones and make me ever so happy?" Dane asked Brooke.
"Whatever shall your betrothed say?" Brooke asked.
"His betrothed is probably going to get off to the sight," Sasha muttered.
Dane grinned, and stepped in. He brought one hand up to Brooke's chin, tilting her head up. Her sparkling smile went tentative, her eyes searching his. He kissed her. At first it was as tense and strange as having her first true kiss again, with all the stiff awkwardness that went with it. But when he drew back, Dane growled, "I can do better than that," and wrapped an arm around Brooke, his hand resting close to her ass as he pulled her to him, his lips crushing against hers.
"Yes," Sasha said. "Definitely getting off to this."
Dane smiled against Brooke's lips, and she chased them again, her tongue flicking against them before her lips parted wide, accepting his own playful tongue. His hand dipped lower, cupping her ass through her shorts, and he was roaming, his hands all over her, walking her slowly back towards the bed, his cock rising in his slacks.
Before they hit the bed, he helped her out of her top, staring down at her perky breasts in her strapless bra. He pulled the cups down, kissing the tops of her breasts before dipping lower and sucking her nipple into his mouth as he squeezed her ass.
"Ohhh," Brooke moaned, "suck them, Dane..."
He pushed her back on the bed and nudged his way between her legs, hand still under her ass. He pulled her up against him, unable to help himself as he ground his cock against her clad sex. She held onto him, arms tight around his back, her own hips rising to meet his.
A hand on his back. Sasha's. "She's beautiful, isn't she, baby?"
"Gorgeous," Dane whispered against Brooke's lips. They ground harder and harder together, and their kissing intensified right along with it. Their breaths were hot, fast. His hands were everywhere, sliding up from her ass, along her back, down again to her hips. Brooke laced one leg around him, her sandal rubbing his calf. Her other leg came up, her knee bent.
They rocked sideways. Neither of them meant to but their bodies were acting on their own accord. Brooke wound up on top, riding him even through the clothing between them. Dane reached up and cupped her tits, bringing his head up to suck at her nipple again. Her grinding intensified and she grabbed Sasha, pulling her in for a kiss too.
"Damn," Dane groaned, squeezing Brooke's ass, thrusting hard up at her as he watched the pair of beauties make out. "Oh goddamn, I want to see you two together."
That was all they needed. Sasha helped Brooke with her bra, then shimmied out of her own clothes as fast as she could. Brooke watched her and gasped, "Lay down on the bed." She hopped up as Sasha did as she was told, spreading her hips wide as she reached down to play with herself. Brooke didn't remember undoing the button on her shorts but they dropped when she stood up. Dane pushed himself up and stared blatantly at her shaven cunt as it came into view when she tugged down her panties. Brooke snatched his hand up and brought it to her sex. Shocked, he didn't quite know what to do, so she tapped his wrist with two fingers and said, "Slide them in. See how wet you made me and have a taste."
Dane did, his eyes huge. The two fingers he pushed in and pulled out came back glistening with her, and he sucked them down.
Brooke crawled onto the bed and over her friend's face. She watched Dane with a twinkle in her eyes as she dipped her hips lower and lower, taking her time about it. Sasha wasn't having any of that, and pulled the blonde down, making Brooke yip and laugh as she nearly lost her balance. Dane wasn't smiling, though. He was staring. And the hunger in his eyes entranced her as she swayed her way down to Sasha's waiting pussy, looking at him with a fading smile as she set about licking his fiancé's pussy.
She didn't see Dane undo his belt and toss it aside. Nor did she see him slide down his slacks, leaving him in only his boxers. Her world in that moment was the puffy pink lips in front of her, but Brooke did catch him as he slid his shorts down. He was achingly hard, and she wanted him stuffed in her pussy while Sasha ate her out -- but not so much as she wanted to see him fuck Sasha.
"Come here," she murmured, and he did, coming to her across the bed, stroking his cock with one hand. "Honey, may I touch him?"
"Yes," Sasha gasped against her pussy. "Oh fuck yes. You two have my complete permission this weekend. Anything you want."
Dane scooted closer, his cock within reach. Brooke went for him, but at a look of hesitation in his eyes, she stopped. "We don't do this if you don't want to," she murmured.
"No, I do, I just..." He looked at Sasha. "I love her."
Brooke smiled up at him, and reached out to encircle his cock with her fingers. "So do I."
And she stroked him.
"Oh fuck," he grunted. "Sasha, she's got my dick in her hands."
"Hot," Sasha said against Brooke's pussy. "Take care of my man, baby."
Brooke let go just long enough to spit into her hand, enough to get him nice and lubed. He got closer still, his shaking hand reaching out to caress her neck, then drop down to one of her breasts. Her strokes were steady, slow. She didn't want him to come like this. That would be saved for her best friend.
Much as she loved what Sasha was doing to her, it was really that connection with Dane that drew her focus. Despite their kissing and frantic dry-humping he was back to being shy with her, and she felt much the same way, even with his cock in her hand.



"Touch what you want to, taste what you want to," she told him. "It's all okay. But I have one request."
"What?" Dane asked, sounding like he was coming out of a deep sleep. He traced one of her nipples with a finger, then slid it lower like he was nervous about staying in one place too long.
"I want to see you take her. It can be so good with the two of us helping her."
Dane nodded, still staring into her eyes. She didn't mean for him to do it right then, but he pulled her hand free and positioned himself between Sasha's legs. But she was wrong about his intent. Dane dipped his head to kiss Sasha's lips, her pussy. With long, slow teases of his tongue, he explored her with a low simmering heat that Brooke loved.
She dropped too, joining him in a manner by licking Sasha's clit. The combination of their tongues brought out a muffled, "Oh, fuck," from Sasha. The beautiful busty brunette wrapped her arms around Brooke's ass and hugged her down even tighter, her own tonguing growing more erratic and frantic as her two loves joined to help her there.
The heat of Dane's breath whenever he approached the top of Sasha's slit incensed Brooke, and she began rocking with gentle thrusts of her hips on Sasha's face. Still she wouldn't be distracted from her task, though, and measured out Sasha's gratification with old practice. Dane obviously knew her well too.
It wasn't long before Sasha gave up on eating out Brooke. Her hips kept trying to twist and rise, but they had her pinned between them. At some point Dane had wrapped his arms around her legs and hoisted them high, her knees bent in a parallel to Brooke when he had her on her back.
"Oh, ohhh, oh God, oh shit..." Sasha cried out. "I'm... I..."
There were no more words from her. Her dainty feet twisted, straightened. Her hips bucked and she cried out, a single piercing syllable stretched out for a long few seconds before she sagged back down.
Dane moved. His cock was still rock hard, and Brooke stared as he brought it to Sasha's quivering pussy. She shifted her attention up to his eyes, and gripped him before he could fuck her friend. Dane stared back, his breath catching as she leaned in and kissed his tip.
"I'm looking forward to us playing some more this weekend," she murmured. "But for now...."
He nodded, speechless. She guided him back to Sasha's entrance, and moaned as he slid dep into Sasha's sensitive pussy.
"Fuuu-uck," Sasha whimpered as Brooke dropped her mouth back to her clit. "You two, nnnnngh... nnn..."
Dane thrusted hard in and out of Sasha, his excitement evident. He could speak no words, but let out an occasional grunt that made Brooke all the hotter. She wasn't too far off herself, listening to him, feeing Sasha's reactions to her licking and his fucking, and just the enjoyment of having her pussy eaten by someone who knew her practically as well as she knew herself.
His pace increased, the wet squelching driving Brooke to rub her pussy harder and harder on Sasha's face. She reached around Dane, gripped his ass, squeezed him whenever he thrust hard into Brooke. He was not Lionel or Corbin. He was not some super stud who could go for an hour or two, easy. He was human, and excited, and Brooke liked him all the more for his earnestness.
She pulled away from Sasha's clit to look up at him. "Come in her. I want to lick you out of her pussy, Dane."
"Oh fuck," he gasped, his body flexing, relaxing, his balls slapping against Sasha's skin. "Baby?"
"Come in me," Sasha mewled. "I want to you to fill me, I want you to give me the baby, do it..."
The words almost didn't register with Brooke. Oh God, Sasha wasn't on the pill. The heat of the moment, they weren't thinking right, she had to stop him, had to...
He stiffened, "Oh God, fuck, Sasha, baby, I'm coming..."
"Yes!" Sasha cried out. "Fill me up, fill me up, make me pregnant, Daaane!"
He brought her there. Sasha shook with her orgasm, and Brooke pushed up, meaning to warn him, meaning to push him away. Instead, she stared down, mouth wide and eyes half-lidded as Dane thrust deep one more time, giving his fiancé his warmth, the potential life of a child.
And it was so fucking hot.
He pulled out with a wet slurp, and Brooke dove down, sucking up the come drizzling out of her best friend. She licked and licked and finally pulled back, gasping, laughing for no good reason at all. She'd already screwed up so much for them and here she was getting off on it.
Worst friend ever.
She fell away, still laughing, then nearly falling off the bed as her laughs turned to deep, jagged breaths. "Oh fuck, what did I do? What did I just do to you two?"
"That rhymes," Dane said weakly. He rested on his knees, trying to catch his breath.
Sasha pushed up, ignoring him. "Talk to me, Brooke."
"Him, him, him... coming in you, oh my God, I... I... shouldn't have said that, pushed him to..."
"Brooke, we both wanted it," Sasha said. "It's just a little earlier than we planned but it's okay, it's all right."
Brooke cast a terrified glance over her shoulder. "I should go, this was a mistake, I..."
"Do you really think that?" Sasha asked, her voice suddenly cold, hurt.
"How was any of this a mistake?" Dane asked. "Christ, we slip up all the time. If I didn't make her pregnant in Mexico, I'd be shocked. I think we used a condom once the whole time down there."
Sasha crawled to the edge of the bed and sat beside her friend. When she wrapped an arm around Brooke, the blonde buried her head in Sasha's shoulder and hair, and finally let it out. The ugly cry to end all ugly crying. Years of heartbreak, of thinking she was the one who wasn't good enough, who eternally screwed things up, who would always love with all her heart and never be loved in return, it all escaped her in big, wracking sobs. Moments later, Dane was there too, on her other side, and they were moving her, bringing her to the middle of the bed and up to the pillows, bracing her. Sasha whispered things to Brooke, kind things, loving things. She traced Brooke's face, her arms, her tummy, and she kissed her over and over and over again, her lips, her tear-streaked cheeks, her forehead, her hair.
Brooke could put no words to anything that night. There was no more fooling around. In Sasha's arms, like a child, she cried herself to sleep, and long after she was out, Sasha still whispered in her ear, showing Brooke her love the best she could, watching her husband and hoping harder than she'd ever hoped for anything that he was falling for Brooke.
* * *
"Good morning," Dane said, looking up from a tablet and smiling. "Is she still faking being asleep?"
"Oh yeah," Brooke said, feeling immeasurably shy and awkward. She didn't remember falling asleep, just waking in the middle of the night next to Sasha, with Dane sprawled out somewhere behind her love. "I think she's trying to set you and I up for some bonding time."
"Not the worst idea," he said. "I was going to go for a walk, maybe get a cup of coffee. Care to join me?"
"I didn't make things too weird last night?"
"No. It was a pretty wild time. I think we were all keyed up." He thumbed the tablet's power button and stood up. Unlike his attire the day before, he was comfortably dressed in a pair of long khaki shorts and a plaid button-down. He came to her and hesitated just a moment before leaning in and kissing the corner of her mouth. Brooke smiled tentatively as he pulled back.
"Thank you," she murmured, pressing a finger to where he kissed. "I get so in my own head these days."
"Grab your shoes. We'll walk and talk about it."
They did, stepping out into the crisp morning. Hot as it had been yesterday, the temperature was already dipping low and the air felt muggy.
"There's a new coffee shop down the street," Dane said. "It doesn't beat our French press at home but it makes for a good target most mornings, and Sasha loves their spinach turnovers."
"Sounds great."
He turned his head and looked at her. "Hey. Look. About telling me to, ah, finish last night, you really don't have anything to worry about. I was serious when I said we've been sort of unofficially trying for a few weeks."
Brooke looked down at her feet, blushing. "I get a little... in the moment sometimes."
"It was hot," he said, shrugging. "I don't mind and I know Sasha didn't either. I'm still kind of shellshocked about having my first threesome. And with two crazy sexy women. Wish I could have lasted longer for you, but wow. No chance after watching you two together."
"It's kind of been the Brooke and Sasha Show this whole time."
"That's why she's putting us together like this. Like I said, it's smart. I wouldn't leave the bed with you both around. Still kind of tempted to drag you back to the house."
"Still kind of tempted to be dragged back. But tell me about yourself. I want to get to know you better."
"Oh, I'm pretty vanilla," he said. "I was an investment analyst in Fresno. Third generation banker. I came here for a conference not far from the college. Sasha and I met at a bar, hit it off, and somehow I struck the lottery because when I told her I thought we had a real chance at a future together if I moved out here, she said yes."
'Aw. But that's the two of you. Tell me about you. Tell me... oh, tell me something embarrassing. Help me even the playing field here after last night."
"Ooh, something embarrassing. All right. Hm... oh. The first girl I thought I'd lose my virginity to, I always heard you wanted to make it special for her. So I went all out. I had a few hundred dollars in money I made from a summer job, so I bought a bunch of flowers, this really nice cologne, a big stuffed animal, chocolate..."
"Oh, that's so sweet," Brooke said.
"I tried," he said, shaking his head and grinning. "My parents were gone for the night and we were going to do it in my room, so I had everything out. I even stole this bottle of wine from my mom. So the big moment came, and my girlfriend walked in and started laughing so hard she nearly cried. Then without a word, she turned around and walked out."
"That bitch!"
"It was so over the top I really can't blame her."
"What did you do with everything?"
"The teddy bear I gave to my sister. I told her it was an early birthday present even if it wasn't for two months. The flowers, I had no idea what to do with them, so I drove them around town. It was midnight and I was feeling godawful, so I ended up dropping them off outside the hospital. I thought maybe someone sick could have them. The chocolates I kept for myself. Stuffed myself with so many of them that weekend I got sick. The really funny thing is, the girl couldn't convince people how wild I went with it and within like a week, three girls told me if they were my girlfriend they would have loved it. Lost my virginity the next Friday."
Brooke laughed, and wrapped an arm around him. "Well, I would have been one of them. All the roses, all the chocolate, all the love."
"Go big or go home, right?"
He was right about the coffee -- it was good enough for the walk. They settled at a small table and sipped, talking about their childhoods and families. Their talking overtook the sipping, and by the time they finally stood up, their coffees had long gone cold. They got a refill, picked out a bag full of pastries, and headed back towards the house.
A block from the coffee shop, Dane glanced at Brooke. "You ran because of me dating Sasha, didn't you?"
She hesitated, then nodded. "It's not anything personal. I have a long, stupid history of having my heart broken, and I've never loved anyone the way I love Sasha. You get that."
"I do." He hesitated. "Brooke..."
"What?"
"You know she wants us to fall in love too, right?"
"I thought so. She's not exactly being subtle."
"And you know she wants you as a part of our life, right?"
Brooke swallowed. "Here? At the... the house?"
"Yes." He studied her, smiling faintly. "The day she told you about the engagement and wanted you to come visit to meet me, she asked me something first. If I would be okay with a three-way relationship with someone who I would fall for just as hard as she did."
"What did you say?" Brooke asked, her voice as faint as the breeze.
"That I guess we'd have to find out."
* * *
Sasha smiled as Dane got an eyeful of Brooke's terrific ass as she teed up. He glanced in Sasha's direction, looking guilty, and she called, "I'm looking too, baby."
Brooke said to Dane, "Looking at what?"
"Ah, your form. It's very... tight."
"Hm. Don't recall my golf coaches ever using that term for it."
Sasha grinned to herself and took another sip of her lime beer behind the wheel of the golf cart. The sport really wasn't her thing, unless it was of the miniature variety, but both Brooke and Dane were into it. Besides, she got to drive the cart and guard the beer cooler.
Something had eased between her loves that morning. She knew they knew she was faking sleep that morning and had taken advantage of it. She wondered what they said to each other, what they did. There hadn't been any sex involved -- not that Sasha would have minded. In fact, she was hoping the pair would feel comfortable enough to initiate something on their own, but that might not happen this trip. Patience, she thought. They were hitting it off. Maybe it would take a few visits from Brooke or the other way around to get her to come back to Agramonte, but this was as great a start as Sasha could have hoped for.
Brooke raised her club and brought it down in a single sharp practiced motion. The ball careened out of sight over the crest of a hill.
Sasha cried out, "Oh. Oh, you spank the balls so good!"
"We're going to hear the bad jokes every hole, aren't we?" Brooke asked Dane.
"Oh yes."
Brooke leveled the head of her club in Sasha's direction. "It's a good thing we're very fond of you."
They played into the early afternoon. The morning's coolness gave way to a comfortably warm day with hardly a hint of a breeze. Golfers packed the course to take advantage of both the weather and the holiday weekend. This was exactly what Sasha and Dane probably would have been doing regardless of Brooke's presence, so it warmed her heart her friend slotted in so well with one of Dane's great loves.
They met up with Morgan, Sarah, and Victoria afterwards for lunch at a Vietnamese-inspired restaurant Sasha and Dane were fond of. Dane was apprehensive about it, but tried to play it off as coolly as possible. He had little to fear. Though their time with Lionel, Morgan, and their girlfriends had been fun, that was a chapter of both Sasha and Brooke's lives they wanted to keep firmly shut, save as friends.
Sarah, crazy Sarah, of course had other ideas.
"Just, like, two hours. That's it. He can even watch," she said, her arms folded across her ample breasts.
"No," Sasha said.
"Fine, he can join in, but no touching the three of us," Sarah said.
"No," Sasha said again. Morgan hid her smile behind a bite of her sesame beef wrap.
"But... just... like... a little oral. It's been so long since I licked your-"
"No, Sarah!" Sasha said. Dane was, to his credit, not actually choking on his food, though the bite on his fork had wavered in midair for the better part of a minute. Morgan and Victoria were both beautiful, Morgan in a mom-next-door sort of way, while Victoria was a classy, beautiful woman with finer features. But Sarah... Sarah was pure sex. Huge breasts, huge hips, a big juicy ass, and an itty-bitty waist, but that wasn't all. Her glimmering eyes and smile could both stop a man's heart and shock it back into beating. She usually played up the innocence of her face with messy pigtails, but had opted for a complex braid that day like a crown on top of her head.
Sarah picked up her knife and fork and began tearing into her vegetables, her lips quivering in barely-contained sexual rage. Finally she set them back down again and stared pointedly at Dane. "You love her?"
"I do," he said, finally putting his fork down and taking Sasha's hand.
"Good. Because if you screw this up with her and Brooke too, I'm going to try my hardest to remove your balls without a knife. I'll let your imagination figure that one out."
Dane leaned forward. "Sasha is the best thing that's happened to me, and I've had a pretty amazing life. Brooke and I still have some talking to do, but for what it's worth, if Sasha loves her, then I'm going to do my damnedest to learn how to do the same. So far, that seems like a pretty easy lesson."
Brooke's lips parted, and her hand sought his free one out. He took it, squeezed, and leaned over to kiss her cheek.
That left Sarah beaming and nuzzling her own head against her wife Victoria's shoulder. "All right, you have my blessing. Go forth, and make many chubby little babies together."
* * *
Nighttime, and everyone moved like they nervous teens at a dance, trying to figure out if they should make a move on their partner or not. To Sasha's surprise and delight, it was Dane who acted first. While they sat on the couch together, nibbling at popcorn and watching a TV show none of them paid any attention to, he looked first at Sasha for a long moment, then leaned in to kiss her. His lips tasted like butter and salt. He turned his head and looked at Brooke before returning his attention to Sasha, an eyebrow raised. She smiled at the unspoken question, and he returned his focus to Brooke. She looked so nervous as he brought his lips to hers, like she might run again, but as with last night, once their bodies made that connection, they melted together.
Sasha leaned forward, grabbed up the remote, and turned off the TV. She twisted with one knee up on the couch as her man put his hand to Brooke's ear, cradling her head while their kiss deepened. The hand dropped, slid under her shirt, and she moaned when he cupped her breast, playing with the nipple through the lacy material of her bra.
Sasha tossed off her own blouse, and her man twisted, staring up at her. She mounted his lap and he unclasped her bra. Her breasts brushed his face and he leaned in to suck at one of her nipples while she ground on his hip between her thighs.
Brooke mirrored her, pulling up her own tank and tugging off her racy, barely-there bra. She leaned up too, offering up her own breast, and Dane sucked it into his mouth just the same as he had with Sasha. He alternated between the two of them, feasting on their tits as his hands roamed their asses, squeezing, pinching,
"There's one thing we haven't done with him besides you two fucking," Sasha said, watching him with Brooke's nipple in his mouth.
"Should we get his shorts off?" Brooke murmured, her voice low, throaty.
"Oh yes."
They stood up. Dane tried to chase them on instinct, but the pushed him back with a pair of hands on his chest. Sasha worked his zipper while Brooke undid the button, and soon he was sitting up again, the shorts and briefs coming down to his ankles. He kicked them away.
Brooke and Sasha pushed his knees apart and knelt, staring up at him. Sasha gripped Dane by the root and aimed his hard cock towards Brooke. Brooke leaned in and nuzzled his tip with her nose, her lips. She let it rest against her cheek as Sasha kissed and licked the other side of Dane's cock, both women staring up at him with lust in their eyes.
Brooke turned her head to lick the side Sasha wasn't taking care of. They stared at each other, and when they brought their tongues back to Dane's tip, they flicked their tongues together, shooting glances his way and grinning when he moaned. Their tongues slid back down his length again, Sasha halfway, Brooke all the way to one of his balls. She opened wide and brought it into her mouth, licking, sucking gently at it.



"Fuck," Dane grunted. "Oh Jesus, how did I get this lucky?"
Sasha descended to his other ball, sucking it too. Dane's hands roamed their backs, thrusting involuntarily as they ran their tongues back up to his tip and played with his underside with their fingers. Sasha wrapped her lips around his tip, sucking just the first half inch or so of him, her cheeks hollow. She pulled off him with a pop and pointed him again towards Brooke, who did the same, going further, taking him an inch. Every time they traded like that, they went deeper until Dane was all the way to the backs of their mouths, nearly in their throats.
"I... I'm not going to last long if you, ungh, keep doing that..." Dane warned them.
"Good," Sasha said. "Then come for her, baby. Come in Brooke's mouth. Or do you want to do it on her face? Her tits?"
Brooke stared up at him as she enveloped his cock faster and faster, taking him down nearly to the root every time. He blinked. "Your mouth."
Her only response was to bob her head with shorter strokes near his tip, bathing the underside of his cock with her tongue as she wrapped her hand around his base and jerked him with slow, even strokes. Dane was a gentle man at heart, and didn't try to thrust into her mouth or force her head down further. Instead he stroked her hair, his body tensing, relaxing.
"I'm close, Brooke, I'm right there...."
Brooke popped off him. "Give me it," she breathed against his tip. "Don't hold back."
And with that, she dove back down, sucking his first few inches, jerking him harder and faster. He closed his eyes, grunted, and stiffened. His come hit the back of her mouth, her tongue, her cheek. As soon as she took his last drop, she hurried off him and gripped Sasha by the back of the head to share her creamy treat with her friend. Dane watched, his mouth literally hanging open as they gave each other a come-drizzled kiss, sloppy for his pleasure.
Sasha shot up and pushed him back against the couch cushions. She guided her friend to her feet and onto the couch once they finished undressing. Brooke wound up with her knees against the cushions on either side of Dane's head. He stared up at her slick pussy and wrapped his arms around her hips. This time, there was no look at Sasha for confirmation. He pulled Brooke to him, burying his long tongue in her cunt and lapping her up with enthusiastic need.
Sasha sprawled out on the couch beside them, resting on some end pillows. One leg slid off the couch as she spread her hips wide, watching her best friend get eaten by her husband-to-be. Brooke barely noticed. Her long blonde hair spilled down across her face as she stared down at Dane, thrusting her hips against his mouth.
Brooke cupped her own breasts, taking the nipples between her finger and her thumb and pinching and pulling the nipples. She didn't like it rough, not like Sasha did sometimes, but there was something about the heat at that moment that must have been driving her crazy because she was driving her pussy against Dane's mouth, almost like she was fucking his tongue.
Sasha plunged three fingers in and out of her pussy as she watched the pair, then added a fourth. Almost her entire hand. She gasped and strained upward, stroking her spot every time her fingers slipped in and out of herself. Never had she fingered herself so hard and fast before, but she needed it, needed the release. Brooke riding her man's mouth was so fucking hot.
She didn't realize she spoke those last three words out loud until Brooke looked aside at her. Her face was the picture of need, her mouth open, eyelids fluttering. She looked half-dazed, as though she couldn't remember where she was or what she was doing, but then, slowly, she grinned.
"I like him, Sasha," she panted.
Sasha grinned and fingered herself faster, hips punching up rhythmically. Not long now, not very long at all. She fought the urge to beg Brooke to come back. It was not a decision to be made right now, but she couldn't stand going so long without her friend around. She needed both her lovers. Needed them so much.
Brooke threw back her head, nearly toppling. Dane seemed to sense it and grabbed her ass, pulling her tighter to him. His head bobbed up and down as he licked her, a mad fever upon him. Brooke shivered, her hands rising high above her head then falling behind to grip her hair, tug her own head back.
"Ohhhh, oooh, Dane, I'm coming, I'm..."
She froze and drove down. Her mouth closed and she gritted her teeth. A long shudder rolled through her whole body and finally breath exploded from her lungs. She pulled away from Dane and collapsed beside him. He turned, his chin glistening with Brooke's wetness, and dropped to the floor. Sasha spread her legs even wider for him and he dove for her pussy, tonguing her with the same intensity as he showed Brooke. She was already so close he wouldn't have to do much work at all.
Sasha gripped his hair, pulling him in tighter. Her eyes squeezed shut as she neared her own climax, and tensed when two fingers slid into her pussy. Two, slim, delicate fingers. She cracked one eye open and Brooke was there beside her man -- their man. She fingered Sasha, eyes glossy with the aftereffects of the fantastic orgasm. Sasha wanted to tell her to kiss her, but she could speak no words, only open her mouth and cry out as her orgasm rippled through her, making her want to curl up on her side and wrap her hands around her knees.
Instead, she rode it out, quivering, trying to make it last as long as possible. The fingers slipped free of her, the tongue left.
Flashes.
She was being pulled, not upstairs, but to the guest bedrooms on the first floor. Another flash. Brooke turning down the sheets and the blankets on the bed. Dane asking Sasha if she was all right. A glass of water pressed to her lips. She drank more out of instinct than anything else, and the water helped her snap out of it.
"Jesus," she croaked. "I think I kind of blacked out."
"You did. You all right?" Dane asked again.
"Yes. Now. Thank you." She took a deep breath and chuckled shakily. "But I have to tap out, at least for a while. You two... I want to see you."
Dane nodded. He looked at Brooke and reached out to stroke her cheek. "How would you like it?"
"You can take me however you want me," Brooke said. It was barely a whisper. Her own trembling hand reached up to return his gesture, then out towards Sasha. Sasha took it and squeezed before kissing her fingers and letting her go.
Dane led Brooke to the side of the bed where Sasha wasn't resting. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her. She melted against him and sighed happily.
He backed up just far enough to stare into her eyes as he reached down to test her wetness. She smiled faintly at him as he slowly rubbed her pussy, her clit. She was ready for him soon, and at his guidance, rested on her back on the bed.
Sasha's heart swelled as Dane positioned himself between Brooke's legs. She reached out to caress her two lovers, then watched as Dane took Brooke the way he wanted. Not rough. Not fast. Not hard. But gentle, sweet.
Loving.
He went slow, his hips rolling gently against Brooke. She stared up at him, her hands tracing his chest, his chin, his cheeks. They stopped to kiss often, unable to keep their lips from finding each other again and again. Dane whispered a question to Brooke -- the pill? She nodded, and he smiled down at her before leaning to kiss her neck.
She coiled her legs around him as her pleasure mounted. Her arms looped behind his back, trying to get every inch of him against her as possible. So entwined, she began to rock back up against him, her eyes closing, her breaths sharpening but still not much louder than quiet moans. Brooke writhed in Dane's arms, and she came, her apprehension vanishing in the face of this man's caring nature. She came, and it was so good there were tears, but they were good ones, relieved ones.
Sasha scooted over, nuzzling her friend's shoulder, kissing her neck, her cheek. Brooke looked aside and they shared their lips, a long, unspoken conversation happening. And at the end, as Dane's pace increased and his second need for the night was upon him, they looked up at him, and any chance the three had of not slowly falling in love was shattered right at that moment.
* * *
The third day, they didn't leave the bed unless they had to. There had been plans of visiting some of Brooke's family in the area, but a phone call and a quick apology took care of that.
There were a few memorable exceptions when they escaped the bed for a little while.
The first came early in the morning. Dane was up first, but when he slipped out of the bed, Brooke woke too. She waited until she heard the shower going, then hurried into the bathroom, still locked in that shy stage when she didn't want a new love to hear her pee. When she finished, she pulled open the shower door. He turned and smiled, and she joined him.
There were no words between them. Once they'd cleaned up some, he turned off the shower and pushed her gently back against the wall, his hands all over her slick skin. She moaned as his hardening prick pressed against her belly, and turned in his arms, spreading her legs for him. Dane hesitated. Up until that point, he hadn't done anything with just Brooke on their own, but Sasha had been adamant that she wanted the two of them to feel free to hook up apart from her. So he slid slowly into Brooke, pulling her hair aside so he could kiss her neck and nibble on her earlobe as he thrust up into her with quick, short strokes. One of his hands cupped her breast, the other played with her clit, and her orgasm wasn't long, her breathy moans of his name echoing in the bathroom as he still plunged in and out of her. At the last, she spun, looking Dane in the eyes as she gripped him and knelt, taking his load across her face, her breasts. This time, when they started up the shower again, Sasha joined them, grinning ear to ear. Apparently they hadn't been so quiet as they thought.
The second memorable minutes out of bed came not long after. Dane carved up fruit, added granola and yogurt, and brought the women up breakfast. They were seated on the edge of the mattress on the far side of the bed, the top swells of their asses visible as they held hands in the midst of a conversation.
They glanced over their shoulders and Sasha said, "Ask him yourself."
Brooke looked at Dane, blushing. "Um. So Sasha... we're talking... would you, ah, would you ever consider me maybe coming back here and living with the two of you?"
He set aside the tray and came to her. All of them were still nude but he didn't feel a bit of embarrassment as he knelt and took her hands. "I would have agreed to it just to make Sasha happy," he said, and kissed one hand. "But now I want it for me too. I'm falling very hard for you, Brooke. I didn't know that I would, but Sasha was right. I want to see what this life could be with you here. But I have two things I want too."
"A baby," Sasha said, smiling and tracing her stomach.
He nodded, grinning. "I know we talked about waiting until after we were married, but..."
"No, I want it too."
"And if I... if I wanted to do the same, are you two going to be okay with that?" Brooke asked. They looked at her, and Sasha kissed her gently while Dane brought his lips to her mound.
"Yes," Dane said, and Sasha nodded, speechless until she tore her eyes away and looked at him again. "Second request? I can't stop thinking about adopting a dog. Or a cat. Or something fuzzy."
"Oh, we are absolutely doing that," Sasha said. "Brooke? You okay with having another roommate?"
"Oh yes."
"Anything else?" Sasha asked him.
"One thing, and this is something Sasha and I talked about before inviting you here." He hesitated. "I don't mean to make demands, Brooke, but here it is. I don't feel comfortable with this becoming something more than the three of us. I know that's not the lifestyle you two have had. But this... this is all I want. Right here."
She nodded. "Agreed. So very much. The three of us."
"The three of us," Sasha said. To Brooke, she asked, "You'll do it, then? You'll really come back home?"
"Home," Brooke breathed, and smiled. "Yes. I need a couple weeks to finish at my job and get everything ready, and then... yes. Absolutely, yes. No more running."
* * *
Dane left early the next morning, intent on a chore. Neither Brooke or Sasha had any idea what it was until she got ready to leave. He left Sasha and Brooke alone, ostensibly to load up her luggage, and when they finally came outside, Brooke saw what he left her in the car. She raised a hand to her lips, grinning.
A teddy bear was buckled up in her passenger seat. On the floorboard was a bouquet of roses. And waiting on her seat was a box of chocolates.
* * *
I got the call sometime in the early hours of the night, the room still pitch black. Victoria was in bed with us, cuddled butt to butt with Morgan, who usually slept in the middle of these things. I twisted away from them and nearly fell out of bed reaching for the phone. I answered it and cleared my throat.
London's happy news bubbled through the phone. All of the women wanted to be at the hospital, but we would have taken up the entirety of the waiting room, so we left two there at a time in shifts. It was the twins' turn, and I was glad it was them. They were always closest to Sasha and Brooke, and it was right they should be there for the moment when the news was announced.
Sasha had just given birth to a healthy baby boy. Sidney Eric. A good name. Mother and child were doing well. I told London to give Sasha, Brooke, and Dane our congratulations and that we'd come by sometime tomorrow when they had a chance to rest. Not that there would be much of that again for the trio for the next couple years.
I hung up. Morgan nestled in tighter against me. I didn't need to see her to know she was smiling as I sought out her lips to kiss her. Brooke wouldn't be far behind Sasha, another two months until she gave birth, this time to a girl. Corbin, Jessica, and their family would come down sometime after that and then we'd really fill the city with noise. Isaac would come home too, but it's not like he has far to travel, since he's going to college at the same university where Sasha teaches.
The funny thing? I still miss him. Every day. I don't tell him that. Well... not often.
So much life.
Somewhere along the way, I lectured you about the harsh realities of the world and standing up for what's right. I'm going to lecture you again as I close the book on this chapter of my life.
Love and be loved.
Do it the healthy way. We are not promised one person, no matter what the romance stories might tell us. It's a process, and it's heartbreaking, but if you care for someone and they don't care for you, move on. Keep exploring. There's someone out there you'll connect with, maybe many of them, but you'll have to do the work. And respect yourself enough to be loved in return. There's being used, and there's being loved. We all use someone from time to time, and we are all occasionally used. That's life. But to genuinely be loved by someone, that's an irreplaceable gift. Treasure it. Honor it.
Just love.
Love.
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The bar was quiet for a Friday night, especially considering the woman slinging the drinks. Her silky black hair fell to the swells of her ass through her tight black skirt, framing a sweet face with dark, inquisitive eyes. Even under a sports bra and a loose white tank, it was obvious why every guy in the bar, myself included, stared. She was gorgeous.
I heard as much, but I wasn't expecting just how goddamn jaw-dropping she was. The Seventh Heaven had a reputation and it wasn't because of the drinks. She plunked down a bottle of beer in front of a patron and he stammered, "T-thank you, Tifa."
She smiled at him, and it actually touched her eyes. Good trick, that. The best bartenders were experts at faking smiles and that mean more than just an upward swing of the mouth. I could read the tension in her limbs and stance, but the poor schlub melted like she offered to blow him. When he scurried away to join his friends at a table, he left behind at least a forty percent tip.
Tifa was not the only one in the bar to draw my eye. Seated in a corner, a mountain of a black man pretended to focus on his own drink and not me. He might have been just another brawler in a city of toughs in Digitown if it wasn't for his arm on the table. Not his actual arm, the flesh and blood one he rested on the bar near his drink, but a mechanical one, detached from his shoulder. The thing was capped with what looked like a steel bowling ball. I thought I heard of this guy. Barnaby or something like that.
In another corner, close to the door, a beautiful, tall brunette flipped the lids closed on a pair of woven baskets. A small stack of bills disappeared into her slim purse. She was whisper thin but with killer legs under a pink dress. A pink ribbon in her long hair matched the dress, and I dearly wanted to see where the flower necklace around her neck disappeared to between her perky breasts. The woman had style, but she was already moving for the door, waving at the black-haired bartender. The bartender waved back, and the brunette was gone.
I headed in Beefcake's direction and took up a seat next to him at the bar. "That arm make it hard to get dressed in the morning?"
He snorted, lifted his drink, and drained it in one go. He rapped the empty glass on the bar and Tifa cast him a long-suffering look. He grinned, then shifted his focus to me. "You Spike?"
I reached into my inner jacket pocket, pulled out a business card holder, took one of my cards out, and tossed it in front of him. Spike Sterling, Problem Solver. It had my office number and address too.
"You sound a hell of a lot more masculine than the person who called me," I said. I took off my jacket and tossed it across the stool next to me.
He pointed a thick finger at the bartender. "She's the one you want to talk to. Tifa Lockhart."
I knew the name from the call, but she wasn't in my files. "She owns the place?"
"Yeah. She call you about the thugs trying to intimidate her out of the place?"
I nodded. As if on cue, four guys stumbled through the door, all of them toughs, all of them piss-drunk. The call from Tifa came in about guys like these, guys who couldn't take no for an answer. I stayed loose, watching them out of the corner of my eye but not making a move yet.
"Oh shit, Tifa, you lookin' good tonight," one of them drawled. He was flabby but I thought he might be packing some muscle underneath. The rest of them were scrawnier but muscular in the wiry way of people who worked with their hands.
"Tonight's not the night to be messing around, Moreno," Tifa said, twisting the top off another bottle of beer and pushing it in front of a patron. She swept up the money on the bar and hurried towards the till.
The four guys took up spots near her, which put the one at the edge close to me. All of them wore badly fitting jackets and crop tops with so many goddamn useless zippers and belts it would have taken me all night to count them. I'm not sure what the hell was going on with their shoes, either. One guy seemed to be wearing yellow rubber booties. Another had mismatched leather shoes, both of which were done with -- yup -- even more zippers. Fashion in Digitown, man. This is a weird, weird place.
The guy looked at Barret and me blankly, and I asked, "How ya doing?"
He ignored me and focused on the bartender's tits. I couldn't exactly blame him, but my ego bruises easily. I liked attention when I wanted it.
The fat one, Moreno, drummed his fingers on the bar. "Ain't ya going to serve us?"
"I can already smell the alcohol on you. I'll get you water or some coffee, but that's it."
"We don't need you telling us when we've had too much," another one of the guys said with a voice so high it reminded me of a whistle.
"Four shots, four draft beers," Moreno said.
Tifa gave me a quick look, then leaned on the bar. Moreno and the others got an eyeful of what cleavage the sports bra would allow, and that was still plenty. They drew in a collective breath, and Tifa's hand shot out, lighting fast. I'm not sure I've ever seen faster. She grabbed Moreno by the ear and in one swift motion slammed his head down on the bar, breaking his nose and sending him reeling. His stool tipped and crashed at the same time I lashed out with a fist of my own, a backwards, awkward strike that nevertheless had all the momentum of my time with my dumbbells in my office. I hit him like a train and sent him flying backwards off his stool. He landed on his ass and somersaulted backwards, landing on something hard enough to make it audibly crack. He screamed, but I was already moving, going for a third guy while Tifa snapped a punch at the fourth. She missed, just barely, but I was there, a fistful of my guy's collar and the one she went after.
I jerked them both close to me, and growled, "You ever heard of Spike the Problem Solver?" They looked at each other and nodded. "That's me. And this bar is under my protection. Tell your friends, jackasses."
With that, I shoved them backwards. One of them hit an errant stool and went down with a startled cry. The other one bounced off a pool table and ran for it. I kicked the stool guy in the ass and he sprinted like he was coming off the blocks, out the door in a flash.
That left Moreno and the guy whose arm I'd broken. Moreno lay on his back, gripping his busted nose. I nudged him with my toes. His breath came in short, pained whistles. "Fuckin'... fuckin' bitch..."
I moved my foot to his face and hovered my shoe above his nose. "I think you meant to say, sorry, Tifa, we won't ever come back here."
When he didn't say anything, I shrugged, and settled the foot on his face. He screamed, "Sorry! Sorry! Never coming back!"
"Good boy," I said. He pushed himself upright, listing crazily side to side, and stumbled after his two friends. The remaining guy had a serious break, and whimpered when I drew close. Barret, the big man, came over holding some kind of jewel in his palm. Materia, I realized. He frowned at the break, raised the materia, and warm light pulsed between him and the guy on the ground. The cuts healed, but the break remained.
I offered the thug a hand, and he took it with his good one. His cry when he stood up made me pity him, and I turned to ask the bartender if she had a phone. But she was already on it, and spoke to emergency services about picking the guy up and transporting him to a healer or a hospital. She hung up a moment later.
"Go wait outside for your ride," I said. "And if you ever come back in here, it'll be two broken bones, and then three, and so on until you've learned your lesson."
He stumbled out, whimpering under his breath. Everyone else in the bar stared at the three of us.
"Anybody else want to start something?" Tifa asked. No one did, and everyone hurried to stare at their drinks like they might find the answers to all their questions at the bottoms of the glasses and bottles. To me, Tifa said, "Thanks. Spike, I take it?"
I nodded and started picking up fallen bar stools. "Yeah. And you're the one that called me. Those guys weren't the ones causing you trouble, were they? I think you two could have handled that."
The doors opened and she smiled tightly. "Nope. But they are."
I turned. A big muscular bastard wearing, of all things, blue wrestling pants, a cape, and an honest-to-God tiger mask strolled in, accompanied by the fat guy and two more thugs I hadn't seen before. The place went dead silent again, and people rushed the door. The tiger guy watched them, his expression unreadable under the mask, then gestured at the door. One of the thugs locked closed and locked it.
Then the shit was on.
The fat guy, his face still caked in blood, went right for Tifa. She hopped up on the bar, her whole body tensing. I had no more time to pay her any attention. Barret grabbed at the bowling ball arm on the bar and worked on clamping it to his shoulder. I circled in his direction, creating a wall between the thugs and him until he could get in the fight. The tiger-faced bastard cocked his head at me, but didn't move. His two thugs rushed me, an electric baton and a short sword in their hands. I worried about what the short sword could do to me if the guy managed to cut me, but that electric baton would put me out long enough for the guy to finish me off if he zapped me with it.
He waved it menacingly at me, and I grabbed someone's forgotten bottle. He sneered, but I wasn't going toe-to-toe with him. Instead, I threw it at his face, He dodged it easily enough but took his eyes off me long enough I could sweep in, grab his arm, and jerk it towards his pal winding up to slash my shoulder. The zapper hit the other asshole in the ribs and he gave a yelp. Not down, but more cautious now. Good. Cautious was dumb. They should have rushed me, the way they started to.
Behind me somewhere, I heard the fat guy cry out. Go Tifa. I still held the guy's arm with the zapper, so I twisted it behind him, hearing something crack. He yowled, but I wasn't done with him yet, not until he was out of the fight. I kept twisting his arm, bringing the zapper closer to his neck until he tried to jerk away. Big mistake. Whatever I'd done to his arm was amplified, and he screamed as the cracking got sharper, uglier. He dropped the zapper and I kicked it away just in time to step sideways away from a chop from the short sword guy.
Someone grabbed me from behind. The tiger-mask guy. He spoke nothing, but growled just like a tiger would. "Cute," I said, and punted backwards as hard as I could. He caught the blow full in the nuts but didn't wince -- damn. Must have had protection, or the steroids he was no doubt on shriveled his apples into grapes. Either way, he held me tight, his breath reeking of something sour. The short sword guy lifted the sword again, and instead of kicking at him or trying to get away, I jumped straight up. It threw the tiger mask guy off and he tried to control me, bring me back down. It distracted both of them long enough for Barret to rush in and smack the sword guy across the jaw with his bowling ball arm.
Enough teeth and blood spattered the wall that I thought he'd killed the guy, but the thug collapsed and wormed his way blindly towards the door. "Mah teef, mah teef," he moaned.
The tiger mask guy let me go, but it was a ruse. He wanted enough wiggle room to twist me around and hug me tight, so tight my vertebrae popped. Barret tried to rush him but he caught the ball hand with one of his huge mitts and ripped the artificial arm away from Barret's shoulder. Beyond the masked guy, Tifa stood over the fat man as he backpedaled towards the door on his ass. She winked at me, and stepped forward. She hit the tiger mask guy as hard in the breadbox as I'd ever seen someone punch another human being. The guy barely noticed it.
He gripped me tighter still and it was getting harder and harder to breathe. This sort of shit shouldn't have worked in a real fight, but tell that to my chest. I had enough time to think about the mask, why he wore it, what he was hiding under there, and then I remembered my childhood and my father telling me how much pride wrestlers took in their masks.
Bingo.
I snatched at the mask and got my thumbs up under the eyes. He roared and let me go to snatch at the mask and keep it in place, but that wasn't my target. I jammed my knuckles into his eyes and this time his roar was more like a yelp. Now it was my turn to go on the offensive, and I hit him with a series of lefts and rights that would have done my old trainer Afro Thunder proud. He growled and whipped around to face me, but the three of us circled... er... triangled him. When he tried to grab at one of us, another would move in, a flurry of fists at the ready. We whipped his ass until he was punch drunk from it, stumbling around the bar like a pinball bouncing off the sides of the machine.
Before he lost consciousness, I grabbed him by the scruff at the bottom of his mask and brought him in close. "The Seventh Heaven is under my protection now. Spike Sterling." His eyes widened, and I grinned. "Yeah. You heard of me. Good. Get the fuck on out of here."
He ran for it, clutching his face and his ribs. Tifa chased him out, and when she was sure the asshole and his thugs were gone, she sauntered back in, kicked the doors shut behind her, and locked them without looking. She eyed me, then Barret, and said, "Now let's talk about Spike's fee."
With that, Tifa lifted the hem of her tank top up and over that sports bra and the promised treasures underneath. Tossing it aside, she strode forward, unzipping the skirt and letting that drop too. The black bikini briefs matched the bra. She had nice, juicy hips. Not fat, just thick. She dropped down in front of us, on her knees, right on the filthy fucking floor. One hand went to my slacks, the other Barret's cargo pants.
She reached into my boxers and glanced sharply at me. "Fuck me."
"I plan to," I said drily.
Barret raised an eyebrow and dropped his pants and underwear. He was big and thick, but he had nothing on me. Few people rarely did. Tifa brought down my pants and licked her lips staring at my hardening member. If her brain let loose with an "awooga" sound at that moment, I wouldn't have been surprised. She actually went cross-eyed staring at the little fucker. Big fucker. Whatever.
Without another word, she opened wide, staring right at my shaved groin. Her eyes closed and she took my tip. Her tiny, petite tongue lashed my underside, and I tapped her cheek. "Swallow it down now. As much as you can."
Her eyes opened again, and Tifa looked up at me. Breathing through her nose, she sank her lips further and further down my cock while Barret spat into his hand and started stroking himself, watching.
"That's a goooood slut," he said. "Been a while since this Tifa came out and played."
She moaned around my cock and stuffed another inch inside that petite little mouth. "Get that bra down, honey," I said. "I want to see those tits."
Tifa moaned again and pulled off me, a glimmer of spittle at the corner of her mouth. She stared up at us both and lifted up her sports bra. Her tits bounced out -- literally, bounced, they were that fucking big. She grabbed my cock and slid it between them a few times, squeezing them around me with her arms.
"You like those, baby?" she asked.
"I get the feeling every fucking guy for a hundred miles does," I said, thrusting up hard enough to hit her chin with the tip of my dick.
"Enough bullshitting. Suck one of us," Barret said. She pouted up at him and returned her mouth to my tip. "Tease."
She grinned, flipped him off, and devoured me again, going faster this time. Not quite so deep, but bobbing her head up and down my length with purpose. She couldn't really do much with that tiny tongue, not with me invading half her damn skull, but she gave it a good try, one of the best I ever had.
"Who was the tall woman, the one in the pink?" I asked sidelong at Barret.
"That's Aeris."
Tifa pulled off me. "Aerith."
Barret made a wet farting sound. "She's a friend. Tifa lets her sell flowers in the bar on weekends."
"You and her ever get up to anything?" I asked Tifa.
"Un un" she said around my cock.
"Hm. Might have to change that someday."
"Ohhnnngh," Tifa moaned around me. Her hand slid own to her panties and inside.
Barret laughed. "Shit. If I'd known that turned you on, I would have piled the two of you on top of each other and gone to town." Tifa pulled off me again and went for him, devouring his big black prick and swallowing him nearly to his nuts. "Aerith is all about life." He winked at me. "That means no condom."
I leaned down and slapped Tifa's big ass. "How about you? You a fan of condoms? Hm? Going to let me sink this big fucking cock in your pussy and fill you up?"
"Uuuuuck!" Tifa whined. She pulled off Barret with a gasp and dove for me again, jacking me hard as her lips slid up and down the length of my side. She pulled away long enough to whimper, "I want it, I want your come inside me..."
"Fuck me, she ain't ever let any of us do that to her," Barret said.
"Us?" I asked.
"We got a pretty tight group of friends. Tifa likes being our slut, don't you baby?"
She moaned again, her fingers moving frantically inside those panties. "I love cock, I love cock, I love cock," she gasped.
"Yeah, I get that feeling," I said. "Get on up, baby. On your back on the bar. I'm going to give you what you want and you're going to blow him at the same time."
Barret raised an eyebrow. I helped Tifa up onto the bar and laid her down flat on her back, her legs spread wide. Barret got the idea when I pushed her back far enough her head dangled off the other side. It was just the right height for him to slam that cock down her throat as I pulled down her panties.
"You're soaked," I said, leaning in to taste her. Like honey and sweat. Delicious. I speared her with my tongue, those thick athletic thighs slapping against my ears. I grabbed her legs and brought them up over my shoulders as I snacked on her sloppy wet cunt.
Between the taste and the view of her tits shaking from Tifa rocking back and forth, I was enjoying myself. Make a few hundred bucks fighting, which I'd probably be doing somewhere anyways, and I get to enjoy this hot piece of ass on top of it as a bonus. I wondered if she needed any more work in the future. Maybe, say, something that warranted an ass fucking.
I grinned and focused on her clit. She liked that, and loved it even more when I slid two fingers inside her warm walls to find her spot and give it a solid hello.
"Mmmmmf!" she moaned around Barret's cock. He was really giving it to her now, his hand mauling her tits, squeezing them, slapping them.
"Don't come on those. I'm going to want them clean when I'm fucking her," I said.
Ne gave me a thumbs-up. "She likes to swallow anyways. Don't you baby?"
"Urk!"
"That's sluttish for yes."
I snickered and kept up my tonguing and my fingering. I didn't know which one of them was going to come first, but it turned out to be Tifa. Guess she really liked being used like this. I finger-fucked her fast as her thighs slapped me with a faster rhythm, and she went berserk. Her ass lifted up off the bartop, and she might have started to yelp something, but Barret chose that moment to bury his cock deep inside her mouth and tweak her nipple.
She howled.
The orgasm came with a fist at my head, pounding on me, her pleasure leaving her body uncontrollable. I was up and off her slit in a flash, taking my big dick in my hand and lining it up at her entrance. I plunged into Tifa with one sharp thrust, burying myself to the balls in her amazingly receptive pussy. She thrashed, her fists beating at the bar, her head wiggling as much as it could. Barret was really hammering it to her, sweat beading on his brow.



We took her together, his hand gripping her tit like it was a handlebar. I kept one hand on her ass and the other on her free breast, fucking into her with deep, fast pumps. 
"Shit, baby, here it comes, take it all now, take every drop..." Barret gasped.
"Mmmmmmf! MMMMF!"
He gritted his teeth, leaned his head back, and came straight down Tifa's throat. How long or how much I didn't know, but when he finally pulled back, panting, the come boiled up and out of her mouth as she coughed it up, spraying it to one side.
"Oh, you asshole," she said hoarsely, but she laughed too.
"You love it and you fuckin' know it," Barret said. To me, he added, "Me and these guys, Cid and Vincent, we took turns one night pounding her face. Made her drink every drop until she had to go see a healer. Her stomach was like..." He held out his hands in a pantomime of impossible width and I grinned.
"It was not," Tifa grumbled. To me, she made a pinching gesture -- just a little. I grinned.
"Give me one of those bottles of gin," I said. "Cheap one."
Barret grabbed one and handed it over. As I thrust back and froth inside Tifa's tight folds, I uncapped the bottle and drizzled some across those big breasts, then leaned down and slurped up what I could off her nipples and the valley of her cleavage. The sensation made her laugh at first, but when I stopped fucking her long enough to tease her nipples with my tongue, she cooed at me.
I slid my hands under her ass and lifted her up. Tifa grabbed me around my shoulders as I walked her to a pool table, my cock still deep inside her. I laid her out and pulled out of her. She groaned, but I wasn't long flipping her over and staring at that big juicy ass as she wiggled it at me. I plunged back into her waiting pussy, and started fucking her so hard we rocked the pool table back and forth. The balls knocked against each other inside, and she screamed my name.
"Fuck, Spike, fuck me just like that, hard, baby..."
"You like that?"
"Uh huh, taking me so deep<' she cried out.
I grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her back, slamming into her ass and making it ripple with every thrust. Tifa thrust back at me as much as she could. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a dressed Barret pick up that weapon arm of his and slap it on. He winked at me and I nodded back before he stepped out into the night, whistling cheerfully.
"Fuck, fuck..." Tifa whined. "Slap my ass. Spank it."
I repositioned her hands together so I could keep them pinned, then I gave her a firm smack. Maybe not my hardest, but it did it for her.
"Again, nnnn, again!"
Smack! Smack!
"Yes, fuck, just like that, just... like... th-that!" she cried out. Her pussy convulsed around me, and I was close, I was so damn close.
"Last chance if you want me to pull out," I grunted.
"No, no, I want it, I want it in me..."
"Are you safe? Are you on the pill? The shot?"
She looked back at me, staying silent, her cheeks blooming. Fuck it. I was too far gone to care. I slammed into her again and again and again, watching my cock disappear into what had to be one of the best all-time pussies I've ever had, and finally I grunted, "Tifa... coming..."
"Yesss," she hissed, "come in me, come in me, come..."
I tensed, let go of her hands, and grabbed her hips. I slammed into her one more time, burying myself deep, my cock gushing. I came and came and came, and she gasped at how much of me there was. .I stayed like that a long time, my cock throbbing until it finally started to soften. When I pulled out of her, my come drizzled down Tifa's thighs and all the way to the floor.
"Holy..." she whimpered. "I... I... I really don't let guys come in me like that. I..."
"You're all right," I said, massaging her ass. "I'm no deadbeat. You have a kid, come find me and we'll work something out."
"You going to propose?"
"Shit no. But that doesn't mean I'm going to make you go it alone, either."
She nodded and pushed herself up off the pool table. Her legs weren't quite under her yet and I steadied her, a hand around her waist, the other rising up to one of her full tits. She looked up at me, grinning.
"You know, a lot of undesirables come around here. If you wanted some more... work."
"I like that idea."
"Good. You got anywhere you need to be tonight?"
"Nope."
"Good. So..." Tifa said, looking poignantly at the bar. "Nightcap?"
* * * * *
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Women like her didn't come into Dubert's Bar. A lot of hookers, a lot of addicts, a lot of women ridden too hard by life to give much of a fuck if the guys grabbed their asses or groped their tits. But none like her. Never any like her.
No one else wore a costume that night. Dubert's wasn't exactly the place for it. But she did, and she drew every eye in the place, including mine. That plaid skirt showed off damn near every inch of her long, luscious legs, and her white chemise, necktie, and big glasses screamed "sexy schoolgirl," even if the women in the costume looked to be in her twenties. The hairstyle was worth more than some of the cars out under the neon glow of the bar signs. Honey-blonde at the roots, nearly platinum at the tips, and long, the kind of hair I loved to tug on back in the days when I was fucking cheerleaders and prom queens in high school and college, before life swallowed me up and spat me out, same as it did everyone else in town.
Yeah. She was trouble and I was the only guy in the place smart enough to feel it. I took one last drag on a half-smoked cigarette, the sexiest thing my lips touched these days. Smoking wasn't legal in bars anymore and hadn't been for the last couple decades, but who the fuck was going to come to Dubert's and complain?
I blew out the smoke and stubbed out the cigarette. The cross on my neck warmed, and the need to go pulsed in my blood. But the finger of Monkey Shoulder left in my filthy glass didn't want to let me go without a goodbye kiss and I took a minute to drain what was left. By the time I dropped the glass on the countertop, she was angling for the bar. We eyed each other -- she knew what I was, same as I knew what she was -- and she nodded just the tiniest bit. I nodded back -- no need for this to break out into anything. She was looking for someone with dirty hands, someone the world wouldn't miss, and I could respect that. We all need to eat.
I stood up, dug out my wallet, and ignored the lazy-eyed man next to me giving the few bills in the sleeve a quick appraisal, no doubt trying to figure out if it was worth the effort of putting a knife to my neck outside. It wasn't, and he refocused on the blonde, surprisingly tan for her kind. The sun didn't actually kill them, not right away, but it would leave their skin looking like Rice Krispies if they were outside for more than a few minutes. This one knew what she was doing. She knew her limits. She was experienced.
That made me harder than the big tits under the chemise. Almost.
I knew what was coming. Knew she didn't need my help. She could have killed half that bar faster than I could have changed the Merle Haggard song on the digital jukebox. I didn't think she would. She was out for a treat and a tease. A bit of Halloween fun. If I was on the clock, I'd probably be obligated to stop her, but I wouldn't have. I only kill them when they're out of control or nesting. A loner on the fringe, picking off the shitkicker wastes of society, shit, I should have bought her a drink.
Go, I told myself. I did, but I moved slow as honey waiting for someone to make a move on her.
It was Raymond who went for it first, Raymond who worked at the lumbermill and lamented what a whore his wife was in the same span of an hour that he'd drag Tina or Tracy, the bar's two hookers in residence, into the bathroom and pump them for a few minutes. When the blonde leaned against the counter, drawing Monte, the bartender, in a hurry, Raymond reached out to palm that tasty ass. I moved faster, grabbing his wrist.
"Don't," I said quietly.
"She's asking for it."
"No. She's advertising it. Doesn't mean you get to touch for free."
"Fuck you, Gardner."
Raymond had friends, and I had attention. Three of them stood up from a slim table, all of them bruisers. The blonde grabbed an empty glass someone left behind on the bar. She balanced on the foot rest and leaned over the counter, showing off her ass in a pink thong. She filled the glass with a tap beer to Monte's weak protest. The beer slopped over and she straightened up, grinning as she took a sip.
In as much time, I was moving. This fight was going to happen the moment I stopped Raymond from grabbing her ass so I struck first. Why waste time?
I still had a grip on him. My free hand came up hard, not so much a punch as a clothesline with my fist. Not the best blow, but enough to knock him off his stool and drive the fight out of him for the moment. The three guys charged me. Frank, Dulcy, and... Dumbass. Let's call him Dumbass. I stepped into their charge and brought up a sharp, swift elbow into Frank's jaw, sending him stumbling back. Dulcy hit me with a right to the forehead. He was a big boy, fat and muscular, and I'm not going to lie, that shit hurt. But it hurt him even more, and he winced just enough that I wondered if he fractured the knuckles or flat out broke them. Dumbass shoved me back against the bar and I rebounded off it, coming straight for him with a feint. He went for the left I teased and I snapped a right into his soft belly, doubling him over with the force of it.
I couldn't put everything I had into the punches or else Monte would be cleaning blood and gristle off the walls and floor and I'd be stuck in my boss's office for a few hours doing paperwork. I didn't care about Monte or his mop. I did care about the paperwork.
Raymond was just trying to get to his feet. I leaned out of reach of Dulcy's next two haymakers and gave Raymond a punt, soft as a kitten for me, but enough to send him sprawling again. From behind, Dulcy got me around the throat.
"Got you now, fucker. I've been wanting to dance wi-"
"Shut the hell up when you're in a fight," I said. I shoved backwards, slamming him against a stool. We went flying, me on top, him with a pretty satisfying grunt. I rose up just far enough to drop back down with an elbow. The breath exploded out of him and his cough was wet enough I think I ruptured something in him.
Frank rushed me, trying for a kick to my balls, but I saw it coming and rolled backwards over the fat prick under me. I came up with the stool we fell over, brandishing it at Frank by one of the legs. Dumbass grabbed it in mid-swing. His face was too close to the leg and made for a picture-perfect target, so I shifted course and whacked the side of his jaw. It wasn't much of a hit but he tripped over Dulcy's outstretched hand and went sideways, holding onto a table to stay upright.
Something clacked, and Monte growled, "Enough."
I looked sideways, right at the barrel of a shotgun. Oh, Monte, I nicknamed the wrong guy Dumbass. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her tense. More importantly, I saw her jaw shift. She was over the bar in a flash, the gun coming up in her direction too slow. She grabbed it and pointed it up at the ceiling. Boom. People dropped, shouting, covering their heads. I hopped the bar as she tossed the shotgun away, fangs out. I grabbed her wrist and she looked at me, not with fury, but amusement.
"You need to top off, you drain me," I said.
"He was going to shoot you and you save him?"
I shrugged. "The cheapest drinks in town."
She held my gaze a moment longer, then sputtered laughter. She nodded towards Raymond and his crew evacuating the premises post-haste, I grabbed a bottle of red and the rest of the Monkey Shoulder before following her up and over the bar again. She landed like a cat. I landed like a buffalo.
I drove, and once she guzzled half the Monkey Shoulder, she was all over me, unzipping me, getting me ready with her hand. Her fangs rested against my shoulder through my shirt, the points not yet digging into my skin. She panted as she jacked me, and I couldn't wait for a hotel or a den or wherever she was posting up. I pulled into an alley as the cops wheeled on by. I wasn't too worried about them chasing us in there. They'd go to the bar, and when they found out I was involved, they'd pretend to take a statement, vow to do their best, and piss off. At worst, there might be some rookie virginal to the underworld in the city who would get a hardon to come and question me. If there was, he would have to wait. I planned on being balls deep in this vampire in less than a minute.
We did it up against a metal door to a vacant business. I lifted the cross and chain off my neck and stuffed it into a pocket. She'd still feel the heat where it sat on my skin, but my blood would be sweet as cotton candy to her. She dug in, biting me hard, sucking me harder. My hands weren't idle either. I reached under her skirt, gripped her panties, and yanked them away with the force I couldn't unleash earlier. They ripped in a heartbeat, and I stuffed them away. My trophies were usually grislier, so this would make for a nice change. I shoved my hand back under her skirt to that deliciously wet honeypot, shoving four fingers into her and making her moan.
Surprising me, she didn't drink much, just a quick sip. I dropped my jeans and boxers, and pushed her down on her knees. "You weren't out looking to feed tonight," I growled as she gripped my cock. This would be me at my most vulnerable. But she had to feel the inscriptions written into my bones and know I wasn't exactly defenseless. If she decided to get bitey down there, I could tear her apart like I could a human. I'd probably bleed out too, but I'd take her with me. Those peach-painted lips were worth the risk.
"No, I wasn't," she said, and sucked me down to my balls. Her fangs scraped the tip of me but didn't sink in, and I relaxed, running a hand through that blonde hair and gripping it tight. I pulled her off me long enough to get an answer.
"You're nesting."
"Shut the fuck up and let me suck your dick."
I grinned, and shoved into the back of her throat, then deeper. She had no gag reflex -- no need for oxygen -- and stared up at me, her eyes lit with a mad hunger that wasn't for blood. She hadn't come to the bar looking for food. She came there looking for a mate. Me.
The stories all get it wrong in one regard. Vampires can transmit their shit with a bite, sure. But they like things the old-fashioned way too. And when they feel like mating, they'll nest up and fuck, sometimes popping out one kid, sometimes haunting a place for decades until they've dropped twenty or thirty young ones. I've seen it both ways.
If I thought this vampire was any younger, any less careful, I'd have killed her in that alley, my cock out or not. She knew it. She singled me out for a reason. She did her homework, she knew I wasn't a strictly by-the-rules guy, and that I'd see everything she was too -- specifically that she was sane. So I didn't kill her. I used her, as much as she was using me.
She looked up at me, the picture of innocence in that schoolgirl skirt, chemise, and thick glasses. She didn't need the glasses so I grabbed them and tossed them aside, leaving her dark and sultry eyes glimmering with good humor as I shoved my cock in and out of her throat. I still had a grip on her hair and used her head for my pleasure, shoving her back up against the door with every hard thrust. She didn't need to drool, but the effect was helpful and hot as fuck when I'd pull out and she would drip it from the corner of her mouth as she stared up at me.
Oh yeah. This one was trouble.
My balls churned but I didn't want to come down her throat. The idea of knocking this ancient one up held powerful sway over me. I jerked out of her and offered her a hand up. She ignored me and shot to her feet to kiss me hard and hungrily. Her fangs pierced my upper lip, drawing a hiss from me before I shoved her up against the door again, my hands under her top and lifting. I squeezed those massive tits, loving the responsiveness of her nipples. She moaned, and it wasn't just for effect. She was loving this too, the roughness, the filthiness of doing this in an alley, the taboo of who we were. Not that anyone cared much about the old rules anymore. The world was going to tear itself apart far quicker than we could ever do.
I hefted her top up and over her tits before leaning down to suck her nipple into my mouth. Her skin tasted like caramel and I groaned. I didn't waste too much time and looked back up, my lip bleeding, my head hurting from the fight. She gripped me and guided me to her slit. I grabbed her ass, lifted her up, and shoved up into her warm, wet cunt. Fuck, the blonde was tight, but her kind always was. The advantages of healing as fast as you and I catch our breath. You could fuck a vampire up the ass every half hour and it would feel just as tight as when you began.
"Fuck!" she gasped, throwing her head back. This time it was my turn to bite her neck, and though I didn't have fangs, I still drew droplets of blood. Fire to my tongue but I didn't care. She gasped with it, with every hard bounce I gave her. She kicked back against the door hard enough to dent it before her feet rested against it, knees bent. I kept hold of her ass and thrust up as hard as I could, building a sweat in minutes on the hot Halloween night.
Headlights slowed by the alley and we didn't stop. Had someone tried to come for us, we would have torn them to pieces, me included -- paperwork or no paperwork. But whoever it was didn't stop, and I let the blonde drop.
"What are you doing?" she hissed. "Keep going!"
"Shut up," I snarled, and pulled out of her to spin her around. I hoisted her skirt above her ass and gave her a good crack. It would have been hard enough to break a normal woman's bone, but she took it and thrust her ass back at me for more. I plunged back into her, making her scream.
"Fucking... hell! You're as... big... as they tell me!"
I snorted. "Your people have talked about my cock?"
She smirked over her shoulder at me. "Don't let it go to your head."
I bucked into that pussy hard and fast. I smacked her ass again and again, drawing more hisses of pleasure from her. I went a little too far and nearly drove her head into the door. She shifted and braced herself with her arms crisscrossed against the door. I grabbed that blonde hair again and jerked her head back as I thrust into her, harder, faster.
"Mmmm, gah, fuck, fuck, I'm coming, you fucking stud, I'm coming for you. Ohhh, ohhh, ahhhh!' She hammered a fist against the door, denting it again once, twice, three times. Then she twisted her head, her eyes wild. "Don't stop, don't stop, and don't you fucking d-dare come anywhere but inside my pussy," she howled.
Maybe tomorrow I'd have regrets about the potential of having to stake my own kid someday, but I was an in-the-moment kind of guy and I didn't give much of a shit. I was entranced by the sound of my cock inside her wet depths and her erratic panting. Finally with one hard shove, I bottomed out in her, my balls slapping against her skin before I drained everything I had into her. I came so fucking hard I nearly lost my balance, my mind utterly gone. I stayed in her for a long minute, watching more headlights go by, and finally pulled out of her. My come gushed out of her in a wet mess, and she turned to crash back against the door, her hand at her slit. She gathered up as much of me as she could and sucked it down, watching me and grinning.
I tugged up my underwear and my jeans and felt at my neck, grimacing. She hadn't taken much blood but the tiny infection she'd leave behind would sting for a few hours. "You want to do that again, give me a shout. I'll cover the wards up."
She eyed me, straightening out her own clothing. "You're serious."
"You going to cause me trouble?"
"No."
"Do I have reason to worry?"
"No," she said more emphatically, getting angry now. "You never heard of me before tonight, right?"
"No."
"And would you believe me if I said I lived here the last fifty years?"
I eyed her, then finally nodded. "Give me a shout. If you found me at the bar, you can find my number. We'll break some furniture together."
She grinned. I didn't know if I'd see her again. But those peach lips, those fangs, those dark, mad eyes... yeah. Yeah, I hoped I did.
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Note from the writer -- I feel the need to let you know in advance this story deals heavily with the aftermath of one person's suicide. I tried to write this as compassionately and carefully as possible from my limited perspective, but if this is a trigger for you, please stop reading now. Take care of yourselves, now and always, and I wish you nothing but peace and warmth this holiday season (or whenever you might be reading this).
-Ian
* * * * *
They met after the divorce was finalized, lunch at the last place both of them remembered being happy. It was a final olive branch between them before Julie returned home. In her crossover were the remains of a life together. Most of it she was leaving behind. The thought of taking all those memories back home exhausted her.
Funny that Julie still thought of Pike Bridge as home and not Chicago where she lived since she was eighteen. Spend her teenage life preparing to escape the small town, only to get sucked pleasantly back into its orbit again when she was nearing thirty. That was truly the Pike Bridge way. She smiled around a bite of her orange chicken wrap.
"It's good to see you smile," Brendan said, his voice as exhausted as Julie felt. This hadn't been easy for him either, though that was entirely his fault.
"Yes, well. Haven't had much reason to."
"I know. I'm... sorry."
That was bizarre. With Brendan, it was never just an "I'm sorry." It was always quantified, always a way to shift the blame from himself. "I'm sorry you were offended." "I'm sorry you can't take a joke." Rule number one of her future dating life? The guy had to be able to say he was sorry.
No. Rule number one was that her future guy should never, ever make her feel like he might hit her. And Brendan would have. She was sure of it. Maybe he held himself back at the last possible second when he raised his fist in that last terrible fight when they were still together, but there would have come a day when he lost control. Julie knew that on a very basic instinctual level. Stay, and eventually the arguments became something physical. Stay, and be broken. Leave, and be free.
Julie hated that it was so much more a difficult choice than that.
"Thank you," she said simply.
He looked like he might be about to say something else, his cheeks reddening, the signs of his thunderstorm temper upon him, but instead, Brendan settled back and shoved a fistful of golden fries into his mouth. His post-separation diet had not been kind to him. He was up ten pounds, at least, and if he'd been working out, it didn't show under his rumpled suit.
"Promise me one thing?" Julie asked.
He kept chewing, swallowed, and took a long drink of his 7-Up before asking sullenly, "What?"
"You'll get back on the treadmill. Work out. You always were so much more balanced when you kept at it."
"That's not your concern anymore, is it?"
She picked up her wrap again. "I guess not."
Brendan leaned forward. She hated how his anger twisted his boyish good looks, that simple eager puppy dog charm he had that won her over. At first it amused her, but over the last couple years, it frightened her. She wondered if she would ever fully trust a smiling man again.
Brendan spoke his next words like he was jabbing a knife into his ex-wife. "Tell Tammy I loved that day at her house when I ate her fucking peach of a pussy-" Sharp gasps from at least two tables around them "-and she jacked me off into her mouth."
He shoved upwards, his grin like a feral dog's, and walked away, raising a fist up and giving Julie the finger. It should have hurt, because she knew in her heart it wasn't a lie. Brendan was the type to save his most devastating shots for the last salvo. Tammy. Fucking Tammy. Her best friend. It should have made her angry. Instead, Julie blinked away her tears, reached forward, pulled his half-uneaten burger to her, and started eating again.
The restaurant really did make a killer burger.
* * *
The Beast of Pike Bridge squinted through the snowflakes falling fat and fast across his windshield. It was damn near a whiteout. Not the ideal weather for the town's annual Fall Festival.
Traffic moved sluggishly, even if most the town was used to these kinds of extremes. The Beast himself -- Colin, to those who were above the age of eighteen and not terrified of the stories that made their rounds about the man -- moved only at about fifteen miles an hour. If he drove any faster, he might not have seen the two small forms marching their way bravely down the sidewalk on Main.
They couldn't have been too old, in those indistinguishable years between seven and tweenhood, maybe. Colin hit his blinker, slowed, and pulled into a spot well ahead of them. The passenger's side window came down with a groan from somewhere in its machinery, and Colin leaned over to shout at the youths.
He called, "Are you going to the Fall Festival?"
They looked at each other then back at him and nodded.
"You two need a ride?"
They came closer, but cautiously. Smart. Through the snow he recognized at least one face. Cameron Pisani's daughter, but he couldn't remember the girl's name. That would make the boy his younger son.
The girl said doubtfully, "We can't ride with strangers."
"Do you have a phone?" Colin asked.
"Uh huh. My mom's."
"Okay. Cool. Your dad is Deputy Cameron, right?"
"Uh huh," she said. The boy with her stayed silent, watching Colin mistrustfully.
Colin smiled. "Call him up and put him on speakerphone. I think he'll be okay with it but let's find out."
She reached somewhere within her massive down coat and produced a blue-shelled phone. She pulled one glove off with her teeth and called their dad, spitting the glove out into the crook of her arm when it started dialing.
Cameron's big booming voice filled the air. "There's my monster. You feeling better, sweetie?"
"Uh huh," the girl said. "We were gonna walk to the Fall Festival but, um, this guy wanted to give us a ride."
"Who?" Cameron said, nearly a shout.
"Hey Cameron, it's Colin. Shaw."
"Oh, oh God, she scared me. Hey Colin, how's it going?"
"Good, thanks, but it's almost a whiteout out here. I saw the kids walking. They're doing the right thing, not wanting to take a ride from strangers. They're outside the car, with you and me on speaker phone."
"Oh man, yeah. Annie, Colin is okay. You can take a ride from him."
"Okay," she said, immensely more cheerful.
"See you in a couple minutes," Colin said. The girl said her goodbye and hung up, stuffing the phone away again. Colin unlocked the back doors and they slid in. He warned them to buckle up, and they did.
As they drove, he said cheerily, "So, you're Cameron's son?"
"Uh huh," the boy said.
"Cool," Colin said, at a complete loss for words. He was not exactly great with kids.
"People say you're kind of scary," the boy said.
"Lonnie!" Annie said, and punched his hip.
"I... guess I am," Colin said, smiling tightly. He knew how he looked. The hard, thuggish lines of his face. The sheer size of him, nearly six-six and hulking over most people. The scars along his cheek were the stuff of legend, to his amusement. It was no secret they were the result of a hard fall he took hiking in the mountains and a subsequent nasty infection, but the town loved to spin rumors. Everything from one of his victims gouging at his face to a mountain lion to Silje attacking him with a cleaver.
Okay. That last one didn't amuse Colin so much. He spent a lot of days with Silje in her dark moods, and there had been a few times when she shoved him away or clawed at him when they made love, but that hadn't been her, not really.
To the kids, he said with false cheerfulness, "So... you have a good Halloween? Lots of candy?"
"Uh huh!" Annie said, practically bouncing. "We were the only kids to show up at Mrs. Getty's house and she gave us all her candy."
Colin chuckled. Only two trick or treaters came to his own door, and he had a pretty strong suspicion it was the same kid twice, just with a different costume. Not that he cared much. He bought three bags of candy and it would have just gone to waste, so good on the kid for being a smart little scammer. Most the local kids avoided his place like it was a real-life haunted house.
The Fall Festival was the baby sibling to the town's most popular draw, the Snow Drop. Both were vendor-heavy ways for independent businesses, crafters, and artists to get their wares out there. The Snow Drop encompassed more than that, with a traditional Christmas play, live music, visits from Santa complete with sleigh rides that made Colin mildly envious of the kids, and so much free bite-sized food and drink you could get pretty sloshed and stuffed walking the festival end to end.
Both were great times, but the Fall Festival was really going to be hit hard by this weather. The highways into town were all closed, leaving only local vendors and shoppers attending. Colin didn't expect much of a turnout and he wasn't disappointed. Usually the Festival was held in the city park, weather permitting, and weather was definitely not permitting that day, so they had to set up in the school's gym. There were still enough vendors there was some spillage into the parking lot, with a few big tents facing the handful of shoppers' vehicles in the parking lot.
"Any idea where your dad might be?" Colin asked.
Suddenly shy and nervous, Annie said, "No."
"Um. Okay. I'll stick with you until we find him. He won't be too far."
"Okay."
They found a spot up front, which would have been impossible if the event was running at full steam. Annie and Lonnie didn't have too much to fear. Cameron was standing in the middle of the gymnasium one of Bonnie Ashe's legendary gut-destroying meatball canoes in hand. It was essentially a meatball sub in a hollowed-out hoagie bun, without the messy tomato sauce. Instead, the meatballs were made with rice, and lined in peppers, diced sharp onions, and jalapenos if you were eating them the right way. You could do without the peppers, but that would mark you as a weirdo unsteeped in Pike Bridge ways, and would generally be regarded as someone no one in town could trust.
Cameron had the canoe at mouth level, cradling it above a small paper plate. It was necessary given how much of the sandwich's guts might fall out at any given moment. His children ran to him, and he knelt so he could wrap an arm around them both.
"Can I have a bite?" Annie asked, pulling away.
"You told me your tummy was rumblin'."
"It was," she said.
"All right, small bite." He tore apart the sandwich into thirds, and put two on the plate while he palmed the third. "But honey, you shouldn't have come out in this snow. Especially not with Lonnie. Why didn't you call me?"
"I'm sorry," Annie said, lip trembling. Colin winced. He would have folded in a second if she turned that look on him.
"Next time, you call or keep your tuchus at home." Around a big mouthful, Lonnie giggled at the word tuchus. To Colin, Cameron said, "Thanks for bringing them down. Kids?"
"Thank you!" Annie said, and Lonnie sort of mumbled something approaching that.
"I bought you one of these for the trouble," Cameron said.
"Oh, you didn't have to do that," Colin said, jamming his hands into his coat pockets. "Happy to help. Sorry if I spooked you two."
Annie and Lonnie, now firmly hooked up with their dad and good food, cheerfully ignored him and Cameron smiled apologetically. "I'm set up in the corner booth over there with Mrs. Fisher. Swing by, grab a stress ball and a cookie."
"I'll do that, thanks," Colin said.
Karen Fisher. Colin closed his eyes momentarily, feeling his pulse speed up. Not because of her -- oh, she was a terrifically pleasant woman -- but because of her husband, Sheriff Lester Fisher. The only man in town who knew what drove Colin away from the world for a while.
"It's not really my place, man," Cameron said. "But it's good to see you out, Colin."
"Yeah," Colin said, his voice surprisingly even. "Thanks. And thanks for the sandwich. I appreciate it."
Cameron nudged his kids and walked them towards the closest booth, where a local was half asleep in her chair next to the artwork she was selling. Colin made his own rounds, heading first for the free coffee to get something warm in his hands. The woman who doled it out eyed him with a wary smile. He knew her from the grocery store. She used to always smile so broadly when she saw him, one of the best professional smiles at the place. Now she eyed him like a cat unsure if the dog was going to take a chomp out of her.
He took a cup of strong black coffee, mumbled a thank you, and started to wonder if this wasn't a mistake. Before he left, though, he wanted to find something for his mom, who was down with the same stomach crud Annie had hopefully not transmitted to him in his car. His dad was much easier to shop for. Colin walked there next, and the vendor selling home-collected honey and homemade jams and jellies grinned wide, knowing a sale when she saw it.
A jar of spicy honey and a bottle of hot sauce later, and Colin was feeling marginally better about the Festival, though he kept eyeing the sheriff's office's booth. Mrs. Fisher would maybe take it personally if he didn't stop by and say hello, so he walked there, taking deep, measured breaths as he thought about Lester Fisher sitting across from him, looking as sick and pale as Colin felt.
He pushed the image away. Couldn't dwell on it, or he'd run for the door.
Mrs. Fisher was one of his first childhood crushes, as Colin suspected was the case for many of the young men of his generation. Back then, her motherly attractiveness was amplified by a sugar sweet smile and blonde curls she usually dyed lighter shades than her natural butter blonde. Even now, in what had to be her mid-fifties, she was a beautiful woman. She let her natural gray through, though still kept some of her youthful looks with some choice white and dark highlights that gave her short bob some flair.
He would have given her a fifty-fifty shot at a natural or unnatural smile, but if Mrs. Fisher was hiding any questions about Colin like a lot of the town, she was gracious enough not to show it. "Colin! So good to see you!"
"Hello, Mrs. Fisher," he said, his own smile teased out by hers. "Cameron told me you were here so I had to stop and say hello."
She came around the table and surprised him with a hug. "It's been so long," she said when she pulled back.
"I guess it has, yeah." Colin tried to think of the last time he saw her and couldn't. "How are you? How's your family?"
"With the snow, Lester's hopping. Four accidents last night alone."
"Jeez, sorry to hear that."
She nodded. "It gets better in the daylight, and with no one moving out there, I'll bet he's planted behind the safety signs on the highways, watching something on his phone."
Colin chuckled. "He's a good man." Out of the corner of his eye, he watched Annie and Lonnie look at some cheap scarves, hats, and gloves in the stall next to them. Annie gave him a shy wave, and he waved back.
"Mm. And of course, we're both excited to have Julie home."
"Oh, for Thanksgiving? How's she doing?"
Mrs. Fisher blinked. "Oh. Oh, I guess you're not on Bottlegenie with her?"
"Um, no, I'm not on social media at all anymore," he said. Not since Silje passed away, he didn't need to say.
"She and that... that rotten bastard got a divorce."
Colin wasn't terribly close to the Fisher family but he did know Karen Fisher didn't curse, not even a "bastard." "Is she okay?"
"Better now. But I know what you mean, and I think so. If he laid hands on her, God help him, because I think Lester would... well...."
"Yeah, I can't blame him."
A flash of the sheriff, a hand on Colin's shoulder. "Ah Jesus. Ah fuck," Lester whispered.
Mrs. Fisher brought him back to the conversation. "She was hoping to be home today to help out with this, but she's stuck on the other side of the mountains. Like everybody, I suppose."
"Well, I'm sorry to hear things didn't work out with them. Give her my best."
He started to ask about the Fishers' son, whose name he couldn't quite recall offhand. But in the stall next to them, Annie held up a peach-colored scarf. The vendor said, "Now honey, that's fifteen dollars. Do you have fifteen dollars?"
"No," Annie said crossly.
The vendor chuckled with all the puffed-up arrogance of the old versus the very stupid young. "Well, then, don't touch."
"Excuse me," Colin said to Mrs. Fisher, and she nodded and smiled. Colin headed for the two youngsters, and knelt. "Hey. You think that's pretty?"
"Uh huh," Annie said.
"Well, I do have fifteen dollars, but I think Mrs. Willis is selling hats and scarves and some super cool baseball caps further down there and she's much nicer to kids. How about we go there and see what she has?"
"Now hang on-" the vendor sputtered, and Colin walked the kids away. He turned to give Mrs. Fisher a wave and she waved back.
While Colin and the kids picked out scarves -- him for his mother, the kids for themselves -- he never noticed Mrs. Fisher watching him the entire time, a finger tapping against her hip as she thought.
* * *
The snow came early and hard, stranding Julie across the Harpy Mountains just an hour from home. Well, an hour under the best circumstances, but she saw her father respond to too many accidents up on the pass to risk it.
She stayed in a midrange hotel she vaguely remembered from some youth tournament. With nothing open that late but the gas station, she crashed out in her room with a regrettable sandwich as old as she was and a mountain of snacks. After a bag of M&Ms and way too much teriyaki jerky, she looked down at the half-full bag of remaining snacks, sighed, and headed down to the hotel's gym for a late-night workout. It was perhaps the least sexy she ever felt in her life, and when a guy came in just long enough to leer at her and ask if she wanted a lift buddy, she nearly broke down crying.
But Julie was also a sheriff's daughter, and when the guy drew closer, she told him sweetly she would beat his ass five ways from Friday and stomp his balls into paste if he tried to touch her in any way. He called her a few choice names, but he left. Julie decided it was time to call it quits and asked the clerk on duty to go with her up the elevator, just so she knew the creep wasn't hanging around.
He wasn't, and Julie crashed out again, this time sans snacks. She stared up at the ceiling, an arm behind her head, and thought hard about her future. Finding a job wasn't going to be a problem -- she had an open invitation to join the staff at Pike Bridge Community Hospital, since they always needed nurses. But long term, what did she want? She moved to Chicago to go to medical school, intending at first on becoming a doctor or a physical therapist, but eventually moving towards nursing after working as a CNA her first summer there.
It was a job Julie neither liked or particularly disliked, though the hours could be long and brutal. Hospitals sometimes couldn't afford to care how overworked their staff was if there weren't enough nurses to go around, and Julie would sometimes work north of fourteen-hour days for two weeks straight. It made dating hard. Hell, it made life hard.
Brendan pretended not to care about that. Pretended that he was okay with the long hours and didn't need the attention. But soon that supportive façade cracked and he began to come in towards the ends of her shifts. He tried to explain it away as being the dutiful husband, trying to support her at her career, but when he started to become disruptive or try to help, Julie had to put her foot down. That angered him. They had small arguments, things she thought were in their past. For a while came a brittle peace. Years, in fact. It was only recently he started coming back in again, looking for her, and this time his reasons were naked. He was checking in on Julie, making sure she wasn't seeing someone else, that whenever she had to stay longer she wasn't secretly blowing one of the doctors.



That was the symptom of his greatest disease -- distrust. Brendan never believed he deserved Julie so he always doubted that she was faithful to him. He didn't believe she was talking to her family, so he would check her phone when she ducked into the bathroom -- then eventually, right in front of her. During one of the worst of their fights, he started questioning Julie about all the contacts on her phone, calling them one by one to see if they were who she really had them listed as. After that fight, Julie went to stay with a friend for a weekend until Brendan showed up with a bouquet of her favorite flowers and an apology on his lips. But never in his heart.
Things went from bad to worse until the day of "the" fight. It was his mother who described his temper like thunder. Sometimes a dull rumble you could hear coming, sometimes a sharp, explosive sound that nearly knocked you over. It was as perfect a description as any.
They were building towards something ugly for a few weeks. Brendan was stressed at work. He was up for a full-fledged executive position soon, which would mean a massive jump in salary and far more responsibility. He thought he deserved it, but management was looking more and more likely to pick one of the other two people up for the position. Brendan pissed and moaned that hiring one of the other two would be racially motivated, since one was a black woman and the other a Latino man. Julie vehemently disagreed and reminded him that up to that point, Alejandro had been a fantasy football buddy and a guy Brendan had drinks with on more than a few occasions.
That led to a blowout fight where Brendan accused her of taking their sides. Julie told him, no, she wanted him to get the promotion, but not if it meant him becoming a conspiracist who knew in his heart both the other picks had seniority and as much of a right to the job as him, no matter the color of their skin. But that wasn't the end-all be-all fight. That was just the warm-up. For weeks they stewed about it, Julie trying to avoid the topic, Brendan unable to stop bitching about it every single night.
The real fight mixed Brendan's paranoia with his work stress. When Julie came home from a particularly exhausting shift, the house reeked of her favorite perfume, something she only got to wear away from the hospital since her work asked she not wear any strong scents.
Brendan sprayed every room, every surface he could, and the odor was so strong it nearly made her gag. He was not drunk. He was not on any drugs. This was him, as naked in his rage as he'd ever been. With a voice devoid of emotion, he asked her what she was doing at his office that afternoon. Julie, so tired she was ready to drop, couldn't fathom what he asked her, and started opening windows. He stalked her through the house, asking her again and again despite her assurances she had been working, as she always was when he felt this urge to know where she was at any given moment.
He told her with icy, clipped words he smelled her perfume in the hallway at work. Julie sat down, dug out her phone, and showed him mutely the perfume's Amazon page. It was the seventh top seller. He probably did smell her perfume, but it wasn't her and he should have known that. That set him off. For an hour and a half he screamed at her at the top of his lungs, leaving her in tears. In the middle of the fight he started flinging things around. Plates. Cups. Another one of her bottles of perfume as he screamed at her that he knew she was a whore. Julie snatched up her car keys, and he grabbed her arm, his fist raised. She would remember that moment for the rest of her life. Brendan was not a fighter, but he was a good-sized man. She was strong but she had little doubt he would beat her bloody if he wanted to. The only thing that saved her from it, she thought, was Brendan himself. His eyes went huge and his fist dropped. He started wheezing her name, but Julie was already moving, running, snatching up her purse. He tried to follow her but she was too fast and slammed the locks into place in her crossover before he could pry the door open and drag her out.
Julie lived through a lot of scary moments in her life. A lot of them stemmed from her dad's job and the late nights he had to work, the times he got called out to deal with a violent offender, the horrific morning when some tweaker stabbed him and he nearly bled out. Some of them stemmed from her patients, some of whom would get violent.
But never in her life would she be as terrified as that moment when Brendan nearly hit her. It haunted her dreams, made her cry out in her sleep. She would sometimes get the damnedest feeling he was in a room with her, even when she knew the locks were thrown and she was alone.
Her husband did that to her. Not a stranger. The man she loved.
And now she was faced with a future of uncertainty. Of rebuilding and regrowth. It was strange, but despite the horrific road she took to get there, Julie almost anticipated it. It would be good to go home again. Maybe for a few months, maybe a few years, maybe forever. It would be good to have her mother there to give her hugs when she needed comforting and her father's steel backbone when she needed his strength. It would be good to have her brother and his family around to cheer her up even when Mickey could drive her crazy.
Home again, home again, she thought, and drifted off to sleep.
* * *
The morning brought with it gray skies, but no hint of the previous day's snowpocalypse. Julie checked out of the hotel early but didn't hit the road until well past nine. She wanted to give the plows plenty of time to do their business and make sure things were safe. After a long, luxuriously decadent breakfast and two readthroughs of a local paper, she finally hit the road, buzzing with trepidation and warm energy.
Her parents had once liked Brendan, back in his affable, goofy days, but as their daughter soured on her husband, so did they. Julie didn't fear their reaction -- her mother went through a painful divorce when she was just nineteen so they commiserated often -- but she did feel a curious sense of frustrated failure that her marriage didn't work. She didn't regret leaving Brendan. Fuck him. But she did regret that she didn't get it right, even as Julie knew she made no real wrong decisions, save maybe for not leaving Brendan earlier.
She believed so strongly in love and romance and all that silliness, even now. Since the separation, there had been a few dates, all with pleasant enough guys. She thought there might have even been a spark with one of them, a coworker going through a divorce like her, but he ultimately decided to reconcile with his wife and that was that. For a long time, with Brendan, Julie was so focused on her career, paying down her debt, and beginning the search for a house or a condo that she didn't give much thought to children. Now, though, she began to wonder if she wanted children, and the strange thing was, the return to Pike Bridge brought about a quietly firm answer in her mind. Yes. With her family around, in a small community where she knew the best daycare, the best (and only) school, and the ideal places to live, a small portion of the stress of motherhood could be assuaged.
But that was definitely a "later" idea, one she would explore when she settled in again. For now, at least, Julie warmed to the idea of going home again to her parents' house, to her old bedroom. She looked forward to the minefield of hosting Thanksgiving with all their family and friends, and dropping in on the town's Snow Drop. She wished she could have made it to the Fall Festival, but from what her mom said, it wound up being a pale shadow of its usual self. The Chamber of Commerce was already talking about a redo in the spring, most likely over Easter.
And speaking of her parents, Julie saw a familiar SUV parked on a wide turnout. She laughed delightedly as the police lights started up. Her father waited until she passed by, then roared out onto the road behind her, catching up and then passing her on the highway. Fifteen miles he led her like that, lights, blazing. It was probably against so many county codes, but Lester Fisher was nothing if not beloved in his county. Well, excepting some of the people he had to deal with, of course, but anyone worth their salt in an honest, good life loved the man.
Of course, Julie was slightly biased.
Out of the mountain pass they came, and the sight of both the actual Pike Bridge and the town named after it brought warm, happy tears to Julie's eyes. She didn't hate the place as a youth, not exactly, but like most people her age, she yearned to escape from it, to explore the world. Now she wanted nothing else but to be nested in its coziness, in the sleepy aged beauty.
It was not a town without imperfections. Many of the buildings lining Main Street were in dire need of repairs the owners simply couldn't afford. Some of the paved roads needed maintenance, something a slow influx of wealthier residents was helping with but it was a slow procedure. Most glaring of all was the backbone of the city, a cannery that produced wet cat food. The place was an eyesore but it was the economic tentpole to the area for the last fifty years.
The beauty far outweighed those problems. The Snow Drop meant the town was regularly listed in travel guides' top Christmas towns to visit, and Pike Bridge began slowly changing to accommodate that. Outdated sidewalk lights were replaced with ornate modern globes, giving Main Street a distinct beauty at night. Two gift shops dedicated to local crafts and Christmas items did a fair bit of business year-round.
Of course, that wasn't the only draw. Pike River lazily snaked through the canyons, a wide, shallow body of water often so low during the hottest summers you could clearly see its bottom. The town saw some summer traffic from fly fishermen and campers heading to the mountains, but nothing quite like that early December rush. In February, ice hockey was the town staple, with a local league and a modest prize purse. Gus Behrs, a local big landowner, recently divvied up part of his property for a push at growing a pumpkin patch and installing a corn maze, something Julie was disappointed she hadn't seen but looked forward to the next year.
Some of the locals grumbled about the loss of the Americana feel as the town slowly grew, but no one could deny the economic bump was sorely needed.
Lester shut off his lights as they neared the edge of town. Julie laughed delightedly when she saw two more vehicles waiting for her along another turnoff. Her older brother Mickey's old beater of a truck slid in behind her, and her mom followed along, tooting her horn merrily. Julie honked back, and her dad joined in. Several drivers going the other way stared at their makeshift parade, and Mrs. Turley even turned around to join in, honking along like she was part of the gang. That attracted another couple cars at an intersection, and soon they had a mechanical conga line, making Julie's heart swell to bursting.
Her dad led the charge to their house, and the Fishers parked in the driveway and out on the street. Julie hopped out fast and waved at their townsfolk followers, and got one last round of honks as a response. Then her dad was there, and her mom, and Mickey too, and Julie laughed and cried and buried herself in the midst of their comfort.
"You guys are crazy," she croaked finally when she could speak again.
"We inherited it from you," Mickey said.
She punched his shoulder. "But you're the older one."
"Yeah, well, you're infectious, aren't you, brat?" he asked, grinning. "I gotta run back to the grocery store. See you tonight for dinner?"
"Yes. Absolutely. Are Shannon and the kids around? I might drop in and say hi."
"Don't. I want them to be surprised tonight."
"Perfect. See you, butthole."
"Yeah, love you too," Mickey said. He gave her one last hug, and headed out with one final honk.
Julie turned to her parents, her fingers at her sides, crushing the fabric of her sweater. She couldn't look straight at them for fear of losing her shit entirely, and instead focused on the space between them. "I know you probably need to get back to it, Dad."
"I have time to help you bring your things in, Jules," he said softly. "Baby, I..."
Julie melted. The tears she leaked since she saw Pike Bridge became a flood. Her parents rushed to her, holding her upright, hugging her, rubbing her back. She clung to them and cried so hard it left her dizzy. Next thing Julie knew her mother was guiding her into the house, an arm around her waist, whispering kind words to her, sweet nothings like "glad you're home" and "with us now."
All the heartache Julie hadn't allowed herself to feel thundered in in those minutes. She was guided down to her parents' couch, a thin wrap draped around her. Her father held her hand for a minute before hurrying out to begin bringing her things in. He was always like that when there were emotions involved, needing to stay busy, stay focused. It was part of what made him a great sheriff, that ability to funnel his feelings into something productive. Julie inherited that from him. She tried to rise to help, but her mom tugged her right back into place.
"You're sitting right here, I'm making you a cup of coffee or tea, and we're just going to breathe for a while," Karen said, her own smile broken in its own way. She had been through this once herself, with a mean drunk of a husband.
"I thought I had... all this out of me," Julie said, her words coming hard. "I... I... I... thought after we separated I had a good handle on it, that I was going to not get this emotional, but oh my God, it's being home again and just seeing you guys and..."
Karen hugged her tight again and rocked with her.
* * *
One of the few places Colin found refuge in the nightmare years was the town's small gym. He would pop in weekdays during the slowest hours and work out a solid hour at the minimum, jogging on the treadmills or lifting weights. He found solace in the mindlessness of the tasks, and the physical high helped pierce his fugue. He was never really out of shape to begin with, but now he looked, even to his harshly critical self, like a slab of muscles.
It was a small mark of pride, and it provided him with a certain desirability. His harsh face left him not quite handsome, but to a certain type of woman, that added to the allure of him.
In many of Silje's clearer self-reflective moments, she made Colin promise he would date again if and when she died. He used to tell her she would be able to fight the depression, but that was before her body started betraying her too. Eventually, her pleas became desperate. She needed to know he would be okay after she was gone, and a deeply frightened Colin finally agreed, and again and again when her mind slipped and she couldn't remember having had the conversation.
There were a couple years after her death when he just couldn't, promise or no promise. He sated himself with old pictures of the two of them in better times. Silje in the lingerie she picked out for their wedding night. Silje in a one-piece, seated on the concrete lip of a pool, her thick bottom spread deliciously wide. A very private selection he kept on a flash drive locked away, their most intimate photos. Her lips wrapped around his cock, one of her hands stroking his base. Silje riding him, one hand on her long blonde hair, the other underneath her small breasts. Silje with her makeup smeared, his come drizzling down her face.
Those last ones hurt a ton. In sex, when Silje's fight was largely with her depression, she found something of a release. Same with her writing, at least occasionally. But as time wore on, those highs became harder to chase, especially with new medications or new afflictions striking Silje left and right. Eventually sex fell by the wayside as they focused on her health. Silje's apologies somehow made all of it more real. She was quick to apologize if they got into a fight -- and oh Lord, was the makeup sex something else with her fire -- but when it came to her body and her mind, she rarely did until she would start to stroke him, lose interest, and cry because she loved him so much she thought she was hurting him.
Oh God, to have her back for one night. That was his thought for a long while, and he wanted only her, his lost love. Not even for the sex, just to hold her, just to feel her in his arms again. In the most powerful of his dreams, she was there, wrapped up in him. "My big bear," she would murmur, and snuggle in tighter against him.
For her, Colin started dating again eventually. Every single time, his dates came from the gym. It was his one limited social interaction of note, but it also was impossible for most the women who came through there not to notice his ripped physique or the way he handled the weights like they weighed nothing.
None of the earliest dates went anywhere. He dined with them at Meala Culpa, the town's arguably best restaurant. He smiled at their stories and their jokes, drank a single solitary beer, and walked them to their cars, his promise to Silje fulfilled.
But eventually Colin confronted the truth within himself, that he was only acknowledging the wording of the agreement, not its spirit. One day, when the shy date he was with invited him back to her place, he accepted, though he warned her he was not after a relationship or even a second date. She was okay with that, and explained with some red-faced hesitancy that was what she wanted too. He took her to her place, ate her to a quick, gasping climax, then fucked her from behind, mechanically but dutifully giving her a second and a third orgasm. He couldn't look her in the eyes. Couldn't take seeing another woman's face other than Silje's. If Colin came, he didn't remember it afterwards. It didn't really matter.
There was an odd string of dates like that, women who approached him for a nice evening and a quick hard fuck afterwards. Even weirder, that was all they wanted, something he was fine with but which baffled him. He finally learned the truth of it from Maria, the fourth woman he saw, a single mom who had been a few grades above him back in high school. After their sweaty, intense hookup, his curiosity finally got the best of him and he asked her, point-blank, if there was some cabal of single women who were using him as a sexual scratching post.
Maria laughed. "A cabal. I like that. Yeaaah, I guess there kind of is."
She explained Silje used to be quite vocal in high school and beyond about both Colin's skill and size. Curiosity and his widower status stirred up some renewed interest in finding out if Silje was putting them on until they finally managed to land him. Colin roared with laughter at that, and told his satisfied date any time they needed to take the itch off to come talk to him, so long as they were all okay with an understanding there would be no relationship.
Silje, still and forever looking out for him long after she was gone.
His trips to the gym became something more themselves when Jill, the owner, ran short on staff and Colin volunteered to help out for an afternoon. That turned into a conversation about putting him on the payroll since he was there more often than half her employees. He didn't really need the money -- Silje took care of him in that regard too -- but the extra income was nice and it gave him something to do. So slowly, Colin reentered the working world, and his hookups became an infrequent thing.
Now, he rested on his back on a bench in the women's locker room, his shorts around his knees. Slim Allison Harwood rode him, her motherly breasts bobbing with each bounce. There was little chance of discovery. Anyone who came in through the doors would have to go through a reception point with a secondary locked door only accessible by a gym card. Since they were the only ones in the gym at the moment, they could fool around.



Allison was a fantasy made real. When he was a teenager, she and her then-husband moved in three doors down from his parents. The brunette beauty was, back then, in her thirties, and would wear nearly diaphanous summer dresses that left him drooling over her figure underneath. Her husband left town when an affair with his secretary came to light, leaving behind a miffed -- and still gorgeous -- Allison.
Like many of Colin's hookups, she was not in this for a relationship, and rode him with cheerful abandon, her big breasts bouncing on her slim frame. She was a wisp of a thing aside from those plentiful gems, and he liked the sight of his hands on her trim, tiny waist. His grip tightened each time he thrust his cock up, meeting her stroke for stroke.
"Ooh, that's it, fast like that," Allison panted. She leaned back to rest her hands on his knees for better balance, still rocketing up and down on his cock. Her hair fell across her eyes and she tossed it back, grinning wider as her eyes closed. "Oh, oh fuck, that's the spot, like that, just like that..."
He ran a hand down to her ass and squeezed before gripping her waist tight again. Didn't want her to fall. Her thrusts grew more and more erratic, interspersed with sudden hard grinds. Sometimes she'd reach down and smack her clit, just slap the damn thing. She opened her eyes when she did this, watching him, amused.
"Ohhh, my clit loves it rough." She winked, and he smiled back. Message received. He moved a hand to her mound and thumbed her clit hard. He smacked it too, and she sucked in a sharp breath. "Oh, ohhh, harder..."
He spanked it again and one of her hands flew to his as she jerked up and down. Allison gripped his rough hand and she shivered. Her orgasm swept through her fast and she gasped out, "Oh, ahhhh, that was a g-good one... take me, take me how you want to..."
Colin gripped her waist again and lifted her. She was light and he had no trouble carrying her to wall beside the lockers. Allison gasped when he pinned her against the wall and started bouncing her effortlessly on his cock. He drove up into her with hard, sharp thrusts, the clock ticking now in the back of his head. She twisted his head, kissed him, her tongue exploring him as he grew more frenetic.
"Fuck, I'm close," he growled.
"My tits, my tits, you've always liked my tits."
He couldn't help a chuckle at that. Allison wasn't wrong. He let her down and she dropped like a stone. She looked up at him as he slid his slick cock into her cleavage. Her hands went to her breasts and she squeezed them together. He groaned as he started pumping through them. He lasted a minute, maybe two, and then he was pulling back, gripping his cock and aiming at Allison's chest. She licked her lips and pushed up her boobs. He glazed them with five, six shots of come.
Allison giggled as he took a step backwards. She ran a finger through the mess he left and swallowed a dollop. "You always leave me such a treat," she said.
He chuckled and offered her a hand. "Thanks. I was a little pent-"
Sirens. Or rather, a siren. And honking. Lots of honking. "That doesn't sound good," Allison said.
"Maybe they're sending the kids off for something?" he asked. "Is it time for basketball tournaments?"
"You're asking me?" Allison asked. She had no kids and even less interest in sports.
He flashed back on the conversation he had with Mrs. Fisher. "Oh oh oh, I'll bet that's Julie Fisher's homecoming welcome."
Allison started to ask a question, probably who Julie Fisher was, and then she lit up. "Oh, the sheriff's daughter."
"Yup."
"She was a pretty little thing. Home visiting?"
"Well, I don't feel comfortable talking the specifics, but I spoke to her mom. I think it's a little more than just a visit." Colin returned his attention to her. "Let me get you cleaned up."
"Oh, Colin, you're sweet but the showers are right there." She tapped her cheek and he leaned down to give her a kiss on the corner of her mouth. She gripped the back of his head and pulled him in for something more fiery, and reached down to give his soft cock a squeeze. "God, I still can't believe I'm sleeping with my neighbors' son."
"I'm nearly thirty," he protested good-naturedly, and squeezed her ass in return.
"I know but it still feels so... mm... taboo." She pulled back and looked up into his eyes. "And you know if you ever wanted to..."
The unspoken statement was something they talked about on their third hookup. After a session that ran late into the night at her house, she made him dinner. She told him hesitantly and shyly if he ever really did want to pursue a relationship, something more real than what they had going, give her a call. Colin tried to let her down as gently as he could, but there were always some barbs when it came to things like that, and he knew he hurt her, at least a little.
"Thank you, Allison. I mean that. And I hope it's not too painful if I continue to politely decline."
"No. I'll take you how I can get you." She squeezed him again. "And take. And take. And take."
* * *
Slater and Kittrick burst through the door in a flurry of snowflakes, already arguing about something. Like all close brothers, they were the best of friends and the worst of enemies. They were so intent on locking horns they didn't notice their aunt kneeling with her arms wide open in the living room as they stomped towards the kitchen.
"Iron Man has a metal suit and stuff. Spider-Man just has stupid webs," Slater said. The older of the two, he was the serious authoritarian, the worldly expert, and the boss of the show. It was commonly agreed in the family that he was the genetic copy of Grandpa Lester in both appearance and temperament, much to Lester's alternating pleasure and surliness.
"He's really strong!" Kittrick was a tiny bundle of flamboyance, always dancing or shouting or singing. Forget food. Attention was his fuel, and he craved no one else's like his big brother's.
"So is Iron Man!"
"Well, I feel loved," Julie said to her sister-in-law Shannon when she came in the door.
Shannon grinned. The boys still didn't notice, and Kittrick asked his grandfather, "Grandpa, who would win in a fight? Iron Man or Spider-Man?"
Kittrick looked at his teary grandmother curiously. "Why are you crying?"
Julie scrambled towards them and grabbed them both around the waist. They screamed and she noshed on their necks with mad flurries of kisses. Kittrick's scream turned to laughter and they spun away.
"Julie! Julie!" Kittrick shouted gleefully.
But Slater looked at her with big, tear-filled eyes and blurted, "You m-made me pee!"
"Oh God," Julie gasped. And she had. The boys both had lots of outfits in the spare bedrooms for sleepovers, and Shannon rushed their oldest son away, making sure he was all right. Julie collapsed against the base of her parents' couch, laughing into her hands as Kittrick clung to her.
Mickey eyed her, unable to keep a straight face. "Smooth. Thanks for his nightmares for the next month."
"I'm so sorry."
"Yeah, you look it."
She kept hold of Kittrick and pulled him in for more smooches to his delighted giggles. Then she hopped up and gave Mickey another hug before checking in on Slater and Shannon. When Slater was all cleaned up and changed, he came to Julie, still angry but unable to resist the pull of seeing their aunt again. She held him and told him how sorry she was, and this time she meant it.
Finally Slater seemed to forgive her, and asked her with furiously red eyes, "What are you doing here?"
"Well, I moved back!" she said brightly. "I'm staying here with Grandma and Grandpa for a few weeks, and when you come to the hospital for a shot, I'll be there ready to give you a big old poke in the keister."
He giggled tentatively at that. "You're really going to live here?"
"Uh huh. And when I find my own place, we're going to have so many sleepovers."
"Okay," Slater said, oh so seriously.
Impersonating him gruffly, Julie put her hands on her hips and said, "Okay."
They dug out a board game, and after Lester pulled the drop leaves out at the kitchen table, the whole family gathered around it, Shannon and Julie on team, the boys on the other. Karen started up a batch of tortillasoup, the family's general favorite. She also assured Slater that yes, she had a can of tomato soup just for him, since he didn't like the smell of the other.
Julie smiled at all the easy familiarity. She missed this so much. Brendan liked board games too but it grew impossible to play with him when his mood swings left him a sore loser and an asshole of a winner. Here, at home, she could just be.
When they all ate a bowl of soup and demolished most of a loaf of garlic bread, Mickey and Lester set about rinsing and putting the dishes in the dishwasher. The kids, utterly emotionally exhausted, were sacked out in Julie's bed.
"I'm sorry. I know it's going to be crowded in there tonight," Shannon said.
Julie smiled. "I wouldn't have it any other way."
Wrapping her hands around a big mug of tea, Karen said, "Speaking of kids... Cameron's kids, Annie and Lonnie? You remember them?" Julie did, though she hadn't seen them since... gosh, Christmas before last. The deputy was a family friend, as was most her father's staff. "Well, she was under the weather, so Cameron left them at home to work the booth with me. I guess she must have been feeling better, because in she and little Lonnie came with... guess."
"I... how am I supposed to know?" Julie asked.
"Bugs Bunny," Mickey said.
"The Easter Bunny," Julie said, falling back into an old sibling rhythm.
"A Playboy bunny," Mickey said.
"Little Bunny Foo-Foo."
"You two are impossible to tell a story to, you know that?" Karen said, and Shannon giggled. "Colin Shaw."
"Oh, Colin," Julie said softly.
The story was heartbreaking. Colin Shaw and Silje Ebbesen were a couple that should have been together forever. Julie was in the same grade as them in school, and as far back as she could remember, they had always been a pair. First as friends, then one day sometime in the fifth or sixth grade, Silje planted her flag and declared to the world -- and to Colin's surprise -- that they were boyfriend and girlfriend.
She was delightfully impetuous like that, never hesitating, always storming forward with Colin following along good-naturedly. She would grab him up and make him dance with her, or plop down on his lap without so much as a warning, sometimes before class started, to the exasperation of their teachers. Silje had a bright mind and a devil-may-care attitude, but when it came to Colin, she burned her brightest. She was his staunchest supporter, his defender, his constant shadow. And he was her rock, her silent boyfriend, the one person in this world who could calm her rampaging mind.
It became obvious in in high school that Silje had some mental health conditions. She flew off the handle at random, often. Her weight never seemed the same day-to-day. Julie had an English class with her and Silje could compose the most heartbreaking poetry or write the most amazing stories, then the next day write a hundred lines of "I hate this I hate this I hate this" before balling up her work and darting out of class to hide in the bathroom and cry, usually until Colin came to peacefully coax her out.
The two of them stayed in Pike Bridge after graduation, and Julie was sorry to say she didn't keep in touch. She knew they got married that fall. There was a picture Julie forever loved they posted to Bottlegenie, one of Silje tugging Colin behind her as she charged out of the church after they were married. A bunch of friends attended and said the reception was a riot. Grilled hot dogs, a couple of sheet cakes from Wal-Mart, music arranged by Silje and played over a tinny old CD player. And dancing. Everyone said Silje outdanced them all, still twirling with Colin into the morning hours.
A few years ago, word spread among their high school circles that Silje committed suicide. Julie's heart broke for Colin. In some perfect world he and Silje would have been the perfect doddering old couple, him driving a big old car, her riding with gleeful waves at all the people she knew. But Julie understood too sometimes a fight was not to be won, that hope and love could not always prevail. She cried a little when she heard the news, and sent Colin a card and a message online. He sent out a brief, terse thank you to her and everyone who inquired after him, then vanished from Bottlegenie and the world in general.
"He's still living here?" Julie asked. "I thought maybe with Silje gone, it might be too much."
"I think he stayed because of her," Karen said softly. "I think he loved her too much to let her memory go." She smiled a pained thing. "That's speculation. And I don't like speculating about him. I don't like all the nasty rumors. Anyways, while Colin was talking to me at the festival, he did the sweetest thing." She filled Julie and the rest in on how Colin stood up for the two little ones.
Shannon touched her heart. "Aw. That's the sweetest story,"
"It was good to see him," Karen said. "He's such a kind soul."
"Mom..." Julie said.
"Honey, I know. And yes, maybe I'm trying to play matchmaker, but... well. You could do worse."
At the dishwasher, with his back turned to them, Lester said so softly they barely heard him, "Colin Shaw is one of the best men in this town."
Everyone looked at him and Julie realized something. "You would have had to... deal with the... with... um..."
"Yes," Lester said. "And that's all I'd like to say about that." He turned, and his lips were pressed firm together for a long moment before he spoke again. "We have no right stepping into his business, but I think maybe if we have a casserole or something some night, maybe we ought bring some up to him."
"I want to stop by anyways, give him a hug," Julie said. "That would give me the perfect excuse."
"I don't think you'd need one," Karen said. "I think that's a man desperate for a friendly face."
* * *
Colin was used to people staring at him long before Silje's illnesses and death. By the time he was fifteen, he was already six foot and as broad shouldered as most men twice his age. He used to buy beer for classmates because he looked seven or eight years older than he actually was. When he played sports, coaches from other teams demanded to see paperwork verifying his age until his was a well-known face and presence, and there was still some grumbling about Colin playing football.
So he didn't. He was not, by nature, a confrontational person. Protective, yes. He would have done anything for Silje, and on occasion when someone dared to make fun of her around him, her bear showed he had teeth. But sports didn't interest him all that much. He liked working out and running, but he didn't have that killer urge to win win win, hoorah. Really, it was mostly due to his parents' wishes that he even started playing sports in the first place, and since he showed a love of exercise without playing football or baseball, they gave him their blessing to quit.
Silje, of course, told him he should have quit when he wanted to.
"You don't do anything you don't want to do," she said, snuggling in tighter to him on the couch. "Just say no. I'm not going to. It's that simple."
"Like you telling me to invite you to the party at Steve's this weekend."
Silje nipped his chest, and he kind of liked it. "No. I'm the exception."
"Why?"
"Because. I am. Are you really ever going to tell me no?"
He chuckled. "No. See? Just did."
She bit him again.
They didn't go to that party. Instead, Silje wanted to ride their bikes out to the river. He didn't know why, or ask -- sometimes when Silje changed her mind like that she didn't really know why and the not-knowing frustrated her to tears. Instead, at fifteen, Silje in her poofy party dress and Colin in his good jeans and his best shirt, they sat in the mud holding hands, watching the sleepy waters gurgle by.
Now.
Now Colin was trying to just finish a beer at the bar, but he was being watched from two sides, and he suspected more were probably stealing peeks at him. To his left were two thirty-something guys he vaguely remembered as being part of a construction crew, and to his right were a pair of women and their respective teenagers. The men watched him with smirks, the women watched him like he might come over and pluck their children off their stools.
When a waitress hurried by, one of the women said none too quietly, "We need some go bags."
The waitress looked right at Colin, then back at them and said, "Sure thing."
"Don't," Colin said, smiling tightly at all of them. "I'll go."
"Goddamn right," one of the guys muttered.
Colin finished his beer in one long drink, then stood up and grabbed his coat. He thought about trying to reassure the mothers that whatever they heard, he wasn't a monster, but what was the point? As his dad was fond of pointing out, this was 2021, and when it came down to believing truth and common sense or whatever insane bullshit people wanted to be true, they were going to pick the bullshit every time, especially if it gave them a reason to hate and fear someone.
He thought about his parents on his drive home, and called them up when he pulled into his driveway. His mom picked up on the second ring.
"Hey, honey. Lyla said she saw you going into the bar."
Colin smiled. Though he might be the center of much of Pike Bridge's gossip, his mother was its greatest collector. She managed a hair salon, and in their early sixties, she and his dad were now frequent guests at the town's senior activity centers. All of those were hotbeds for the juiciest gossip fit for consumption, and his mom delighted in gobbling it all up. She didn't spread rumors, not unless she could substantiate them, but she was its great stew pot.
"Yeah, figured I'd give it a shot. Didn't end up working out. I scared a couple of mothers and decided to get out of there."
"Aw, sorry to hear that. You need a ride?"
"No, I drove home. And don't worry, only one beer."
"Good. What are you up to?"
"I was thinking pizza. If you and Dad hadn't eaten."
"Ooh, that sounds good, but we'll treat."
Colin chuckled. "I'm still in the SUV. Let me know what you-"
His words faltered. Someone slowed and stopped at his curb. He frowned, thinking maybe it was one of the guys from the bar, or maybe one of the mothers there to chew his ass out for whatever reason they had made up in their head. But no, the woman who stepped out in a down parka was someone he knew and hadn't seen in a decade.
"I think maybe... black olive and pepperoni?" his mom said.
"Hang on just a sec, Mom. Julie Fisher just stopped at the house."
"Oh, tell her hello!"
"I will. Call you back soon."
Colin hung up and stepped out of his SUV as Julie popped open the back of her crossover. She waved and called, "Hey, Colin! Not interrupting anything, am I?"
"No, not at all. Hi. Hi."
"Hi, hi yourself," she said, grinning.
Julie was beautiful in high school but she was stunning now. Back then she was wafer thin, and she still was in tremendous shape. But her face had gained some character to it, that vitality of a woman comfortable in her twenties. She had her mother's butter blonde hair, but her smile was all her own, wide and effortlessly charming.
They hadn't exactly been friends in high school. More like friendly acquaintances. Silje was closer, but then again, she was so much more decisive in that regard. If Silje decided she liked you, you were going to be her friend, no matter your say.
"I hope you haven't eaten," Julie said. "Well... even if you have, you could freeze it and unthaw it later. All you have to do is pop it in." She took a deep breath. "Let me start over. Hi! Long time no see. My mom and I made some chicken casserole today and thought you might like some too." Her smile broke, and she said, "Oh hell, Colin, I'm so sorry."



"Thanks," Colin said, shifting uncomfortably. "I heard about the divorce from your mom. I'm sorry too."
"Hug?"
He chuckled and rubbed the back of his head. "Love one."
They came together and hugged. It was a gesture he wasn't used to, not lately, and he kept trying to figure out what to do with his hands and his arms as she wrapped hers around him. She sniffed and pulled back to wipe tears from her eyes. "Good God, man, did you become a cyborg?"
"What?" he asked, pleasantly baffled.
"it's like hugging a hunk of steel. I mean, not to say that you're a hunk. I mean your muscles are..." Julie sighed and rubbed her forehead. "Do you have something to drink? I could really use something to drink."
* * *
Julie took off her coat and hung it on a peg by the door. "I know I should know who owned this house."
"Rita May-"
"Velk," they said together. Julie continued, "I did come here once. Dad was helping out with the food bank drop-offs. She invited us in. It was a lot more cluttered. She was kind of a pack rat."
"The last owners mentioned something about having to go into the attic through the roof because her stuff fell across the panel and the stairs."
"Yikes."
The home was straight from the sixties or seventies, small, squarish, but with a nice sloped roof and some Victorian touches like small bits of latticework out front under the eaves. Colin kept it pretty neat, though it did have that faint sporty odor she associated with bachelor places, nothing a good airing out wouldn't fix. The walls were loaded with pictures, both of Silje and their respective families. A wooden cross hung on one wall with two pictures of Silje with women holding Bibles. Julie remembered vaguely that she was big into one of the church's youth ministries.
"Take a seat," Colin said, gesturing at a well-loved leather couch and an armchair. "What would you like? I've got beer, probably have the stuff for some Black Russians, or rum and coke, I think."
"Black Russian would be perfect."
The kitchen was only separated from the living room by a stubby island on wheels, and Julie watched him move as he collected bottles from on top of the fridge and poured them each a cocktail.
"When did you get back to town?" he asked.
"Just a few days ago. Staying at my parents' house for the short term, but I actually might be your neighbor, kinda sorta."
He glanced over his shoulder. "The Wilson house?"
She laughed. "You nailed it."
"It's one of the only rentals around the block."
"I forget sometimes how everybody knows everything here."
He chuckled. "Yeah, I hear you."
Colin came back out with two glasses and gave her one. He set his on his coffee table and slipped off his coat. Julie tried not to stare. Colin was not a handsome man, not in the traditional sense. He had a fighter's face even if she never saw him lose his temper. It was craggy and almost mean, amplified by his newfound muscles.
And holy shit, was it obvious even under a checked shirt that he was really packing some serious muscle now.
"You have really been working out," she said again, feeling slightly stupid and kind of drunk even if she had yet to take a sip.
"Uh. Thanks." He smiled over his shoulder. "You're, um, looking good too."
Julie blushed and he didn't draw attention to it. "Thank you."
"I need to text my parents and let them know about the casserole."
"Oh, really, Colin, you don't need to change your dinner plans because of us. You can freeze that, or... you know, put it in the fridge or... anything you do with casseroles, I suppose."
Tongue and mouth, shut up. Shut up now.
"I'm betting they'll love it more than they love the pizza idea, trust me." He pulled out his phone, tapped a message, and stuffed it away again before leaning forward and taking his glass in one of his big hands. "I have to admit, I'm not great at this whole... talking thing. I've kind of lost the touch. So you may have to take the lead."
"I meant to call. Or visit. Or anything other than that stupid Bottlegenie message."
"Thanks," he said uncomfortably, and Julie thought, oh shit, wrong topic.
"I'm sorry, you probably don't want to talk about Silje."
"No, it's fine now, really. I wasn't in the mindset to talk to anyone for a long time. It was only in the last few months I've been coming out of it. I... cared for her a lot."
"I know. I never saw anyone love someone as much as she loved you. I'm sure you felt the same way about her."
Colin nodded, looking away from her. "Yeah." They both sipped their drinks. It was strong, but pleasantly so. "But how about you? You doing okay?"
Julie took a breath and let it out as she really considered that question. It was something she was asked a lot, but if she was prying at the edges of Colin's shell, it was only fair she let him do the same to her. "Things are improving. The divorce took so long and every day it was like this bubble building inside me until everything was finished. In my head, I know it's over, but all that tension, it doesn't leave you right away. I'm still sort of, mm, waiting for that bubble to burst even if I know it already has."
"I'm trying to think of his name," Colin said. "Your mom called him a rotten bastard, but I'm guessing that's not it."
Julie snickered. "No. Brendan. And she is definitely not wrong."
"I never heard her curse much. If she said it now, it must be true. So, divorced, back in Pike Bridge, what's the future got in store for Julie Fisher? Going to go for your dad's job?"
"Oh, God no. I'd look terrible in uniform. I'm starting at the hospital on Monday."
"A nurse, right?"
She smiled. "Spot on."
"They'll be lucky to have you."
"Aw, thanks."
Again they found themselves in the midst of an awkward silence, and Julie sipped her drink. Take the lead, she told herself. "So, obviously you've been working out, but what else are you up to? Are you still working for the Forest Service?"
"No. That's been a while. Jumped around a lot. A lot of part-time work." He looked away from her. "I took some time off after Silje passed on. I'm working at the gym now. It's really going well."
That left out a large chunk of time, but maybe his parents helped him, or Silje's. "I'm glad to hear that. I need to come by and sign up sometime. Mom's cooking is going to make me balloon out."
He laughed, and it carried with it a desperately relieved note. "I hear you. My mom's the same way. Nearing thirty and she still brings me by dinner and leftovers all the time."
"Our parents are pretty great."
"They are."
"Are Silje's parents still around? I wanted to say hi to them too."
"Yeah, still out on the ranch, I think. I bump into them but it's..."
"It's gotta be hard," Julie said, almost whispering.
"Yeah."
"Shit. I'm really... I didn't mean for this to be..."
"It's okay," he said, his voice stilted.
"I should go," she said, and finished her drink.
"Julie, it's really okay," he said.
"No, I... I meant for this to be a happy thing. I'm dragging all this out of you and I don't know, maybe I'm a little raw from my own stuff."
He stood up and collected her glass from her. "All right," Colin said. He sounded... disappointed. I'm sorry, Colin. "I really appreciate the casserole. I'm sure my parents will too. And don't be a stranger around the gym."
"I won't. I'd say don't be a stranger around the hospital, but that's probably not a great thing to wish on someone, right?" He chuckled. Julie came to him and hugged him again. Whereas last time she thought she took him by surprise, given how stiff he was, now he wrapped his arms around her. He was so big. So very much there. She looked up at him and thought for a crazy moment about kissing him. Something friendly, something to let him know she really did mean well.
Instead, she pried herself away, wiping at tears on her cheek, and said, "Every now and then I think about the time she jumped up on stage at Homecoming and demanded you be king."
He surprised her with a roar of laughter. They walked out to her car together, and Julie looked at him one more time before she slid into her crossover. She wanted to say something sweet and kind before she left, or draw his laugh out again, but she could come up with nothing.
"I'll see you around?" she asked.
"Yeah," he said.
"Good," she said.
A block away, at a stop sign, Julie lowered her head to her steering wheel. "Good?" she asked herself. "Good? Oh, you are a dork."
* * *
The house Julie would be moving into wasn't on Colin's way to anything. In fact, it was pretty tucked away in a dead-end street. But still, every day or so, he drove by on his way to the gym or the grocery store, wanting to see her again.
It wasn't even so much that he was attracted to her -- though he was, and there was no denying that -- but that she was a friendly voice. Was that pathetic? He wasn't sure. But he thought maybe he detected the tiniest hint of loneliness in Julie too, and she certainly seemed as fumblingly awkward as he felt. At least they had that in common.
When it came to her questions about Silje, they lacked a certain sort of morbidity he became accustomed to from other people. Instead, there was a fondness there, something he was grateful for. Or maybe Colin was projecting. He didn't know. Regardless, there had been a momentary connection with Julie, a pleasant spark he hadn't felt in a long, long time.
In the weeks that followed, he had a date with one of his cabal. Amy was a pleasantly plump twenty-two-year-old, a single mom who was too harried for a real relationship. He picked her up early in the evening and they drove out to the Moonshiner Lodge, a modestly upscale restaurant deep in the mountains. The meal was good, the blowjob she gave him on the way back even better. He took her to his house, and around the last corner came Julie's crossover. She waved cheerily and he waved back, smiling.
"Who's that?" Amy asked.
"Old classmate of mine, Julie Fisher. She's the sheriff's daughter. She's moving into the neighborhood, or hopes to, anyways."
"She cute?"
Colin rubbed the back of his head. "Ah..."
"Oh, she is. Single?"
"Just divorced."
Amy gasped. "Oh my gosh, maybe we need to make her part of the cabal."
"I think she's looking to catch her breath."
"Colin, if she just got divorced, she's probably looking for someone to fuck her so good she forgets all about her ex-husband. You definitely fit that bill."
"Ah. Heh."
Back at his place, he took Amy good and hard, the way she liked it from him. She wound up on her stomach, legs spread wide for him as he rested above her back, thrusting into her. He suspected she liked to fantasize about another guy, someone from her past and probably her kid's dad, and that was fine by him. It wasn't like he invested his heart into these hookups too.
After they finished and Amy showered, Colin drove her home. She thanked him with a kiss on the cheek and a pat of his groin. "Well done tonight, bravo, five-star rating."
She hopped out and blew him a kiss from her front door. Colin drove back home, slowed at his turn, then decided to see if Julie was at the rental. She wasn't, not yet, but he had a feeling she got the place, and he was proven right a few days later.
When he wasn't working, Sheriff Lester drove a big purple Tundra made all the more distinguishable by an April Fool's prank by his son, Mickey. The story was the stuff of Pike Bridge legend. Mickey borrowed the truck, ostensibly to go couch shopping in nearby New Bainbridge, but instead of the day he told his father it would take, Mickey disappeared with it for nearly four. Understandably irate, Lester left him a series of slow burning threats over text and voicemail, which Mickey responded to with only a simple, "Don't worry about it," and a smiley face. All these messages were saved for the eventual social media reveal, which saw Mickey finally show up in front of the sheriff's office on April 1st in what had once been a reasonably normal pickup and which was now the sort of thing a tuner would crack up about.
For starters was the big fake induction scoop on the hood, made all the funnier because the engine was still completely untouched, save for an oil change. Also along the hood were now two black racing stripes, The windows had been tinted to the extent of the law, a chrome disco ball was now nestled on the shifter, and underneath the truck in the wheel wells were purple underglow lights matching the paint. The best touch, most the town agreed, was the special button installed on the steering wheel that would now play the initial seconds of Ice Cube's "Ghetto Bird" like a horn.
Sheriff Lester was not amused. His deputies and the office staff, on the other hand? Very much so.
The purple beast was now in the driveway of the home Julie was looking to rent. At the curb was Mickey's old beater with a couch hanging off the back end. The two men emerged in the early morning light, and raised their hands when Colin pulled alongside them and rolled down his window.
"You fellas need some help?" he called.
"Could do, if you got a minute," Lester called back.
Colin put his SUV in park and pulled the keys. He was supposed to go on shift in fifteen, but given the size of the town, he could make the drive in just a few minutes.
Mickey, the smallest of the three, jumped up onto the bed while Colin hefted one end of the couch. Mickey brought his end to the edge of the tailgate and Lester took over for him, grunting as he gently eased it off the truck. He led the way going backwards, and Colin trailed him at the sheriff's pace.
"How you doing, Colin?" Mickey asked.
"She's not too heavy."
Mickey chuckled. "I meant in general."
"Oh right. Doing good. Keeping busy. Yourself?"
"Peachy keen."
"Glad to hear it,"
"Step up," Lester grunted.
"Got it," Colin said, and they navigated the couch up a concrete porch and aimed it at the door. In the grand tradition of doors and couches, it didn't want to fit at first until they unscrewed the legs, and then it just barely scraped through. When they had the legs back on it and settled it against a far wall, Mickey crashed out on it.
"Whew, I'm beat from that. Beer time?"
"Gotta get to work," Colin said. "But another time. If there's more and you need help, I'm off in four hours."
Father and son walked back out with him. Lester looked uncomfortable, at least as uncomfortable as Colin felt around him. Flashes of Lester standing with him as they watched the EMTs closing the doors. Of Lester handing him a water bottle with trembling fingers.
Such little blips, but everything about that day was forever burned into Colin's skull, and he held little doubt it was the same for Lester too.
The sheriff said now, "Pay you for your time?"
"You know better than that. Happy to help. I'll swing by after work, see if you're still unloading."
"That's appreciated."
Mickey watched their exchange with a curious look, but said nothing, and soon Colin was off to work.
* * *
"I'm telling you, it's the weirdest I've ever seen Dad act," Mickey said.
While she talked with her brother over the phone, Julie sat in her crossover in the gym's meager parking lot. Not that she had much competition for spaces. The snow and cold hit hard that November, and she doubted many people would be out until it warmed up some.
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know. It's like... like he was almost quiet around Colin."
"Dad's always quiet."
"Not like this. I mean, they were friendly, but..."
"Look, Dad mentioned he was the one who responded to the call when Silje committed suicide. That had to be a crazy emotional time."
"That's not the first suicide Dad's dealt with. He's never acted like this."
"But Silje was young, you know?"
"I'm just saying..."
Julie interrupted him, irritated. "It's not my business. It's not your business. It's no one's business but Dad's and Colin's."
"You're right," Mickey said, but he sounded wounded. "Yeah. Of course. Just... be careful."
"If Dad didn't trust him, he certainly wouldn't have let him into my house."
"Yeah. I guess. But still, you hear things, you know?"
"Oh my God, not you too. It's Colin. He's still the same guy I went to school with. Just older. I'm going to hang up now." She hesitated. "I love you. Don't be this way. Don't be a Pike Bridger."
"You're right. Of course you are. Shit, I'm sorry, Jules."
They said their goodbyes, and Julie put the phone in a sleeve in her gym bag. She hopped out, bracing against the sting of the sharp breeze. The door to the gym opened, and Colin popped out in a pair of gray sweatpants and a long-sleeved shirt. She was glad she wasn't the only one wincing at the cold.
"Jesus, you picked a day," he called as she approached.
"I know, right? Couldn't have come yesterday when it was forty."
They hurried inside and Colin shut the door before giving her another hug. It was just a quick, friendly thing, something Julie wouldn't have minded lasting a few minutes more.
Calm down, girl.
"Good to see you again," he said.
"Thanks. And thank you again for helping at the new place."
"Settling in okay?"
"Yes. It's so much bigger than my place in Chicago. Nice to have some room to sprawl out."
"That's great," Colin said. A pair of women came out through the interior doors, and he spoke to them for a moment, making sure they had a good workout and logging them out of the gym's systems. Julie took a spot near the wall until they were done and out the door again.
"I suppose I shouldn't stand around and gab with you all day. I wouldn't want you to get in trouble."
"Nah, my boss likes me. But let's get you hooked up with a membership and we can talk inside."
They did, and when she was signed up for a three-month contract, he showed her in. The gym used to be a car dealership in her youth, a small one, but she was a frequent guest whenever she made it home. She liked the grays and whites of the gym. It looked modern, and combined with the huge one-sided windows, it was as nice a place as any she went to in Chicago.
Two people rode ellipticals and another couple worked some free weights. Julie knew a couple of them, stopped to say a quick hello, and then went to change. When she came out, Colin was wiping down one of the treadmills.
God, but he lit her up. His shirt fit loose around his stomach but drew tight around his broad shoulders and chest. Yeah, maybe there was some attraction there because he was a wounded bird and that had always been on of Julie's types, but the physicality of him undeniably drew her in too.
He turned, saw her looking, and smiled faintly. She looked away in a hurry, blushing, and headed for another treadmill near him. Colin spent an awful long time making sure the one he was working on was squeaky clean, talking to Julie about harmless little things. Her new job at the hospital, new businesses in town, the exact definition of a Chicago dog, the Snow Drop, pithy things that kept them together without either of them committing to the obvious connection between them.
Julie finally said, "Look, Colin. About me nonstop bringing up Silje, I just wanted you to know I meant it only from a good place."
"And that's all I took it as," he said, smiling. "Really, it's okay to talk about her. With you I feel like it's not like you're prying. Just reliving. Reminiscing."
Touched, Julie said, "Thanks. That's how I hoped it came across. All things considered, are you doing okay?"
"I have good days and bad. Years on and I still wake up expecting her to be beside me. I don't think that's ever going away. How about you? We didn't get much of a chance to talk about your divorce."
Julie slowed her treadmill and wiped at her forehead. It might be cold outside but she was already building up a sweat. "You know, it's complicated. That's not me trying to dodge the question. A huge part of me, like you say, it's always going to kind of be Brandon's, but that's not necessarily healthy. He was verbally abusive the last couple years and our last big fight before I told him I wanted a divorce, I thought he was going to hit me."



"Oh my God, I'm sorry."
"Me too," Julie said, and with a grim smile, "Even more sorry I didn't brain him."
"I'll bet. Jesus, what an asshole."
"It was a lot of paranoia on his end. He constantly had to check on me at work, make sure I was where I said I was. Really possessive stuff like that. Checking my phone for messages, calling me at random times when I was out with friends. One time he had a friend tail me to a club. I should have gotten out way sooner but you cling to that... that idea, you know? Of being together."
"How bad was the divorce?"
"Like the actual proceedings?"
"Yeah."
"Not as terrible as I expected," Julie said, slowing further as she chewed on that. "But still kind of ugly. I always used to forgive him because he could be so sweet and normal for a while after a fight. He thought the divorce was going to be the same old same old, with me coming back after a couple weeks. But when I served him, he started coming apart at the seams little by little. He started seeing a therapist, but it was all performative. He would text me pictures of him at the therapist's office, then get mad when I wasn't swayed. Just to take one last swipe at me, in the end he told me he slept with my best friend. If he couldn't have me, he might as well try to destroy everything."
"Jeez. Just going to repeat again. Total asshole."
"Right?"
One of the other clients came out of the showers, and Colin excused himself to see them off. Two more came in right then, and he checked them in. When Julie looked at her phone, she realized it was about that time of the day people would start getting off work and she was probably distracting Colin from his duties. She stopped her treadmill and started toweling herself off. When Colin came back, he stopped to gape for just a moment at her butt in profile to him, and Julie caught him.
"Uh, sorry," he said, looking away from her.
Julie smiled. "I'm not."
"Ah."
"Do you, ah... God, I feel like a teenager again with you. Um, do you want to go to dinner sometime?" Julie asked, her cheeks flushed and not from the treadmill.
"Yeah. Sure." He blinked. "What, ah... when, ah... should I, ah...?"
Julie giggled. "This is my last day off for a week. Is tonight too soon?"
"Yes! No. I mean..." He rubbed his face. "Yes. Tonight would be perfect."
"I'm glad I'm not the only flustered one here."
* * *
Colin planned on taking Julie out, but the weather had other ideas, and the day's breeze became a howl they couldn't ignore. When he walked up Julie's driveway, she threw open the door and called to him, "We are so not going out tonight."
"Oh. Okay. Well, we can do something next week."
She laughed. "Not what I meant. Get in here."
The wind kicked up again right then and nearly yanked the door from her hand. Colin hurried to grab it, leaving his hand just above hers and the two of them intimately close. Despite the freezing wind, he stopped to drink Julie in. The spill of her blonde hair down across her shoulders and her back. Her jacket sweater buttoned just once under her breasts as if to force his eyes down to them, a trick he was definitely susceptible to. Her long legs in black leggings under a short skirt he wanted to explore.
Colin couldn't help himself. Still gripping the door, he wrapped his other hand around her back and kissed her. It was awkward, and too fast, and she reached out to grab his hand and pull the screen door closed behind him. They stepped away from the door just far enough he could kick it closed with his heel, and Colin chased her lips again, his big hands going to her back, her ass, her back again. She moaned against his lips as he squeezed her bottom and pushed her back towards the couch.
The perfume dabbed on her neck drew his lips to the soft hollows and she moaned again as her legs hit the couch and they fell onto it. His rough hand came around, slid under her sweater. He marveled at the softness of her, the ripeness, and he filled her lungs with an explosive breath of need. Her bra and the treasure underneath filled his palm and he leaned down to nuzzle the stretch of fabric between her slopes. She gripped his ears, tugged him back up, and he was hungering after her lips again, their tongues darting together, teasing.
Julie pushed herself up just far enough to unbutton and tug at her sweater and he helped her. They got it off before he was gone again, staring down at her breasts pushed up high and proud by her bra. She bit her lip as he went for the front-facing clasp. His mouth dropped to her warm skin, his lips enveloping her thick nipple, sucking it.
"Colin," she moaned, and he slid down further.
"Lift your ass," he said, and she did. He pulled her skirt up and the leggings down, and his face was at her cunt through the fabric of her panties. She loved that, loved the pressure of his tongue sliding up and down her silk-covered slit, and she went electric when he added his thumb to the gesture, dragging back up until he reached her clit through the panties. He yanked them down and wasted no time sucking her nub into his mouth.
His hand shot up to her breast. Julie took it and brought it further still, hooking her fingers around two of his and sucking his digits into her mouth like it was his cock. He grunted in surprise and pleasure, and his hot breath against her nub felt so good.
Two of Colin's fingers, then three, slid into her pussy as he licked Julie's clit, fingering her wet depths fast. Her thighs pressed against his head, her feet digging into the cushions. She strained up with her hips, the pleasure too intense to last long.
"Oh fuck ohhh, Colin, ohhhhh!"
She jolted back and forth, her orgasm hitting her as fast as she'd ever experienced. One of her feet kicked out and dropped to the floor, her thighs spreading wide for him now. He moved his lips down, yanking his fingers out to savor the taste of her, first from his fingers and then her wet depts, dragging his tongue through her again before settling in, tonguing her pussy as he rubbed her clit.
"Tell me how you like your clit played with," he said, his lips wet with her need.
"I'd say you're doing a p-pretty good job," Julie gasped, and dropped her head back as he laughed against her pussy. Even that felt good. She didn't know why and she didn't care. He chased her second orgasm as fast and as intent as the first. His fingers at her mouth came back down to her breast, then underneath her to her ass and he squeezed the toned flesh, grunting his pleasure against her. He pulled away long enough to suck that thumb into his mouth, and Julie wasn't sure why until his hand roamed back underneath her.
Her eyes widened as his thumb brushed her bud, then slipped in to the knuckle. "Oh FUCK!" she cried out.
His licking bordered on out of control while he thumbed her ass and stroked his clit. His cock raged to be let loose, and he wanted to take her right there, right then. Not yet, not yet, he told himself, and that snarling, animalistic side of him told him to hurry it up then. So he did, sucking her clit, driving his tongue down lower, eating her out with hungry smacks.
Julie twisted, bounced. She grabbed Colin's hair, yanked his head against her depths. Her thighs smacked together against his ears again, and she couldn't help herself, a high keen of need escaping her. "Again, ooohh, mmmm, mmmm, ah huh!"
Her first orgasm had been fast, but her second hit like a bolt. Her back popped from the pleasure, her voice stilled, her hips bounced up and down. When she could breathe again, she gasped, "Oh God, oh God, I need you I need you..."
He shot up her body and kissed her hungrily as his thumb slid free of her ass. She wrapped herself around him, grinding up against his cock still in his slacks. He seemed plenty big, and that excited her into even more mindless humping -- and that's what it was, her body taking over, her need dominating any free will she might have had. They were like animals, barely aware there was still clothing between them.
Finally Colin stood upright, and Julie shot up after him. They frantically yanked at his clothes until they were both nude, and she grabbed his hand to guide him to the bedroom. Colin watched her ass bounce ahead of him and couldn't wait that long. At the kitchen table he grabbed Julie and bent her down over it. His cock slapped against her ass and he pushed it downward against her wet slit.
"Fu-" Julie started, then he plunged into her, his big cock stretching her around him. "-UCK ME!"
He did. He grabbed her hands and pinned them against her back just above her ass. Her breasts brushed the tabletop as he hammered into her from behind, unable to control himself. He was so big, filled her so well, her every pleasure center well and truly satisfied. Hair fell across her face and her eyes rolled up with the intense waves of pleasure. She had good sex before. This was beyond that. This was amazing sex. This was the kind of sex that left her mind a gibbering, delighted thing that could only think of their connection and the unstoppable sensations flooding her.
Julie gurgled as she came again, this time a mere shadow of her other two, but her body was so overloaded with feelings it dragged on and on like that. He let go of one of her hands and grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her back up and firing his hips against hers as she looked over her shoulder, utterly sightless, mouth wide open. He clamped his lips down on her shoulder, sucked, and started fucking her again, harder, harder.
"I want this ass," Colin moaned.
"T-take it, it's yours, it's yours," Julie panted, and oh God, he was pulling out of her, his cock so slick, and he was spitting into his palm before rubbing it into her bud. Was he really going to...?
His cockhead pressed against her bud. Then in.
If she didn't like playing with anal toys, he would have never fit, but Julie loved to be filled there and was prepared -- at least for the first inch of him. That was all she could take that time. "Right... about there..." she gasped.
Gone to his lust as he was, Colin listened and rocked his hips just that deep, one hand on her ass, the other her waist. She sank back down as he pushed back and forth, her eyes closing. He filled her so much. So very much. This was the same Colin from high school?
He didn't last long, his hips bucking in hard, short strokes. He tried to ride the wave as long as he could, but finally he came, came, came. His first few shots filled Julie, then he yanked out, his warmth shooting across her ass, her back.
He stumbled a half foot backwards, his hand coming up to his forehead. "Oh shit, Julie..."
Julie pushed herself upright and twisted to face Colin on shaky legs. She threw her arms around him, and he held her tight, both of them laughing breathlessly.
"So... uh... pasta sound all right for dinner?" she asked.
"Dinner? Yeah. Right. Dinner."
But they never did eat that night.
* * *
They settled into a pretty easy rhythm. Colin understood Julie's job required some long hours that could sometimes leak into even more, so instead of planning anything, they agreed they would fly solo for meals and she would pop over in the evenings if she got off early enough. That first week, the hospital hopped, largely thanks to a bunch of cold weather-related incidents. Julie came over twice, both for a quickie.
Their third night together, when Julie fell away from him, gasping and sweaty, he held her tight and said, "So. I kind of have a confession we need to talk about, and probably four or five days ago."
"Oh yeah? What?"
"Now, keep in mind, I've not seen any of them since you and I started hooking up, but I'm kind of... um..."
"The town gigolo?" she asked, arching an eyebrow.
He winced. "Ah. You heard."
"My sister-in-law told me."
"Oh, that's right, Shannon is Amy's cousin."
"Uh huh."
"So how busted am I?"
"How intent are you on sleeping with them again?"
For an answer to that, he leaned over and grabbed his phone from the nightstand beside her. She took the opportunity to kiss his arm, and he laughed. He settled back with the phone and dialed a number, putting it on speaker.
Amy's bubbly voice answered. "Hey stud! I was just thinking about you."
Julie snickered and clapped a hand to her mouth. Colin said quickly, "Ah, hey, Amy. Um. I just wanted to say it's been really, really great, but..."
"Who snagged you?" Amy said, still cheerful. "We have a pool going."
"Ah, Julie. Fisher."
"Aw, crap, I don't think anybody had her. Well... Colin, it's been a lot of fun. I'm going to miss you. And I take it that's her in the background trying not to laugh?"
"It is," Julie said. "Hi Amy. Long time no see."
"You too, hon. Take care of our man, okay? He's a special one, no matter what some bozos might think."
"I will," Julie said, and reached down to stroke Colin's spent cock.
"And hey, if you ever want a third..."
"Uh," Colin said blankly. "Um. Thanks. I think she's plenty to wear me out."
"Well, maybe as a special birthday present or something," Julie said and squeezed him tighter.
"Holy shit," Colin said. "I'm going to, ah, hang up now. And have that image in my head forever."
Amy laughed. "See you, Colin. Thanks for the fun times."
"Thank you. It was genuinely my pleasure. You all helped me with a..." He hesitated. "A lot of dark times. So thanks. Really."
When he hung up, he turned on Julie. "Okay, that was evil."
"What?" she said innocently. "I really might like a treat on my birthday. Or your birthday. Or anybody's birthday, really."
They made a handful of calls like that, all of them surprisingly upbeat. Amy called ahead to a few, so the word was out.
"I guess we're official now," Julie said.
"I guess," Colin said, overemphasizing the mopiness in his voice.
"Uh, Colin, that was an awful lot of women. You've been tested, right?"
"Oh, yeah. Sorry. I didn't explain. The two firm rules for everybody were that we all had to be tested regularly, and birth control, either them or me. Speaking of..."
She chuckled. "It's okay. I'm on the shot. I just reupped so if we're talking long-term commitments here, kids are going to have to wait a while." He fell silent at that, and Julie's chin hit her chest. "Yeah. No good way of sneaking that one in there, huh?"
He smiled faintly. "It's okay. I just... haven't had to think long-term in... well, a long time."
"Did you and Silje ever want kids? Is that prying too much?"
"No. I'm an open book to you." Colin considered that, thought about Julie's father coming up the path on the mountain that horrible day, and shook his head. "Well... mostly an open book. There are a few things..."
"It's okay," Julie said. "Whatever it is, tell me when you're ready. Or not."
"Thank you. I appreciate that. But as for kids, Silje didn't want to risk children having her... her fugues. She was scared of her temper. No. Scared isn't big enough. It terrified her, what that could potentially mean to a child. I wanted kids with her but not if she didn't feel comfortable with it. And in the end, I think we made the best decision we could have."
"I wish you could have had some too. But you do? Want kids?"
"Yeah." Colin cleared his throat. "You?"
"Yes. And this might scare you off, but maybe sooner rather than later."
He nodded. "It doesn't scare me off. Whew. Let's keep the awkward big question train rolling. Did the first marriage scare you off from a second?"
"No. I still want to believe in it, silly as it sounds. The one. True love. All the Hallmark movie stuff." She smiled faintly. "God, I forgot about this, but Silje and I totally went to a Christmas party sleepover where we watched like... six of those damn Hallmark Christmas movies. She bawled. I did too."
"There wasn't a Christmas movie she didn't like. She loved the holidays. Romance too. So much so in fact..." He kissed the top of Julie's head and slipped out of bed. "Stay there. I want to show you something."
Julie did, nestling into the pillows and watching his bare bottom as Colin walked out of the bedroom. A minute later, he came back with a paperback in hand. When he slid back into bed, he handed it over.
"It's not a secret, but the only people who really know about it are her parents, mine, and me."
Julie looked at the cover. "Love Heart Sick," by Mari Ross. She pressed a hand to her breast. "Oh my God, she wrote this?"
Colin nodded. "She was working on it when we graduated and published it a month or two later. Writing helped focus her, calm her down back then. She couldn't write consistently, but when she did go off on a jag, she'd stay up all night right in front of her laptop. Page after page. She wrote a whole novel in a week."
Julie flipped the book over and looked at the back matter. There was an author bio and beside it a picture of the backs of two people's heads. Colin and Silje's. Nothing that would identify her to a stranger, but to anyone who knew her, it was intimately her in subtle ways. The inside inscription choked her up.
"'To C, forever,'" Julie whispered. "How many did she write?"
"Twenty-three that she published while she was alive. Ten more she finished and held back for me to..." Colin's voice tightened and he cleared his throat. Julie took his hand and squeezed. "She wanted me to publish one a year on her birthday." He chuckled but it held no joy. "The books are how I've been making my living. She had a pretty good following, enough we bought this house and her bills didn't choke us. Still my guardian angel."
"That's beautiful," Julie said, and meant it. She put aside the book and nestled into him, kissing his chest, his chin. He cried, and she held him, and cried too. She thought about meeting Brendan at a mutual friend's party. Thought about the goofy, sweet man she fell in love with. About the happiest day of her life, dancing with the man who was supposed to be her forever.
About the way lives twist and break.
It was not a good night, but it was the night both of them realized this was the start of something. When Colin hardened again, they made love for the first time, true, achingly sweet love, and Colin whispered Julie's name with such tenderness she cried again. For him. For Silje. For herself. For that oldest, most comfortable of emotion, the one that lifted them up, made them better, whether that was just for a while or eternity.
* * *
Colin dug in the filing cabinet and pulled out what Silje called the Death and Taxes file, a joke he didn't understand. In it was all the information he would need to publish the novels, along with contact information for everybody on that end. That wasn't all though. In it were her assembled loose thoughts for his future, things she wrote down and stuffed away through their adulthood together. Her recipes for Colin's favorite foods. A list of the fifteen women in town she thought he should pursue first. A list of about fifty women that if he slept with them, she would come back and haunt him forever. The cover to a magazine, a vacation she wanted him to take one day because they talked about it for five minutes in a clinic waiting room while waiting to hear back on the innumerable tests in the last few years of her life.
In it too, laminated so Colin never lost it, were the instructions. Not for her death or for her funeral, but the instructions for his life. These he read nearly every night for two years after her death, and hadn't pulled them out since. Now he did, feeling a tremble deep in his soul as he thought about the truth of what he wanted to do. It felt like betrayal on some level, and he needed the assurance of Silje, even if it was just in written word.
As though her breathy, deep voice were speaking aloud in his ear, he read the words he needed to, right at the very top of the page.



Love again. And again, if need be. I could only ever love you but I was broken that way. You have a bigger heart. Let me take up space in a corner of it, but let others rent it out too. Love someone, and show them who you are. Tell them about us, and then Colin, please, make your own memories. I want to hear them someday. This is the first thing I want for you.
He kissed the sheet and put it back in the file. There was no rush to tell Julie what was in his heart. She knew, and he suspected he knew what was in hers. But in order to get himself right, to get himself ready for the long, slow fall into loving her, he needed to do three things.
And that day, just a couple weeks before the Snow Drop, he started in on them.
* * *
Martin and Eva Ebbesen lived in a small house on the ranch where they worked. He called first to make sure they were around. Eva picked up, surprised and pleased to hear from him. He explained he wanted to meet up, and they set up a time when both she and Martin would be home.
It wasn't a long drive, just ten miles beyond the bridge, but it took Colin a half hour, mostly because he stopped at the turnoff for their place and sat in his SUV, his knuckles white around the steering wheel.
He bumped into Silje's parents on occasion. It was a small town and they circled the same businesses. There was no bad blood between them. In one of her clear spells, Silje recorded a video for them to be delivered after she was gone, explaining as calmly as she could manage what was going to happen and why. Colin recorded it together with her. By then, her darker thoughts were taking larger and larger bites of her mind, and she didn't trust herself to talk about her plans for her death without deciding to just do it if she was alone. It broke Colin's heart in so many ways to hear her explain to her parents the way they'd been talking about it for a couple years, but he tried to stay strong for her.
Even if Silje hadn't left her family the video, they probably would have understood. Their daughter's body failed her so suddenly and rapidly, in so many ways, and that wasn't counting Silje's mental afflictions. They understood the reality. Silje suffered too much. She fought as hard as anyone could have in her shoes, with as much dignity as she could manage for so long. That she would only want Colin with her in the end was understandable too. Their daughter loved him with all her heart and she would be most at peace with him.
Now, Eva walked out when she saw his SUV approach. She was already fighting the quiver in her cheeks that meant she was about to cry, something her daughter inherited from her. Martin came out too after a moment. They looked good, fuller, maybe more vibrant than the last time Colin ran into them, or maybe that was him projecting his need for them to be okay.
Eva greeted him with a long hug, one neither of them wanted to break. In their age-old tradition, Colin and Martin shook hands before hugging. They led him inside, and on the kitchen table, still steaming hot, was homemade pizza. Colin laughed, and cried a little too. It was his old favorite of Eva's superb cooking, and he gladly sat for a bite with them.
They asked after each other, Colin making them go first. Ranch life was going well, though they were thinking more and more about retirement, which would probably mean a move into the town.
"We're too old for moving," Martin said.
Colin chuckled. "You've got my help if you want it. I think I could wrangle Mickey Fisher into it too. We're sort of becoming friends."
"We heard about you and Julie Fisher," Eva said quietly. "That's why you're here, isn't it?"
Colin sighed. "Yeah. We just started dating but it's obvious there's a connection there, something I want to explore. And I can't do that without..." He swallowed. "Without telling her what she needs to know about Silje and me."
There was no need to explain. Martin nodded and folded his trembling hands in front of him. "Given the quality of her parents, I think she can handle it."
"You know you have our blessing," Eva said.
"That means the world to me," Colin said. "I don't want you to think I don't love Silje any..." His voice broke, and he couldn't finish the sentence. Eva came to him and hugged him tight. Her presence warmed him, and he slowly composed himself.
Martin said, "We would never assume that. You two... you were something incredibly beautiful together. She would want you to be happy."
"But Colin, promise us one thing," Eva said.
"What's that?"
"I know how painful it must be but we'd love to see you more often. Lunch or something when we're in town. Or come back out any time."
"When you're ready," Martin added.
Colin took Eva's hand. "I think I'm ready now."
* * *
Lester was his next call, and this one was difficult too, though packed with stranger emotions. After the sheriff listened to Colin say he wanted to meet up and talk, he asked one question, "What are you doing Thanksgiving morning?"
"Nothing."
"Supposed to have a break in the weather. I was going to put up my Christmas decorations and I could use some help. Talk then?"
"Sounds good," Colin said.
In the meantime, he and Julie kept up their sweet moment-to-moment relationship. She started staying the night more often, and he in turn started waking up earlier so they could have breakfast together, the one meal of the day they could count on. That touched her. Brendan was forever a late sleeper and she couldn't remember the last time they ate breakfast together.
She had the day off before Thanksgiving, the first really beautiful day in a while. They weren't about to waste it, and swung by the local bakery for breakfast paninis. They ate them in the nearby city park, watching the Chamber of Commerce use a bucket lift to decorate the trees and string up lights along the lamp poles.
"I've missed Christmas here," Julie said. "People still care. It doesn't feel... mm..."
"Obligatory."
"Exactly." Her phone buzzed, and she glanced at it. "Ugh. Brendan."
"Everything okay?"
"Oh yeah. Wants to know if I wound up with the potato masher. The fucking potato masher." She texted him back, reading aloud as she wrote. "Probably. Lucky for you, they are widely available for all of five dollars. Best of luck."
Colin chuckled. She stuffed her phone away and he wrapped an arm around her. She nestled into him with a pleased sigh. One of the lights people nudged another and they blatantly stared.
"What's their problem?" Julie asked.
"Me. Apart from trips to New Bainbridge for groceries and eventually the gym, I didn't come out of my house for a few years. I'm sure you've heard that."
"Something along those lines. Who could blame you?"
"Thanks. But it's a small town. People get ideas in their head. It started as a joke. People would tell the wildest things about me. My mom got a lot of laughs about it. Still does. There were some pretty good ones. That I was a serial killer, that I was keeping someone locked up in my basement, that I thought I was turning into a vampire."
"Okay, that is pretty good," Julie said, grinning against him and kissing his chest.
"Right? But then it started to get meaner and meaner spirited, and people... well, you know people. They believe whatever they want to because it makes their lives more interesting. People started to spread darker, less funny stuff. The one I heard a dozen variations of, I was buying up guns and ammo for a big shooting. Another one, there was a guy down in Bowman, he raped this woman, and because his picture looked vaguely like mine, people assumed it was me. They could have looked up the news articles and read about it, but nope, they were convinced already. Lately, because I picked Cameron's kids up to drive them to the Fall Fest, people have been walking their kids a mile around me."
"Oh God, I'm sorry."
"Nah, don't be. But if you're with me, you'll have to get used to it."
Julie pulled away from him. "Screw that. Here's something straight out of Silje's playbook."
"What?" Colin asked.
She stood up, and cupped her hands to her mouth. "Hey! Assholes! You see something worth staring at?"
The two men at least had the decency to finally look away, but Julie wasn't done. She stomped forward and in a true imitation of Silje, gripped her designer belt and hitched it up the way Colin's wife used to.
"Hey! I'm talking to you! What did you hear about him? Hm? Did you hear he sucks the blood out of chickens? Maybe that he had a dick twice your size? I don't know about the chickens, but the second one's wrong. It's three times as big. So get back to work and mind your business, dickheads!"
"Jesus, Ms. Fisher, we're sorry," one of them said.
"Yeah, well... good. Spread the word. Stop treating Colin Shaw like he's something weird. That's my guy now and this town is going to start treating him like the great person he is. So apologize to him, not me."
"Uh. Sorry, Colin," the other one called.
Colin waved tightly, and Julie returned to him. She climbed onto him on the bench, one knee on either side of his hips, and leaned down to kiss him with plenty of tongue in front of everyone. Then she collapsed sideways and they both broke out into fits.
"How was that?" Julie asked when she finally could speak.
"Silje to a T down to the make-out session."
Colin didn't sleep well that night, even with Julie tucked in beside him. He wasn't worried about the conversation about Silje with Lester, but he did want to ask for the man's blessing in pursuing something with his daughter and that, he wasn't sure if Lester would give him.
But that wasn't quite it, either. Talking to Lester always carried with it haunted dreams and the memories came sharply into focus again. Holding Silje on the mountain, crying over her, whispering to her long after she was gone. Twigs snapping, rocks kicked around behind them. The sheriff's only words at first and for a very long time were, "Ah Jesus. Ah fuck." Then he came to the pair, and knelt. The two men stayed up there like that, Silje between them, the sheriff crying softly, the city and the river sprawled out below, the sight Silje last wanted to see, aside from Colin.
Now.
Now, Colin woke with Julie, and cooked her breakfast -- scrambled eggs and bagels, with a slice of tomato for her. She sensed his unease but said nothing about it, and when it came time for her to go to work, she kissed him on the cheek.
"See you for dinner tonight at my parents' place?"
"Absolutely," Colin said. Assuming Lester didn't warn him away from his daughter.
But Lester didn't.
The sheriff was pulling out boxes onto the driveway when Colin stopped at his curb. It looked like he was organizing lights, and Colin joined him.
"Every year, I see the damn things go on a discount after Christmas and I think I need more. This year, what I don't use, I'm donating. You need some lights?" the sheriff asked hopefully.
He didn't. Silje loved Christmas and Easter most of all the holidays thanks to the religious aspects. Those days were sacred to her and Colin had boxes of decorations in his attic and garage. "Think I'm pretty well set, but you know, there was that fire out at the Brewster place. That might be a place to start."
"Hey, that's not bad advice."
Lester hooked up an extension cord to an outlet, and they started testing lights. Only half a set was dead, and with a bulb replacement, even that set worked. Lester dug out his ladder, and put it up at a corner of the house.
"So. You and Julie," he said, strapping on a tool belt with an industrial stapler and a big box of extra staples.
"Yeah. I have to tell you, I'm falling pretty hard for her."
"Julie seems fond of you too. My wife thought you two would hit it off when she came back."
Colin smiled. "Karen's a kind woman."
"Best I've ever known, except the one you're dating." Lester reached out for the ladder but didn't start to climb. "You're going to tell her. That's what you're here to let me know, right?"
"Yeah."
Lester nodded and sighed. "Don't know if that's good or bad."
"Me either, but she deserves the truth."
"She does." Lester started climbing.
"I was worried you might think this was a mistake."
"No, son. I think you and Silje were dealt an impossible hand and you played it out as best you could. There were no easy solutions. Still aren't. I think hiding what happened from Julie's probably worse than telling her the truth, but honestly, I don't know that I could, in your shoes. But I don't think you have anything to worry about. Julie's a terrific girl, and I know you're a good man."
"I'd like it to be something more than dating. Eventually."
Lester looked down at him, surprised. "You're talking marriage already?"
"At least what we want from a relationship, yeah."
"Huh. Grab me that strand of colored lights at the corner closest to the front door."
Colin did, and handed it up to the other man. "I'm going to take my time about it. There's no rush. But I wanted to come to you first. Make sure you approved."
Lester chuckled. "Isn't going to make much of a difference if I do or don't. That girl's going to make her own way. But I appreciate it anyways." He looked down at Colin. "You've got it, by the way. If that hasn't been made clear. My blessing."
"Thanks."
"I've been thinking about asking you to apply to the office."
"As a deputy?" Colin asked, surprised.
"Son, they see you hopping out of a marked car, they're going to piss their pants."
Colin laughed at that. "A deputy. Huh."
"Not opposed to the idea?"
"It's an interesting one."
"Well, give it some thought."
* * *
Three days before the Snow Drop, and they ambushed Julie. She came out to the parking lot after her shift, pulling her hood up when she saw them. Six women stood in a crescent at the back of her crossover.
"I've never been mugged by Christmas tin before," Julie said.
Amy giggled. "Some sweets for you, Colin, and your families."
Julie strode forward and gave her a hug. "How are you, Amy?"
"Good. Missing your man. We all are."
Allison chimed in. "Don't worry, though, we're not here to try and win him back or anything. We just wanted to tell you we're glad it's you."
"He's one of the best men we've all known," Maria said. "And when we heard about you yelling at those guys staring at him, we knew we had to come give you our support and our love."
"Well, I wanted to convince you to move so we could horn back in on him," another woman said, and they all chuckled. "Be sweet to him."
"Always," Julie said. They loaded their tins of goodies into her crossover, and one by one gave her a hug. "Thank you. All of you. Without you, I don't know that he would have been brave enough to start this thing with me."
"I think for you, he would have," Amy said, and there was a chorus of agreement.
* * *
Traffic for the Snow Drop overflowed into the residential areas, leaving it impossible to get better parking than their own houses. The pair walked together, and Julie took Colin's gloved hand in hers. He smiled down at her, and she thought there was the faintest hint of something pained to his eyes.
He was distracted ever since Thanksgiving. Julie chalked it up to memories of the holidays, which she totally understood. With Brendan, it wasn't the bad holidays that rang in her mind, but the good ones. Waking up early one Christmas morning with Brendan and running to grab one of her presents to them both, luxuriously warm fleece bottoms. They spent the morning cuddled up in bed, drinking hot cocoa and eating cheap Christmas chocolates her parents sent. There was a Thanksgiving too, one of the best of her life, when they took a week-long vacation to visit his family. That had been Brendan at his most lovable. No tension, no arguments, just a week of good food, good people, and good fun. His family stood with him in solidarity during the divorce proceedings, and that broke Julie's heart. She genuinely missed her in-laws and begrudged them nothing.
In any case, the holidays were a mixed bag for her too, but Julie let herself hope maybe with Colin she could form more good memories.
Cameron drove by on a four-wheeler, a Santa beard and a red stocking cap on. He stopped to give them candy canes from a pouch and a cheerful "ho ho ho" before moving on to do the same with a group of teenagers down the street.
"Was it you our senior year who played Santa in the school play with the elementary kids?" Julie asked Colin.
He brightened. "Yes! I forgot about that. The boots were too small so I wore black shoes and they had the Family and Consumer Sciences kids sew me some really basic big black socks that I wore over the bottom of the pants. Then the shoulders were so tight on the suit I tore it halfway through. I actually bought a Santa suit when I was... ohhh, maybe twenty? Still have it somewhere. Anyways, I played it up for my family and Silje's. It was fun."
"I bet you made a great Santa."
"I hope so. I should have dug that out for today."
"Ooh, what would you say to playing Santa for the patients at the hospital?"
"Hey, yeah! You could be my Mrs. Claus." Colin winced. "Or, you know, an elf or... ah, the Grinch."
"The Grinch, huh?" Julie elbowed him. "I'd love to be your Mrs. Claus."
They looked at each other, the deeper meaning clear, and Colin broke first. "Julie, I..."
Ringing bells behind them. They turned, and there were the "reindeer," a team of horses decked out with red saddle blankets pulling along a sleigh. Another Santa, this one a local rancher, waved and slowed. His back seat was open, and he bellowed, "Ho ho ho! Come ride with Santa!"
Julie turned to Colin, her eyebrow raised. They hurried to the sleigh. Colin held out a hand for Julie to take as she climbed in, and she blushed prettily at the gesture. He followed her in, and clapped Santa's shoulder. "Thanks very much."
"Had to try to convince you two to get off the naaaaauuuughty list," Santa said, and Julie laughed so hard she nearly started crying.
They picked up another couple and Santa took them to the edge of the city park where much of the festival would take place. It extended all the way to Main Street, where more businesses were open later hours. Their first stop was for a bag of free popcorn from the librarian and her assistant in the outermost booth, and they walked arm in arm again as they snacked, Colin looking far more at ease. Like Julie, Colin liked to stop everywhere and sample little things or browse, and she felt infinitely more comfortable.
Word seemed to have gotten out, and Colin didn't get quite the stares he would have just weeks ago. That wasn't to say people didn't whisper, but Julie was free with her glares and in general they were pretty decent to the gentle giant.
Somewhere deep in the pack of vendors, live music started up, a rocking Christmas classic, and Julie bobbed to it, mumbling lyrics around a soft, delightfully chewy sugar cookie. Colin watched her and grinned, and she grinned back. "I missed this so much," she said.
"Me too."
"Have you ever thought about selling her books here?"
The idea made him blink. "You know, I haven't. But that would be a hell of an idea."
"I'm sure everyone would love to know there's something of her out there."
"I think her parents would like that too," Colin said, musing it over. "Next year, I'm going to have to look into it."
"Do up a booth, wear your suit..."
"You could be my sexy pitchwoman if you have the time off."
"And if I didn't, you know my mom would sell with you in a heartbeat."
They spent the better part of two hours browsing and stuffing themselves on free cookies and snacks. Coin bought Julie a painting of a snowman, and she in turn bought him a lovely set of stoneware mugs to replace his old mismatched ones. Mickey and Shannon caught up to them halfway through, and their boys looked up at Colin with some trepidation until Cameron's kids saw him and ran to him to show off their new musical stuffed reindeer. They danced as the toys did, and Colin, without a moment of hesitation, danced with them. That simple moment endeared him to Mickey and Shannon, and soon their kids too.



"He's not so scary," Slater told Kittrick matter-of-factly, as though he hadn't been hiding just behind his father's leg when Colin said hello.
Mickey nudged Shannon. "If you listen hard enough, you can hear Julie's ovaries actually cry out."
"Baby, MY ovaries are crying out."
Mickey raised an eyebrow. "Want to duck away and let me take care of that?"
Shannon laughed and kissed him. Whatever she whispered in his ear lit him up.
Mickey wasn't wrong. Watching Colin with the kids was just a cherry on top. Julie decided, assuming they were still a couple, that when her shot wore off, there wouldn't be a re-up. With Brendan, she always sought an excuse to put off children. With Colin, she looked at him and it was like her body said, "Why yes, please, if he's on the menu, we'll have him."
Maybe they could practice that night.
* * *
After a few stops to some local businesses and a sweep back through the festival for some purchases they wanted to make but not necessarily carry until they were on their way home, Colin and Julie walked back to her place. He hung her new painting on the wall for her as she supervised, which amounted to her eyeballing the level's bubble he put on the painting and saying, "Mm, left. No, right. No, left. No, right," until Colin caught on and chased her to the couch. Julie was totally ready for a reenactment of their first time together, but when Colin kissed her, he hesitated and pulled back.
"Is it time to talk about whatever's on your mind?" Julie asked.
He nodded, and swallowed hard. "I'm sorry. I've been trying to figure out how to tell you this, and it's not been easy. If I've been distracted, it's not you. It's really not."
She sat upright and pulled him down next to her. They cuddled up together and Julie said quietly, "Are we breaking up?"
"No. But if you wanted to after I finish, I'd understand. It's what I've been bracing for."
"I'm not going anywhere."
"I hope not." He sighed. "This is going to get dark."
"Oh. Silje."
"Yeah. You need to know before getting into a relationship with me where I'm coming from." He took a moment, trying to think how to best shape the words he needed to speak. "Suicide wasn't an easy decision for her. It was something she thought about a lot at her lowest points, but it wasn't until the last few years of her life that we started to talk about it seriously. She developed a lot of personal health problems, things I won't go into unless you really want to know the details. Things that embarrassed her, things that hurt her a lot. Medication was difficult because of what she was already on and she wanted to be as clear-headed as she could be. That... wasn't always possible."
Julie squeezed him tighter, and he kissed her shoulder before continuing. "She started having spells where she wasn't really lucid. They started coming more and more frequently, until they dominated her life." Colin's voice tightened. "That was the point when Silje decided... when she..."
"Oh, Silje," Julie whispered.
"I should have..." Colin's breath came out in a tremble. "I should have listened sooner. I made her fight because of me and she was so tired. And finally, one day, I realized she wasn't asking me to help her. She was begging me. She made a video, one for her parents, one for your dad. We went up to the mountains, to our favorite... our favorite lookout. We called your father and explained to him what was going to happen. He tried to talk us out of it, or at least wait until he got there, but that wasn't what she wanted. I'm not going to tell you the details. That's not something you need to know. But..."
Julie hitched in a breath, and stared up at Colin.
Colin whispered, "Julie. Silje... Silje was deeply religious." He pleaded with her with his eyes to understand, to forgive. "She was terrified of suicide."
It took a moment to understand what Colin was saying. Then it slowly whispered through her. Silje didn't kill herself. Colin helped her.
"My God, Colin..."
"I thought Lester would arrest me. Silje didn't think he would, and she was right. He came up there and sat with me for a long time. Then he called it in, and I carried her down the mountain. Your father and her family have kept it secret all this time. That's where the rumors about me started. That's where people got the idea I'm a monster."
"You're not, you're not, you're so very much not," she whispered, and took him in her arms, kissing him gently. There was no outburst of passion. There was only comfort, and love, and with her fingers stroking his face, she tried to give him as much warmth as she could.
* * *
Both Colin and Lester took the morning shift on Christmas Day so the rest of the deputies could be with their families. In the early afternoon, they came through the door, deep in a conversation and Lester grinning about something.
Julie finished taste-testing her mother's ham -- just a little overcooked, the way they all liked it -- and snatched up Mari from her bouncer. "Daddy's here," she said, and Mari echoed her, "Dada, hi, hi, Dada." Julie kissed her daughter's forehead as Colin came into the kitchen, grinning. He must have ducked home to change. Colin always liked to complain his uniform was too tight, but Julie and most the rest of the female population of Pike Bridge agreed it was deliciously right.
"There are my girls," he said, and swept Mari up before kissing Julie's cheek. Then he knelt lower and kissed her belly. Baby number two was their Thanksgiving surprise news, and they couldn't have been happier to receive it.
"You're blocking the ham," Lester grumbled, and Colin hastily stepped out of the way.
"What was I thinking? Hello to you too, gorgeous," Colin said, eyeing the pineapple glazed ham.
All this, Karen Fisher watched, amused and with so much warmth in her heart. From the moment she saw Colin at the Fall Festival what seemed like a lifetime ago, she knew in her heart he was the one for her daughter. That he was the one for her husband too in his own way was another blessing. He came into their lives like a puzzle piece they didn't know was missing.
Colin walked to her and kissed her cheek. "And merry Christmas to you too, Mom."
"Merry Christmas, Colin."
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I shouldn't want her this much, but God help me, I do. The hardon is inevitable. She's on her knees in front of me, a hint of her deep cleavage showing. The dress she wears is long-sleeved and chaste, a chestnut thing with buttons up the front and a belt she has tied too loosely. Who could blame her? The theater's dressing room is like a furnace. I don't care in that moment. I watch a bead of sweat roll down her neck, down to her breasts.
Eva's hands are on me but they've been on everyone. In the cast. She's taking measurements for our costumes. Her husband, the director and an assistant professor, is out on stage talking a few actors through the last scene for the night. And I'm back here, my cock rising in my khaki shorts, his hot thirty-something wife blushing as she realizes the effect she's having on me.
"It's natural," Eva murmurs. Her eyes are dark pools, unreadable.
She wraps the measuring tape around my waist again, mutters a number under her breath, and picks up a notepad to write it down. Another bead of sweat rolls between her breasts and she notices where my eyes are fixed. Her tits are big, motherly. Fitting, since she and the professor have two kids. There's some extra weight to her but it's the sort that drives me wild in a woman, a fullness, a ripeness. I want to see her thick hips and big ass slamming back against me. I want to eat her for hours.
"The inside leg's next," she says.
I don't know what that means until she grips one end of the tape and holds it against my ankle. Then she brings the other end up my leg, all the way to my thigh. Her knuckles brush my straining dick and I nearly lose it. We draw a sharp breath together. She laughs, and it's that dark sound that drives me to it.
I take her hand. She's so startled she drops the tape. I look up at the door. Still closed. She's staring up at me, starting to say something, but I move her hand to my cock and she opens it naturally to grip me. She glances back too, then up at me, and she's going for it, not stroking me, but undoing the button and unzipping me.
Eva's warm, wet mouth encircles me, and I can't fight back a minute moan as she swallows me deep. Her dark eyes go angry at the sound and I wince, but it doesn't stop her. Her sweet motherly face is crammed full of my cock. Neither of us held anything back. I grabbed a fistful of her wavy dark hair and drive her down further, to my balls. She makes a "hurk," and the sound drives me even more wild.
"Show me your tits," I whisper, and she does, pulling open the first few buttons as she's bobbing up and down on my dick. The dress spills open. Her floral push-up bra makes her big creamy tits pop, and I have to have one of them in my mouth. I pull out of her mouth and she's rising to meet me, our lips crushing together once before I'm pushing her back against the wall and yanking a cup down over her breast. Her tit spills out and I suck the nipple into my mouth as she's jerking up the front of her dress.
Eva pushes me away just far enough to point me where she really wants me -- her cunt. Her very happily married cunt. And God help me, I'm there, spreading her legs wide and driving up into her, an eighteen-year-old student fucking the newly slutty wife of his professor, his director. She loves it. She's wet and ready for me and takes my hard thrusting with the darkest smile I've ever seen.
Outside, laughter. It should have stopped us. It didn't. Eva breathes in my ear, "Come in me."
"Are you safe?"
"No."
I don't care about that either. What we're doing is already so far over the edge of right that the thought of spilling in Eva drives me crazier. I fuck into her hard, my hands under her hips as I lift her and take her against the wall. Her eyes close and she grits her teeth. Her fingernails dig into my back and she hisses through her teeth one word. "Fuck..."
More laughter.
I come just in time.
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Her head hung over the edge of the poolside lounge chair, throat bulging with the cock stuffed deep inside. The nearly underage cock. The barely legal cock.
Bruce drove in and out of her throat with untamed enthusiasm, making Stacey choke on him. An older man would have been more cautious, afraid to use the single mom like this. That wasn't what Stacey wanted. She wanted his hands pawing at her big, luscious tits. She wanted him to make her gag. To use her.
His big balls slapped against her face. She liked the sweaty musk of him, right out of the showers after football practice. Her hand dropped to her cunt in her bikini bottoms and she spread her thighs wide, rocking before her fingers even brushed her pussy.
"Bruce! Where are you?" a voice called from next door.
"Shit," Bruce muttered. "That's my friend Eli."
He pulled out of her. Stacey pushed herself up on onto her elbows. "Is he eighteen?"
"Uh. Nineteen. Why?"
"Well, don't be rude. Invite him over."
Bruce gaped at her, then turned and called, "Hey. Over here. Come through the side gate. It's unlocked." He glanced down at Stacey as she twisted onto her hands and knees, kicking her feet against her butt. He stepped around and pulled her bikini bottoms down to expose her thick, ready lips. "Hurry," he added.
"Fuck me, stud. Give him a show."
Bruce moaned, and grabbed the nearly-forty MILF by the waist to pull her back to the edge of the chair. His cock hilted into her folds to his balls and she beat at the chair, the fullness almost too much to handle.
"Fuck!" she gasped.
Bruce didn't let up. He withdrew and hammered back into her, shoving her forward on the chair. Her head bent, her blonde hair spilling down, her breasts bouncing, she must have been a sight. The gate creaked and shut again.
"Whatcha up to, man... holy shiiiiiit."
Stacey recognized Eli as the hulking center from Bruce's football games. Tall and built like a brick wall, he was fantastic on the field. She wondered if he would be just as good now.
He gaped, speechless, as Bruce pounded her pussy from behind. "Get over here," Stacey called. "I need something to suck on."
"You're the model, the mom he..."
"Uh... huh!" Stacey said, the words clipped as Bruce fucked into her again.
"Holy shit. Holy shit."
But then Eli moved, yanking his shirt over his broad shoulders. His shoes flew off, followed quickly by his basketball shorts. His cock was already rising when he yanked his underwear down, and Stacey licked her lips in anticipation. She tossed back her blonde hair and patted the chair in front of her. The young man straddled it and smacked his dick against her cheek. She giggled throatily and grabbed him to bring him to her lips.
"What the hell?" Eli asked Bruce.
With the young man's dick at her mouth, Stacey said, "Shut up and fuck my face."
The boy's confusion turned to a slow-growing grin, and he grabbed her head between his massive mitts to do just that. Like Bruce, he had no self-control, no sense of how to be gentle, and he sank his cock deep in her throat, making her gag on the first thrust. It was nirvana. Used at both ends.
Her mind drifted to Adam. About his proposal the day before. About how close she came to a lifetime of one man, one dick, one boring night of missionary every few days. She closed her eyes and drove her mouth down even further on Eli's cock, loving Bruce ramming her from behind. The boy was so out of control he had to be close. She wanted it, wanted his come dripping out of her. Then she'd swallow down what Eli had to offer and they'd all go inside where she'd fuck their brains out all weekend long. Why not? Her son was at her parents'. She could fuck these studs, then maybe make a trip to the locker room after their big weekend game.
Adam. Marriage. Monogamy.
Warmth spread through Stacey as the boys' rhythmic slapping against her skin continued. She moaned her way through an orgasm, crested into a second almost immediately. Her eyes watered as she stared up at Eli, gripping her hair and fucking her mouth so hard her jaw hurt.
Coming into her pussy. Her mouth.
Marriage... or this.
Stacey had everything she could ever want.
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"You think I won't?" Jasmine asked the young man sitting on her couch.
Malcolm gave his best friend's mom a lazy smile. "Not in a million years."
Jasmine hated that grin. Hated that she liked it so much. Hated that she wanted to fuck the smile right off his face. In Malcolm's irregular visits when he came home from college, it was like some lightbulb came on. She felt something raw and primal she didn't understand. Malcolm wasn't ugly but he wasn't handsome either. At twenty, he was pretty much a physical wallflower, not fat, not skinny, not anything. But the way he looked at her, devouring her with his eyes, it made Jasmine want to drag him to the bedroom and never stop fucking him. And then there was the way the girls his age looked at him. Whispered about him. Giggled about him. Not at him. They watched Malcolm with secret smiles, the kinds of things that made a woman want to know just what they were smiling about.
It would be an odd pairing to any outside observer. In her late thirties, Jasmine was the definition of a hot mom. She worked hours in the gym every week to keep up a trim waist and a tight ass. Her tits had always been what men noticed first, but it was when they caught a look at her innocent face that they realized what a fuck bunny she really was. Jasmine knew it, and liked it. Liked being the hottest mom at the bake sales, at the games, at her husband's work functions. She liked men drooling over her.
But none of them, not even her husband Francis, made her so fucking wet as Malcolm goddamn Williamson, and she had no clue why.
She did know why he was home. It was their special day, and it happened to fall on a weekend. Ever since Malcolm started hanging around with Loren when they were just kids, he shared a love of April Fool's with Jasmine. The two of them were the only ones in their respective families who didn't see the holiday as a pain in the ass. It started small. Malcolm bought some fart spray -- he was twelve at the time -- and squirted the driver's seat of Jasmine's car generously with it. She put a fake but realistic-looking spider in his backpack, nearly making him pee himself at school when he found it.
The next year, he got her by coming over the night before, ostensibly to hang out with Loren and play games, but in reality to add cayenne pepper to the blender. Jasmine was on a smoothie kick back then, and got a hell of a surprise when she made one the next morning. She got him back for that by driving to the school and bribing her friend May in the principal's office to let her into his locker. She filled it with stuffed animals and left a note on the door saying, "I know you get scared sometimes, so I left you some friends to keep you company. Hug one, and all your troubles go away!" He called her up twenty minutes later, laughing so hard he was nearly crying.
So it went throughout the years until he turned eighteen and the games turned to yearly dares. That April Fool's, when Loren was out golfing with his father, Malcolm came over. On her third glass of wine for the night, Jasmine was pleasantly buzzed and told him she was disappointed there weren't any pranks that year. Malcolm told her he was pranked out, and truthfully, so was she. Then he suggested a game instead. She thought he meant a board or a video game, but no, Malcolm had a different idea in mind. Truth or Dare, but in the years since, it had always been dares.
There were limits then. Malcolm asked to see Jasmine's boobs with a hopeful dopey grin and she laughed him off. But by the end of the night, she agreed to jump on the trampoline in her tight tank, and he watched, stunned and so hard by the time she finished she knew he had to hurt. It made her giggle, and secretly, the thought of the eighteen-year-old wanting her that badly turned her on a bit too.
Then came college, and that vague seed of attraction planted that April Fool's Day blossomed into something more, something darker, more urgent. With every visit, Jasmine had a harder and harder time remembering the sanctity of her vows to Francis. She saw Malcolm, saw the unchecked lust in his intelligent eyes, and a fog of desire slipped through her mind. They missed last year's April Fool's since he was in college and it was on a weekday. But it didn't stop Malcolm from texting her and saying they should keep the game going. She replied with a simple, "How?" knowing full well he would want a picture of her boobs or her ass.
"Do something sexy for me," he responded.
"Little pervert," Jasmine wrote back.
"Yup."
That made her laugh. She meant to ignore his request and let it go, but all day, she thought about those words -- do something sexy for him. It was hot the way he commanded her like that. If she thought about it for overly long, inevitably she started thinking of more, of Malcolm in his dorm room, jacking off to her, to her ass, to her tits, to her smile. And when Jasmine started down that road, a dizzying heat swept through her, making her so wet all she could think about was fingering herself to him. By the late afternoon, she got no work done and was staring sightlessly at her computer when she finally said fuck it, and went into the bathroom to tug up her blouse and take a picture of her tits in her bra. It wasn't anything particularly sexy, so she turned in profile to the mirror, raised the shirt, and made a face like she just came. That was it. That was the one. Before Jasmine could think about it overly long, she sent it to Malcolm with the line, "Now do something sexy for me."
Predictably, he sent her a picture of his hard cock tucked away in his shorts, followed by another of his hand inside his boxers with a caption of, "This is what you do to me." She fucked herself silly to those pictures for two weeks, then the guilt settled in and she texted to tell him they couldn't do anything like that again. His response had been simple. "I'm okay with that. But we have to have April Fool's." After an hour of thought, she agreed.
Now it was April Fool's again, and Malcolm was back. Oh Lord, Jasmine was thinking of some very bad things while he sat there right in front of her.
Like now, his first dare of the early afternoon.
"What do you want to see me in?" Jasmine asked, blushing under his scrutiny.
"Your sexiest outfit," he said. "Something that says you're the hottest mom on the fucking planet."
"Language," Jasmine said mildly.
"Really? Now?" he asked with a smirk.
"Brat," she said, and stuck out her tongue. "You have to phrase it like a dare, or it doesn't count."
Malcolm chuckled. "All right. I dare you to go dress like the MILF you are."
"Be right back."
Jasmine tried not to run to her bedroom upstairs, but it was a close thing. She felt giddy, and more than a little sick. This was far more than just a sext back and forth. This was borderline cheating, and given the way she thought -- hoped -- the afternoon would go, that would probably be a line that she crossed too. And it wasn't that she hated her husband or her son. Francis was a good husband, sweet and funny and a good father. Yeah, maybe he took her good looks for granted and their sex had become stale, but that was just as much on her as it was him. She could have told him some fantasies and he would have acted them out for her.
Similarly, Loren was a good son. He knew his friends liked to look at his hot mom and tolerated it with passably good humor. Sure, there was the usual teenage angst and she wished he was pulling better grades in college but he was, at his core, as kind a man as his father. This would be nearly as much a betrayal to him as it would be to Francis.
If they found out.
Jasmine dug through her closet, looking for just the right outfit. A gown was far too formal. A nightie too informal, though it definitely went into her mental maybe pile. Her little black cocktail dress? Closer to the mark. Jasmine's hand rested on it, then moved across the fabric of a red dress she bought for a cruise. The thin shoulder straps could barely keep her breasts in check, and the hem came to just above her knees. Combine it with some heels and... yeah. That was it.
She changed in a hurry, waves of heat pulsing through her. Her pussy begged for attention but she couldn't give it any, lest she call Malcolm up to the bedroom and tell him to pound her into the mattress right there and then. No, she wanted to play this game a while longer, and maybe pull herself back from the edge.
Yeah. Right.
Jasmine spent a few moments tousling her dark brown hair, kissed at herself in the mirror, and opened up the cabinet to dig out some condoms. But... where would she hide them? She didn't want to seem too desperate. Besides, Jasmine wasn't going to fuck Malcolm. She wasn't. She was going to tease him and give him a show and maybe he'd give her one, and that would be it.
And maybe they'd do some petting.
Some serious petting.
The fact that Jasmine wanted her son's best friend's come deep inside her warm wet cunt was barely a thought in her mind. Her warm... wet... unprotected cunt.
She swallowed.
"Oh God, what am I doing?" Jasmine whispered to herself in the mirror.
You're going to let a barely-legal stud seduce you then fuck your brains out, that's what.
She moaned deep in her throat and pushed away from the bathroom counter to head downstairs, where Malcolm was still languishing on her couch. At the sight of her, he uncrossed his legs and leaned forward.
"Oh... oh wow..." he said.
"Never in a million years, huh?" Jasmine asked.
"Y-yeah," he said, suddenly a shadow of his cocky self. "Fuck, Mrs. Taylor..."
"I thought it might be a little too revealing," she said, and pressed her elbows against the sides of her breasts as she bent over. "It's not, is it?"
"Nurkh." Malcolm cleared his throat. "I mean... no. It's... great."
"Well... you used up your one dare this year. I wonder what I should ask for mine."
Malcolm stared at her chest blankly for a few full seconds before he blinked and looked up. "Wait. One dare? What?"
Jasmine came to the couch and sat beside him. His hand went to her thigh and she moved it to her knee instead. "Yes. One dare. That's all you get. So now I need to think of a proper dare for you. Something... fun."
"Wait wait wait, we never agreed to just one dare."
She laughed and patted his hand. If it moved slightly up her leg, she pretended not to notice. "I got you. April Fool's."
"God, I love you and I hate you all at once."
"I know the feeling. But it's still my turn," Jasmine said. Her eyes flicked to his groin. A tent was quickly forming in his khaki shorts again. "Hm. I dare you... to watch a movie with me."
Jasmine could have laughed as his expression broke. "A... a... movie." He sighed. "Well... okay."
"I wasn't done yet," Jasmine scooted away from him towards the edge of the couch and patted the seat beside her. "I dare you to watch a movie with me with your head on my lap."
Malcolm brightened considerably. "Okay. Yeah. Sure."
She laughed and grabbed the remote. "I'll even let you choose the movie."
He scooted over and took the remote from her. It didn't take him long to find a movie, zeroing in on a raunchy 2000s romantic comedy starring Lea Banner as a hot single mom.
"Mm," Jasmine said as the movie started and he put aside the remote. "I wonder why you picked this one?"
"Because..." Malcolm said, twisting onto his side and resting his head on her thigh. "She's the second most fuckable mom I've ever seen."
"Oh, and who's the first?"
Malcolm turned his head and kissed her thigh through the thin fabric of her dress. "You have to know the answer to that one."
"Tell me," Jasmine said, resting a hand on his side.
"All right. There's no woman in this world I want more than you."
She swallowed, and stroked his abs under his shirt. "Someone as charming as you, you could have anyone."
"I had everyone else I wanted," Malcolm said. Onscreen, the intro showed quick flashes of Chicago, but neither of them was paying a bit of attention. His hand brushed hers, took it, moved it to his hip. "Mrs. Berkley. Mrs. Malone." Her breathing picked up rapidly. She knew those names. Knew that they were MILFs just like her. "Ms. Connors."
"Lindsey Connors?" Jasmine whispered, her thighs parting with a rush of liquid heat. Lindsey Connors was the high school science teacher, an incredibly attractive woman in her early thirties.
"Yes."
"I... play tennis with her." Jasmine's hand moved down closer to the bulge in his shorts. "She never... never mentioned it."
"She wouldn't. Probably afraid of losing her job. I fucked her bent over her desk when she had a free hour and I was supposed to be going to the bathroom. I had to gag her with her own panties, she was so loud." Malcolm chuckled. "I just turned eighteen two days before that. A birthday present to myself." He twisted and looked up at Jasmine, and the motion had the effect of bringing his cock within a half inch of her hand. She raised it, trembling, as he stared her in the eyes. "Some college girls and a professor too but they're not the same as a hot mom. And you... you're the last one I want. The hottest one. The one I've been fantasizing about for so long."
"What do you want from me, Malcolm?" Jasmine asked, faint with the need burning inside her. "Because this can't be a relationship."
"I don't want it to be." His eyes sparkled. "I don't want to wreck your marriage. But I want this hot MILF cunt-" she moaned softly at the filthy word coming from his mouth, the boy who used to be so afraid of cursing around her "-wet and ready for me anytime you know I'm coming home. And when I'm not here, when you need it so bad you can't take it anymore, I want you driving over and visiting me at college so I can show you off to my friends before I take you back to my apartment and fuck you ragged."
"W-why would I do any of that?" she whispered, knowing she would, knowing she would burn for him the rest of her life. She never wanted anything more in that moment than this fantasy.
He took her hand in his. "For the same reason all of them wanted it." Was it his hand or hers that went to his bulge? She could lie and pretend it was his, but she had to know. Had to feel him and find out.
"Oh. My. God," Jasmine whimpered as she gripped his thick, hard cock.
He twisted his head, not towards the movie, but towards her breast, and she thrust out her chest without thinking about it, her hard nipple grazing against his lips. "So I'm going to dare you to give over all your dares to me," Malcolm said. He parted his lips and brought hem to her nipple through the fabric, his cock jumping when he made contact. Against her breast, his voice was a soft caress. "Not just today, but for all time." Jasmine stroked his cock, her breaths coming so hard her chest rose and fell with them. "When I dare you to send me a picture of these tits or this pussy, I want you to do it immediately." He nuzzled the fabric of her dress and sucked her tit again through it. She moved a free hand absently to the strap, already tugging it down even as her mind gibbered at her that she was about to cheat, that this was a line she could never uncross. "When I come home and dare you to put on a bikini so I can fuck you by the pool, you'll only ask me if you should wear a one piece or two." With the image of him behind her in one of the lounge chairs firmly imprinting itself into her mind, Jasmine pulled the fabric away from her nipple and started in on his zipper at the same time.
"W-what else?" she panted.
He thought about that and sucked her tit into his mouth. Crackling heat shot through her and she shivered with need. He sensed it and sucked harder before abruptly popping away from her nipple. Her tit glistened, the image forever indelibly the one she would start her fantasies of this day to.
"When Francis is out back barbequing," he said, "I want to take you upstairs and fuck you on your bed. I want him to suspect. I want him to hear just enough he knows who's giving it to you so good."
She shivered again, thinking about it, the young man plowing into her with her legs kicking in midair as Francis obliviously cooked away outside, maybe now and then hearing his wife pant or curse or wondering what the rhythmic thumping was. If she turned on the washing machine...
"Fuck," she whimpered. "But I love him..."
"I'm not asking you not to," Malcolm said as she managed to get his shorts down far enough that his fat, long cock sprang out. His tip glistened as much as her tit and she licked her lips, wanting to get her mouth on it. "I don't care if you sleep with him or save it for me. But I want you on demand. You are mine first, his second. That's your first dare."
"I never accepted," she said, grasping his cock loosely and stroking him. But she knew the truth. She wanted this as badly as Malcolm did.
"Then I dare you to say yes," Malcolm said, and hungrily devoured her nipple again.
The heat inside her built to a roar. She clenched her teeth as the pleasure hit her hard. Barely had Malcolm begun to touch her but the first orgasm hit Jasmine anyways, her mouth opening, her eyes going half-lidded. "Yeeesss!" Jasmine whined, both to the orgasm and the proposal. His. Forever Malcolm's.
She jacked him harder as he sucked at her breast. She only stopped to spit into her palm. Not that he needed much lubrication. His tip gleamed with his desire for her and provided plenty. Christ, he was big, maybe twice the size of Francis and at least again as thick. Shaven too, a look she had never seen on a guy in person. She liked it. No hair to get in the way of what she wanted to do later. Oh God, the thought of Malcolm shooting into her mouth nearly brought her to the edge again. She was going to come so many times that day.
His hips met her fist. Thrusting up at her, he moaned around her nipple and sucked harder. He broke away and growled, "I dare you to unlock your phone and give it to me."
Her feverish mind told her this was a bad idea. Or was it the best idea? Jasmine didn't know which and was too turned on to care. She picked up the phone, punched in her passcode, and handed it to him. He raised it over his head and took a picture as he started sucking on her tit again. Click click click. Then he turned so he could see her jacking him off and got a picture of that too.
He pushed up off the couch and Jasmine moaned in need. He hurried right back to her, the phone in hand, jerking his own cock while he took a picture of her with her tit bared, her cheeks flushed, and her lips parted. Her hands took him again and jerked him harder, faster. Click, click, click. There would be no mistaking her for anyone else if those got out. She didn't care. She wanted more. She wanted him to do every filthy fucking thing he desired. She would give him everything.
Everything.
If Francis or Loren walked in that door right then, she'd still jerk Malcolm off. She was desperate for this, her whole body thrumming with black desire, and she nearly cried out for joy when he grunted, "I'm close. I want to come all over your tits."
She hurried down the other strap on the dress and jacked him against her nipple, her mouth parted wide, her mind floating on a thousand embers of wicked desire. He gritted his teeth and aimed the phone, snapping picture after picture as he started to come, great big gobs of him streaking her tits, her nipples, her chest. She let him go and grabbed at her own tits, rocking back against the couch at the feel of the warmth of him, her son's best friend's come, holy fuck, this was wrong, this was wrong, this was so fucking wrong.
Then he was moving too, dropping the phone beside her before falling to his knees and yanking her dress up. Jasmine spread her thighs wide for him. He grabbed her flimsy excuse for panties and ripped them away from her, pocketing the material and driving his tongue between her slick, thick folds.



"Oh, that's fucking delicious," he moaned.
"Oh God," Jasmine whimpered, reaching both for her phone and her mound. "You're doing this, you're eating my pussy..." The hand going to her phone clapped to her mouth instead.
Malcolm took another long lap of her liquid warmth and stared up at her. "I dare you to swear as much as you want. It's a turn-on, Mrs. Taylor."
She dropped the hand. "I think you can call me Jasmine now that we're, mm... fucking." She blushed furiously with the last word, but it didn't stop her from picking up the phone and aiming the camera back at him again.
He grinned. "All right... Jasmine... be as dirty a MILF as you want to be. Because I'm going to say things like, oh, I love licking this mommy pussy."
"Oh fuck," Jasmine breathed.
She stroked his head while he relished her soaking folds. The camera in hand, she set it to video mode and recorded Malcolm giving her long, deep licks. His tongue curled at the end of each one. His hands pressed to her thighs, then moved to her mound, rubbing her in slow pushes towards the thin, trimmed strip of dark hair leading to her clit. This he mostly ignored for the moment, his eyes locked on hers as he savored her.
Malcolm drove her right to the edge like that, tonguing her almost languidly, a knowing smirk on his face. "Don't... tease..." she whimpered.
He came away from her pussy and breathed against it, "My dares, remember? I'm in control."
"Mal-colm!"
He chuckled and brought his mouth back to her pussy, sucking and slurping on her. His eyes squeezed shut with pleasure and she realized he was stroking himself again. God, the stamina and recovery of the young. She almost forgot about that. The thought of that big cock pounding her over and over and over again nearly drove her there. Her free hand went to her clit and she started rubbing before he nudged it aside. His face turned serious, and up his tongue came -- right to her button.
She screamed. She actually screamed.
"Fuck! Oh fuck! Lick it! Please lick it!"
Malcolm lost his playfulness and lashed her clit with his tongue. He brought four fingers to her soaked folds and pushed them in, filling her completely. Jasmine arched her back and lifted her butt off the couch, her legs kicking out. Pleasure washed over her as he pumped the fingers in and out and licked and slurped at her clit. On the video later she realized she made no sound for nearly a minute, just the noise of thrashing as she crested another orgasm -- or was it two or three? She didn't know. But she knew she came and came and came, thought fleeing her replaced only by need.
She blacked out for just a moment, coming to as Malcolm kissed her hungrily, his lips and chin wet with her juices. She wrapped shaking arms around him, crying from the enormity of that release, and he was guiding her onto her back, his hand at her pussy still, fingers sawing in and out of her. She thought he was going to fuck her then, but no, he was intent on making her come again as he kissed her over and over again. She felt like a teenager, the way she couldn't control her tongue and the way he jammed his into her mouth, taking her with ferocious, eager young need. She felt his cock against her leg and rubbed it instinctually, as much as she could. He humped her right back, his need evident in his harsh breaths, the frantic way his lips moved against hers. It was that wantonness in him that made her come again, a tiny blip on the radar compared to the massive one she just experienced, but still wrenching a sob of pleasure out of her.
Malcolm moved, and Jasmine thought, "This is it, this is when he fucks me, oh thank God..." but no. Malcolm slid off the couch, panting and jerking his cock, staring at her in what looked like frustration. He shot for the end of the couch and grabbed Jasmine under the armpits, dragging her forcefully -and wasn't that a turn-on too? -- up and over the armrest so her head was tilted down and her butt barely balanced on the couch cushion. Upside down like that, she stared as he brought his cock to her lips and plunged it in.
"Suck my cock, Mrs. Taylor," he growled, "take that fucking dick down your throat."
Her whimper of acknowledgement was cut off when he shoved that big fucking horsedick down her mouth so far he hit her throat -- and kept going. His hands went to her big tits and squeezed, just as rough as his mouthfucking. She was his plaything now and Jasmine fucking loved it, loved that she was choking on him, loved the rough way he pinched and pulled at her nipples. Not so much as to make her really hurt, but enough pain mixed in with the pleasure to make her feel used, the way she wanted.
Her legs kicked up and down like she was riding a bicycle as he slid back and forth, back and forth, giving her just enough time to draw a breath before he was fucking her throat again. His huge balls slapped against her with every thrust.
"Ah fuck, ah fuck," Malcolm moaned. "That's what I've wanted for so fucking long, you hot mommy slut..."
Somehow, "mommy" felt more degrading than "slut, and... well, Jasmine liked it. She moaned and a hand went to her pussy. She fingered herself to the thrusts of his cock, wishing he was fucking her but delirious from the experience.
"URK!" she gasped against him when she could. "URK! URK! URK!"
"Do you like being called a mommy slut?" he asked her, and squeezed one of her tits. "One urk for yes, two urks for no." She hesitated, then he drove his cock into her throat again and pulled back. "I didn't catch that."
"Urk!"
"Fuck," he grunted happily. "Suck my cock, then, mommy slut."
She arched her back, fingers deep inside her cunt, and he drove his dick in and out of her throat. Her other hand came around his ass and pulled at him with frantic need. Come in my mouth now and FUCK ME, she wanted to shout.
As if he heard her, he jerked out of her mouth and his hand shot to his cock. He jacked it as he studied her again, then growled, "Get on your knees and suck me now. Then I'm going to come all over your face."
She coughed and gasped, "Get it on camera. I want to watch that."
"Goddamn, Jasmine, you are fucking incredible."
She grinned and slid off the couch to kneel as he went for the phone again. "I know."
This time she did the work while he filmed. She stared up at him and devoured his cock, bobbing her head up and down him eagerly as he told her what a good filthy slut she was. Her hand went between her thighs and she kept right on fingering herself as he used her. It was already the hottest sex of her life by a wide margin and he still had yet to actually fuck her. Just being used like this was enough to set her off again and she quaked on her fingers as he lodged his dick deep in her throat, getting a shot of her mouth nearly to his root. Her favorite though was one of her pulling off him completely and sucking on one of his balls. Her eyes were wide open in an almost innocent gaze as she slurped and sucked on his testicle. She could forever remember what she was thinking in that moment, an amused "I'm sucking on my son's best friend's balls."
It wasn't long after that he started to buck into her mouth, his control slipping. He gripped her hair and shoved her down harder and faster on his dick as she moaned and played with her wet, puffy folds. She heard the distinct chime of the phone switching to record mode and grinned around him.
"I'm close, mommy slut. I dare you to take it all on your face."
He let her go and she pulled off him, gasping, "Yes, do it, do it, come on my face, Malcolm, I'm yours."
"Mine," he agreed with a dark growl to his voice, and then he was coming again. Dear God, there was nearly as much of him as the first time. He kept hitting her with glob after glob of warmth, her eyes closed, a huge smile on her face. Her forehead, her cheeks, her eyelids, her lips, they were all coated, and when he finally finished, she dove back on his cock again, cleaning him with her tongue as he softened.
Malcolm ended the recording and gasped, "Fuck, oh fuck. This is incredible."
Jasmine pulled off him and kissed his tip. "As good as you dreamed about?"
"So much better. This isn't bullshit, Jasmine. You're the best fuck I've ever had. I love you. I mean that in every way you think I do. I don't want you to leave him, but you need to know I'm always going to want you."
"Even when I'm old and you're just in your thirties."
He leaned down and ran a finger through one of the streaks of come. When he fed it to her, he said with soft intensity, "Always. There will be other women but you've always been number one and you always will be."
She smiled up at him and lovingly stroked his ass. "Take me to bed."
He did, guiding her up to her feet and walking her up the stairs. He stripped her at the doorway, taking in every inch of her with boyish wonder. As experienced as he was, boobs and a nice ass were still magic to him and she laughed giddily at his expression.
They cleaned up in the master bathroom, taking a moment to recover. Once Jasmine cleaned her face and he rubbed down his cock, he was on her again, standing behind her, cupping her tits and staring at her in the mirror. They got a couple pictures like that, including one spectacular one of Jasmine looking over her shoulder and him kissing her with a hand on her tit and the other at her sex.
They walked out of the bathroom, and Jasmine was just starting to say something when Malcolm took control, hands on her waist. He was behind her, and pushed her to the bed none too gently. She looked over her shoulder and his eyes were locked on her ass. She knelt on the bed on all fours and wiggled it at him.
"Jesus Christ," he said faintly. "There are girls my age that don't have an ass that tight."
He dropped, gripping her cheeks, and drove his mouth to her cleft. She gasped, still looking over her shoulder. Was he going to...?
"Oh my God," Jasmine whimpered as his tongue slid across her bud.
No one had ever done this to her. But Malcolm did, and he did it with just as much fervor as his face-fucking minutes ago. Like it was a cock, her son's best friend drove his tongue into her ass, and she rocked back against him to get even more of it inside her. She brought a hand to her pussy again, her palm against her clit and rubbing as he tongued her.
"Oh, oh this is dirty, lick my ass, lick my fucking ass..."
This was so wild. Malcolm was so fast to take what he wanted and she loved it. She finally looked away, eyelids fluttering. On her nightstand was a picture of her and Francis together at their wedding. She blushed and looked down at the bedding instead as the young man half her husband's age speared her bud with his tongue.
He pulled away and something replaced his tongue. His thumb. Jasmine's head shot up and back so hard she felt her neck pop as his thumb slid inside her ass. Her fingers pushed into her pussy to meet his exploratory thrusts, and she had never felt so full. Malcolm's lips brushed her ass, his breathing hot and heavy too, and he kissed it while he fingered her, while he did this incredibly naughty thing to her.
"Dirty, it's so dirty," she whimpered.
"Tell me you don't like it and I stop," he said. "But tell me you do and I'm going to want to fuck this ass someday soon, Jasmine."
"Nnnngh, nnnngh," she moaned, rocking back harder. "I like it... oh God..."
"I dare you to let me fuck your ass then, anytime I want, anywhere I want," he said, his voice low and husky with need.
"Yes, it's yours, it's yours, my ass, my mouth, my pussy, they're yours, M-Malcolm..."
Jasmine exploded again in no time.
The orgasm hit her nearly as hard as the ones downstairs, Her already trembling body fell forward and she cried out, "M-Malcolm!" There was another moment of blackness when all she could register was him guiding her further up the bed, still on her stomach. She gurgled her pleasure, and he chuckled darkly. Then she felt something press against her sex and she came up out of it, head arching back again as his cockhead pressed to her lips.
Her son's friend -- no, her lover, her new addiction, not a teenager but the man she burned for -- pushed inside her.
"FuuuuuuUUUUCK!" she cried out.
Oh God, the pleasure. Was it all that first orgasm or a few stretched out? She didn't know and she was too delirious to care. Malcolm pinned her to the bed, his hips thrusting up into her so hard they were pushing up towards the pillows. His lips found her shoulder, her neck, and he sucked and marked her as his. She reached a shaking hand up towards the pillows and clutched at the fabric of the comforter as he pounded into her pussy, spreading her so wide she knew she would ache for days when the debaucherous day was done.
And oh fuck, she loved it.
"Are you coming for me again, mommy slut?" he asked her, his lips somewhere close to her ear.
"Uh... huh!" she whimpered, fingers trembling as she crushed the fabric.
"Are you coming all over this big fat dick?"
"Yessss!"
"I dare you to tell me you love this dick."
"I love your dick!" she wailed. "I love it so fucking much! Never! Stop! Fucking! ME!"
He fucked her even harder still, pulling back just far enough he could grab a handful of her dark hair and yank it back. She came with it, orgasming as he lifted her up off the bed, her tits jiggling with his every hard thrust. His arm roped around her under her breasts and his hips slammed against her ass.
"I dare you to be mine, Jasmine. I dare you to tell it to me."
"I'm yours, I'm yours, I'm yours!"
"I dare y-you... I dare you to tell me you love me. Like I love you."
She twisted as much as she could, her hair falling across her face, eyes nearly closed from the whirlwind of sensations inside her. But despite the pleasure, her mind was perfectly clear for the briefest of moments as she gasped, "I love you, Malcolm. I'll always be yours."
He pulled out of her, and she whimpered for him to put it back inside her, but he had other ideas. Malcolm turned her around and guided her onto her back, his dick in his hand against her sex. "If I put this back inside you," he croaked, "I'm going to want to come. I'm close. I'm so fucking close, and you're... you're perfection."
She licked her lips. "Dare me."
"What?"
"Dare me to take your cock inside me. To feel it."
"Are you... safe?"
"Clean. But I'm not on the pill."
He shivered, and his voice was so low it was almost a whisper. "I dare you. Take my cock. Take my come. Feel it inside you."
"Yesss," she hissed, and moved his hands to take him herself and guide him to her entrance. Then he was inside her, his eyes rolling back. She coiled her legs around him as he began to thrust again, just as hard as before but with a strange look to his eyes. Devotion. Love. She wrapped her hands around his neck and he dropped his lips to her shoulder, kissing her as he thrust harder. Only at the end did he slow, his words hot against her neck, "Oh, oh Jesus, I finally got to have you..."
"I'm yours," Jasmine whimpered, and he came.
* * * * *
They rested together on the bed a long time afterwards, Malcolm nearly falling asleep as he stroked her side. Neither of them spoke for a long while. There were some tears on her part until she reached across him and folded the picture of Francis down.
"I mean it. I want to be first in your life but I'm not expecting you to get divorced or something."
She nodded. "I have to admit... the idea of sneaking around behind him is hot. I hate that it turns me on, but..."
"Yeah. Nothing about this is right. But I do love you, Jasmine."
"I love you too." She sighed. "But I suppose I'd better start some laundry and clean the couch before he comes home. He doesn't deserve us rubbing his face in it."
"I agree. Mm. Fuck, I wanted to take your ass today."
She laughed. "Something to look forward to for both of us. Besides, I need to buy some plugs before I can fit that thing inside me. Jesus, Malcolm."
"Thanks." He cocked an eyebrow, grinning, and for just a moment, she was reminded of the teenager he once was. "Bigger than him?"
"Oh God," she said, and reached for a pillow to cover her face. Under it, she added, "Twice as big. And way thicker."
He laughed and reached down to finger her cunt. "Can't imagine what he'll think next time he tries to take this."
"It'll be interesting." She finally moved the pillow away and studied him. She knew it was over for her and Francis, and that broke her heart more than a little, but she knew who and what she wanted. Maybe not a traditional relationship with the young stud, but she was going to be desperate for that cock every chance she could get it. Jasmine wasn't about to tell him that, though. Or at least... she didn't intend on it. "If I left him..."
"I'd want other women," Malcolm said, just as softly. "And I'm unreasonably selfish. If we were together, the only cock inside you I would want is mine. I'm not going to apologize for that."
She nodded. "I'm going to take my time. Think it over. I might want to be with a woman you bring home too. If that's something you think you want."
His eyes lit up. "Fuck yes. Mrs. Berkley and Ms. Taylor both want you, by the way. I told them what I planned on doing to you and they went wild. Let's hook up with them sometime when I come home."
"God, I'm going to fantasize about that every waking moment." Jasmine leaned over and kissed him. He kissed her back, and it was strange and gentle and so very sweet. Well, right up to the point where he got her on her back again, his hardening cock against her stomach.
They fucked one more time, and it was a fucking. He had her legs up to her chest and she panted a string of fantasies to him, things she wanted to try but was too nervous to ask Francis for. He agreed to all of them, and added one of his own, telling her he wanted to see her on her knees between him and his roommates, sucking their cocks. But only he would get to fuck her. They could watch, but her pussy was his and his alone. That set her off, and with the clock ticking, he jerked out and fucked her tits, coming across her face again at the last.
They hurried to clean up after that, running the bedding through the wash and wiping down the couch. She touched up her makeup and covered up the hickey on her neck. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air so they opened up all the windows and the doors. Francis came home, cheerful and happy to find Malcolm there. He even offered to have Malcolm stay for dinner, which made Jasmine nearly burst out laughing. Malcolm begged off with a smile, and as Francis went into the kitchen to grab a beer, Malcolm grabbed his wife's ass and leaned in to whisper in her ear, "I dare you to take every inch of me in this ass next time."
"What was that?" Francis called.
"Just making plans for the next time we meet up. Good to see you, Francis." To Jasmine, he said with a wink, "Happy April Fool's."
"You too!"
* * * * *
Malcolm walked out of there sore and unbelievably happy. In his car, he allowed himself a boyish moment of victory, pumping his fist. The hottest woman in the world hadn't just let him fuck her -- he expected that for over a year -- but actually loved him. Was thinking of leaving her husband for him. Jesus. What a day.
But it wasn't over yet.
He dialed a number, and the young man on the other end picked up on the first ring.
"Hello?" Loren said.
"No April Fool's prank here. But I win, bitch."
Loren let out a groan as theatrical as it was long. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck. I knew it. I knew it would be this stupid fucking day.
Malcolm cackled wildly. "Holy shit, dude. I'm not going to get into the specifics, but... it went way better than I ever could have fantasized."
"Goddamn it. I am this close to banging your mom. Spring break, maybe." Loren gave an irritated grunt, then added, "All right, I'll send on your hundred bucks. Well played."



"Yeah, keep it. Call it an apology. I, uh... I might have just blown up your parents' marriage."
Silence, then a sputtered, "What?"
"Yeah, yeah, sorry. But... dude, your mom's in love with me."
"Oh, go fuck yourself," Loren said. Then, "Really?"
"Want to up the bet?" Malcolm asked. "A thousand bucks to whoever marries the other guy's mom first? I'd say we should bet on who knocks up the other one's mom first, but I just pretty much got that one in the bag."
"Ahhhh man!" Loren said, and hung up.
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Sierra's hands trembled enough she spilled some of the popcorn out of the top of the butter-stained paper bag. This was it, she thought. All or nothing. Do or die.
It was not the first time she thought that in the last month. Not the twentieth time. Not even the hundredth. And it wasn't just about the swim meet, either.
It would be Jason's last at college. Sierra hoped he would continue to try for world competition but he admitted to her through one of their frequent text message conversations he was okay if it never happened. He wanted to move on to the next thing - coaching, like her.
You inspired me, he told her more than once, sending flushes of warmth through her that weren't just from pride.
Her star pupil.
Sierra saw Jason's mother in the stands. Katherine was a slim-featured beauty who passed on the fine bone structure of her cheeks to her son. The mother waved enthusiastically and pointed to the open seat next to her in the bleachers. Sierra wondered, again not for the first time since Jason turned eighteen and she realized what a handsome man he'd become, if Katherine knew the reason Sierra attended so many of these college meets, why she drove a hundred and fifty miles every time Jason competed at home and she could make it. Katherine probably did. Sierra wasn't exactly capable of hiding away her emotions.
Not that Sierra would have ever acted on anything. Not until that day. She hoped she still had the nerves for this. Hoped the warmth she felt from the student eight years her junior wasn't just her imagination and she fell flat on her face.
She climbed the stands, smiling with some trepidation at Katherine. The other woman greeted her with a big hug and misty eyes. "His last meet!" she said.
"I'm a big ball of emotions," Sierra said.
"Oh, honey, us too. I've been crying off and on for days. Grant even got choked up about it."
"Is he here? I didn't see him at the concession stand."
"Oh yes! Getting some photos of the building, I think. Oh, there he is."
Jason's father came through a pair of double doors talking to a pair of young men and laughing. Grant was a much heftier man than his son. Then again, when Jason first signed on to the swim team at fifteen, he was a big boy too. That was why he tried out. He was tired of being teased about his weight and joined Sierra's swim team because it seemed like the most fun sports program. When he discovered he was right, he threw himself into the training, and with Sierra's guidance about safe dieting and exercise outside of the program, Jason trimmed down the pounds fast, becoming one of the most fit athletes in the school in less than two years.
That wasn't all. By his junior year, Jason never fell lower than third place. His senior year, that bumped up to second place, leading to a brilliant finish at the state level that saw him taking third in his best effort at the backstroke yet.
Swimming and his good grades got him some decent scholarships. With even more rigorous training, he was a fierce competitor all four years, though the other swimmers were just as dangerously good. Backstroke was still his best event and his relay times improved dramatically, though he was all over the place when it came to freestyle. He would compete in all three that day All the co-captains would be taking part in the relay, a send-off to the seniors.
Now, Grant took pictures of the crowd, the pools, and a few long-distance shots of Jason's mother and his first coach before climbing up to them and giving Sierra hug with all the warmth of his wife's.
"You're the reason he's here today," he told her, and Sierra shook her head.
"No. He is. He made this happen."
"Ah, you pointed him in the right direction."
"Just following up on what you two started," Sierra said.
Katherine squeezed her knee. "No, honey. He fell in love with the water because he fell in love with you."
Sierra blushed hard at that. "I... um... I never..."
"We know," Grant said gently. "If we thought even for a second that you did, we wouldn't have let him near you. But you do care for him now, don't you?"
Sierra hesitated a long moment, then looked out over the pools and nodded.
"Good," Katherine said.
It wasn't long before the teams came out to warm up, led by Jason and the other co-captains. His parents and Sierra stood and cheered, and Jason looked up at them, grinning. He wore a towel around his trim waist, and when he cast it off, Sierra's heart skipped a beat. Never once when he was under eighteen had she been attracted to him, but a few months after, something clicked one day as she watched him jogging on the school's track. He was still so youthful looking then, but for the first time, she saw him as a man too. His face was almost more beautiful than handsome, and his muscles sleek and ropey.
With his curly short dark hair and soulful brown eyes, Jason slowly became a fantasy Sierra knew she shouldn't indulge in. When he went off to college, they stayed in touch via friendly emails, usually about his training and classes. When Jason invited her to his first college meet, Sierra readily agreed and traveled with his parents to see him fire off the boards to a nervous false start.
Things slowly progressed from there, and they developed a genuine friendship over the next few years. She fantasized about him often, feeling guilty about it but no longer able to deny the fact that she was attracted to her former student. It wasn't something she ever intended on acting on. They both had a string of relationships, his usually short, hers lasting anywhere from a month to a year. Sierra always assumed things would stay platonic between them.
But then came Jason's senior year. Their emails, always friendly, started to take on something of a flirty tone, and soon they started texting each other as often as once a day. As their conversations grew more and more intimate and unguarded, with a staggering lurch, Sierra realized something fundamental. She was in love with Jason, and there would never really be a man quite like him in her life. He was kind and funny and genuine, free with his emotions and never impolite. Their relationships dried up, and Sierra wondered, perhaps foolishly, if it didn't have something to do with their conversations, and she began to hold out the tiniest bit of hope he felt the same way as her, that he might love her too.
Slowly Sierra began to talk herself into pursuing the young man lest her heart be ripped out by inaction. By February, a month before his last meet, she convinced herself that this would be the day she opened up to her former student, as insane as that might be. She knew it would lead to the end of her job so she already turned in her resignation for the end of the year. That was okay. Things were getting nasty in schools the whole country over, with parents screaming for teachers to do more, more, more and sticking them with the responsibility for all of society's problems while all the time voting down pay increases. It was exhausting work and she probably would have quit anyways. She had no idea what she would do in the future because a lot of that rested on the outcome of that day. It was exhilarating and terrifying all at once, but she was ready to take the leap she feared so much.
The buildup to the first race seemed to take forever, but then it all came on so blazingly fast. Jason didn't take part in the individual medley races, but was on right after for his best event, the backstroke. All three of them were on their feet as he took his position. The heat building in Sierra's body and soul combined, and she pressed her thighs together even as she cheered him on, her heart soaring for him and breaking all at once that this was it.
The starting beep, and Jason flew through the water. He worked so hard the last few years trimming down what little excess fat he had, and was now a sleek, muscular figure in the pool. The expected lead was out front, too good to be beat, but Jason held strong to third as they hit the wall and kicked off, his powerful legs giving him the boost to near the second-place guy -- and then he was past him, pushing through the water as Sierra, Grant, and Katherine roared.
It was close. But it wasn't enough.
Still they cheered like he won anyways, tears streaming down Sierra's face. His best time, over. He climbed out of the pool and toweled off before turning and waving at her and his parents. They waved back, and Sierra fought the odd urge to blow him a kiss. You did so good, she told him mentally. You've come so far.
And the day wasn't over yet.
The relay went okay. Jason fought as fiercely as he had with the backstroke, giving it his all in his final outing, but one of their guys lost some time after a bad start and they slid down to third. Still a great showing, but not the potential first they could have claimed.
More events, but Jason wasn't a part of them. He sat on the sidelines, cheering on his teammates, and more than once looking a little lost. Sierra watched him almost exclusively the entire time, her eyes hardly losing focus. And his gaze frequently went to her, too. Well... probably his parents, too, but it felt like his gaze lingered on her.
Sierra never noticed Katherine and Grant exchanging a knowing look between them.
Finally, it was time for Jason's last event of his career, the freestyle. Not his best event, and he wasn't expected to place in it, especially given the talent the other schools brought. Jason took some deep breaths, his emotions as always as clear as day. His coach gripped his shoulder and said something to him. Jason nodded and joined the others at the pool. Before he took his position, Jason looked up at the stands one more time, right at Sierra. He pointed at her, then the pool. She wept, and nodded.
Then they were off, and his start was phenomenal. It got a gasp out of Sierra. Jason pushed harder than she'd ever seen him push before, his style impeccable, his body a scalpel. He shot to an early lead to the cheers of his parents and fought to hold it, his competitors right on his heels. Off the walls, two swimmers made ground, catching up to him in a dead heat. All of Jason's team were on their feet, roaring for him. Jason never looked once around him. His eyes were solely focused on the water and the walls. He strained, the crowd going wild now at the closest race of not just the day, but the whole season. Seconds left. Three. Two... Jason reached out.
One. Won.
He shot up out of the water, looking left, looking right, and then his team was on him, hoisting him out, lifting him up. He threw off his goggles and raised his fists in the air, his chest heaving, his smile huge. Sierra, Katherine, and Grant rushed down to the poolside and to him, and he was there, being let down, clutching Sierra to him, his forehead against hers. She was still crying and he was too, but his lips found hers and she melted into him, hearing him shout something to her over the din.
"You did this. This was you. Thank you. Thank you."
* * *
Almost everyone was gone. They sat at the edge of the pool, Jason still in his swim briefs, Sierra with her dress hiked up to her knees as she swirled her feet in the water. His parents begged off dinner, telling the two of them to take some time together. Sierra reiterated there had never been any physical contact between her and Jason until that day, but they knew that. They also knew how much their son had always cared for his first swim coach, and they were happy to see them come together.
"Especially now that he's a little older," Grant said with a wink.
Now it was just Jason and Sierra. He leaned over and kissed her shoulder. Sierra twisted her head to look him in the eyes, and they kissed properly this time, her lips soft and inviting, his tentative and tasting of the pool. She liked that taste.
"Sierra..." he said softly.
"I'm in love with you, Jason," she said, reaching up to stroke his cheek. "It's wrong. I know that. I never thought of you that way until you were eighteen. But it's true and I had to tell you."
He nodded and swallowed. "I've been in love with you forever."
"The school would throw a fit if they knew, and they will. I don't plan to hide this. So I resigned, effective the end of the year."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be. Wherever you decide to go, I'm going to be there with you. I can find work anywhere."
"I have a coaching offer from Agramonte. A nice college there. I wanted to tell you how I felt, and if you wanted an us, I was going to come home. But if you're willing..."
"Yes," Sierra said, her voice nearly a whisper. "Agramonte. Yes. That sounds perfect."
A man came towards them. "I'm sorry, we're just about closing up, Jason, and you're the last ones in the building."
"Lance, could you do me a favor, just this one time? Let me lock up. I'll get you back the keys tonight. I just want to say goodbye to this place"
Lance thought about that and dug out a set of keys. "Get the lights?"
"You got it."
Lance pulled a key and deposited it on Jason's things. "Man, you did good today. Congratulations."
Jason's gaze never left Sierra. "Thanks. I had the best coach."
The guy took off, and Sierra sat up just far enough she could pull the bottom of her dress up. Jason took in her body as she showed off her tiny thong and big breasts in her equally tiny bra. Without a word, Jason dropped into the water and came to her, his dark eyes on hers as he reached for her thong.
"Jason," she whispered as she leaned up.
His fingers looped into the thong's material and tugged it down off her outstretched legs. After tossing that onto her dress beside the pool, he studied her waxed pussy and said, "Gorgeous. Lean back, baby."
Sierra did, feeling like she was falling even further, falling forever for him. She propped herself up on her elbows and looked down at him as he took his first loving kiss of her pussy. "Marry me," she blurted.
He looked back up at her, his eyes widening, his smile growing. "Yes. Absolutely. Nothing would make me happier."
Then he showed Sierra how much he loved her.
Jason stopped first to kiss each of her full lips, breathing deep and tickling her sensitive skin when he let it out. Then, with his eyes on hers, he slid his tongue through her folds, a slow, teasing trip that made her shiver with desire. A wave of light dizziness swept through her when he brushed her clit with his tongue, then wrapped his lips around it and lashed it with more enthusiastic strokes.
His hands came out of the water and went to her big breasts. He moaned against her pussy when he cupped and squeezed them, making Sierra giggle softly. So very much a man, and yet still a boy in the best ways. Her smile turned into an O when he began to lap at her pussy in earnest, his speed picking up as he slid deeper into her depths.
"Mmmm, like that," she told him, and he listened, giving it to her just the way Sierra wanted.
Her mind whirled. Engaged. Engaged to a former student. That was taboo, and something unspeakable when she first started her job. But the love within her for this man was undeniable. They were going to be married. The sensations within Sierra built and built, and as she watched her younger lover so studiously take care of her, she thought of the day they would be together forever.
She was going to marry a student. She was going to marry Jason.
Her crest swept through her.
"Ohhh, ohhh, Jason, right, mmm, right there... right th-there!"
She came with a hard jump, like someone goosed her. Laughing breathlessly, she curled a finger at her lover. Jason pushed himself up out of the pool and leaned over her, kissing her frantically, her wetness on his chin and lips. She clutched his head and kissed him back, panting the words when she could.
"I love you, I love you so much, I know it's wrong, but we're engaged, we're really engaged..."
"It's not wrong," he said, his lips right by hers, his hand at her cheek, stroking it. "I'm twenty-two. You're thirty. We've been friends for so long, Sierra, and now it's love, and we're together."
She nodded, her tears threatening to fall again, and he kissed her once more. Against his lips, she said, "Let's go back to your place so you can shower up. And then when you've got the pool water off you, we're going to make love."
Jason grinned and pulled back. "Actually... can I ask for a favor?"
"I'd give you anything."
He kissed her for that. "There's this fantasy I've had since high school. Right now is the one and only time we'll be able to do it."
"What's that?"
He stood instead of answering, and held out a hand. Sierra took it, and he pulled her upright. They gathered up their things, and he told her what he wanted -- to have sex with her in the locker room. His face was adorable, like a little kid pleading with his mom for a treat, and he got red-faced in the asking. God, she could not love him more.
"You want to fuck-" the word coming out of her mouth made Jason visibly swallow "-your teacher... in the locker room?" Jason started to open his mouth, but Sierra stepped in close and whispered in his ear, "That's hot."
"Holy shit," he said. "Uh. Sorry."
"Jason. I'm going to be vocal. I'm going to say things that are probably going to shock you. Like... I want that cock in my pussy right now." She trailed a hand down his chest across his stomach, and down to his hardening cock in his briefs. He hitched in a breath, and she added throatily, "I'm not your teacher anymore. I'm your fiancée." She stroked him. "So say whatever you want. Do to me whatever you want. I'll want it all, baby. Yes. Let's go fuck in the locker room, because if you're not inside me soon, I'm going to burst."
* * *
She got him in there, and after they laid their things out on one of the team benches, she sat on it to pull his briefs down. Jason's cock sprang out, hard and ready for her. She stood up again and took his hand, guiding him into the showers.
First came a long and luxurious round of necking under the spray of the water. He needed to get the pool water off him before they could fuck, so they multitasked and explored each other's bodies while the spray washed over them. He wrapped his ropey arms around her, his grip like iron, and pushed her back against the wall, his lips on Sierra's neck, her jaw, her lips, then back down the same path, this time going to the hollow of her neck, then one of her breasts, sucking the nipple into his mouth. She moaned at the sensations, at the cool slick wall against her bare ass, the young man doing all this to her, his hard cock between them against her stomach, the hot water steaming up the shower room.
She reached over to shut off the water, then down to grasp Jason's cock. They stared into each other's eyes as she pointed him towards her cunt. They kissed one more time as he pushed slowly into her, making her gasp against his lips. Her foot came around his slick leg as he eased into her, filling her slowly.
"Jason, my Jason," she breathed against him.
"Sierra..."
They kissed again, neither one of them getting enough of it. He eased in and out of her wet pussy, his big cock hitting just the right angle to make her shiver against him. Chest to chest, he stared right into her eyes that first time, his hands at her back and her hip, hers roaming his back, his ass. They didn't talk about condoms, nor did they really think about it that first time. She wanted to feel everything, and he wanted to give it to her.
Despite their talk about fucking, that first time was lovemaking, gentle and sweet. Sierra loved his lips on hers, the way he needed it as much as she did. They whispered things to each other, how much they loved each other, how happy they were, how good it felt. And when Sierra came, she did it with a sob of pleasure and release, the fulfilment of a year's worth of longing for a love she knew she shouldn't want, but did with all her heart and soul.



"Sierra," he panted, his thrusts getting harder, more needy. His hands went to her ass and he lifted her, still pinning her against the shower wall.
"Yes, yes, come in me, baby, let me feel you..."
His face took on an almost pained expression as he fucked her harder, his need evident. His fingers dug into her soft flesh and he growled, "Fuck!" before he stiffened and came. And came. And came. There was so much of him it made Sierra giggle.
"What?" he asked, amused as he guided her down, still keeping her against the wall, his cock softening but not quite deflating entirely inside her.
"There's so much of you," she said.
"I've wanted you for... seven, eight years," he said. "I'm surprised it's not a gallon."
She laughed even harder at that, and they kissed again. She pushed him back just far enough she could look down and thrust out her chest. "But you haven't hardly paid any attention to my girls. I know how much you like them."
"They are the most perfect tits," he said, grinning.
"Then you'd better show them you mean it."
He cupped them and leaned down to suck Sierra's nipples. She moaned, loving the boyish glee of him now, given his long-desired treat. And it felt good, too, the slight stir to the air making the droplets of water cool on her skin, his lips and tongue on her sensitive buds, her fingers exploring his neck and upper back.
Then it was her turn to take over, twisting with Jason until he was the one against the wall. Sierra dipped down, trailing her nipples across his chest, his stomach. She stared up at him and he brushed the hair out of her eyes, knowing what she intended to do.
"Gosh, Jason. You have your teacher on her knees in the shower," she said, trying for an innocent look. "What would you like me to do?"
"Suck me, Sierra," he groaned.
She made a tch sound and played with his hardening tip between two fingers. "Do you mean Ms. Gilbert? And what should I suck, young man?"
He chuckled but his eyes blazed with lust. "Suck my cock, Ms. Gilbert. And then I'm going to fuck you again."
She sucked his big prick into her mouth. One of her hands rose to his, and he took it as she suckled on his tip. Her other hand went to the base of him, stroking him as she began to bob up and down his length.
"Fuck," he moaned. "That's the sexiest thing I've ever seen."
"Mmm," Sierra said around him. She drove down unexpectedly on him, taking his cock deep, hitting the back of her throat. "Urk!" She pulled back, then drove down again, pumping back and forth like that. "Urk! Urk! Urk!"
How happily Sierra would do this for Jason, anytime, anywhere. When she said she would do anything for him, she meant it. She was his, and he was hers, and they would be together forever. Even as she was stuffing her mouth so lewdly with his length, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him, she showed him her love, in her eyes, in her adoring stare. And it was returned just as much in the way he squeezed her hand, stroked her cheek, ran his fingers through her wet hair.
"I have to have you again," he moaned.
She pulled off him with a wet slurp. "In the locker room."
He helped her up and guided her out to the larger room. Sierra let go to rest her hands on a bench and bend over, wiggling her ass. She worked so hard on it that year, and Jason's hungry gaze made every lunge, every squat, every kickback worth it. And when he lined himself up and plunged back home where he belonged, she cried out not just with pleasure, but joy. There would be troubles ahead, questions from the school board about her appropriateness with students, questions from her parents, anger from parents, but she didn't care. They were together.
He fucked her with the same passion she felt, his hands exploring everything he could reach, stopping often to tug her hair and twist her head sideways so he could lean down and kiss her. At one point Jason chuckled against her lips and she melted, whispering the words yet again.
"I love you."
"I love you too, baby," he replied, and it wasn't long before he was again filling her, giving her a life neither of them would know about for a month and a half, Sierra telling him the news at his graduation, and him wrapping her up in his arms and spinning her, both of them so wildly, deliriously in love.
But that first time, he finished, and they pulled apart to sit together on the bench, Sierra's head on his shoulder, him with his arm around her, kissing the top of her head, both of them imagining the future and remembering the start of all this, a slightly dingy pool, a woman seated on a folding chair, a nervous student asking her if he could sign up, and the cool, calm waters beside them both.
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Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was long broiling lust. Or maybe it was the fact that Loren's best friend was now sleeping with Loren's mother Jasmine -- had, in fact, made her pregnant. Knocked her up. Got her in a family way.
Not that Loren was really all that mad. They joked for years about their hot moms. It led to more serious what-if discussions when they were seventeen, and when they turned eighteen, Loren proposed a bet. The first one to sleep with the other friend's mom won some serious cash. Malcolm cheerfully accepted, and in April, sealed the deal with Loren's mom in a pretty unexpected, unprotected way.
Now Loren's parents were going through a nasty divorce, which Loren felt sort of awful about. His dad wasn't a bad guy, but a lazy one in just about all the ways a man could be lazy. Jasmine finally got some love and attention she sorely deserved, but that was Loren justifying his mother's cheating and his friend's cuckolding because he had exactly the same intentions on Malcolm's mother. The truth was, Francis, Loren's dad, was a good man, an honest one. When his wife told him about the cheating, he was devastated and deserved to be.
And all because Loren, like Malcolm and Jasmine, was crazy in love with a married woman.
Denise Williamson -- the MILF to end all MILFs.
Loren knew his own mother was hot. He endured years of teasing from Malcolm and other friends about it. But Malcolm's mother... Jesus, she deserved to be a model online, to have hundreds of thousands of followers devoted to her every pithy little update. She deserved to have that tight ass, those big motherly tits, and that darkly amused face worshiped.
Denise Williamson wasn't just a hot mom. She was the hottest woman in the world, in Loren's opinion, with only two possible exceptions. One was her daughter and Malcolm's older sister Celeste, who had even bigger natural tits than her mother and a playful sparkle to her rounder face. She was a couple years older than Loren and Malcolm and went to the same college as Loren. Then there was Denise's identical twin, Danica, who was just as well-kept as her sister, a little softer maybe, since Denise was a health food addict and worked out religiously, but no less attractive for her softer edges.
And with Danica, Loren stumbled into greatness even Malcolm couldn't achieve.
* * *
He made the decision during one of the summer's lengthy heat waves. Having broken it off with his girlfriend at the end of the semester at college and facing a drought of options back in his hometown, Loren kept driving by the Williamson household to "drop in" and find excuses to hang out with Denise. She had to know what he was doing. After all, she was one of his mother's best friends and undoubtedly knew about the bet. But she seemed amused by his efforts and kept him handily supplied with dreamy views of her in her bikini in her backyard, or finding excuses to change into short shorts when he was around.
The flirting was going to kill him.
Not wanting to stay at home with his dejected father or endure the endless headboard-banging between his mother and his best friend, Loren lived that summer with another high school friend in a trailer in a well-kept park. The day he decided to finally make his move on Mrs. Williamson, he was seated outside, watching his hot neighbor across the street wash her car in jean shorts and a tank she had to know was practically see-through when it got wet.
Loren's balls felt as heavy as coconuts, his dick achingly hard. His neighbor saw him staring and probably the big bulge in his shorts, and Loren was certain from her smirk he could have had her bent over on her bed in minutes, but it wasn't his curly-haired neighbor he was thinking of. It was Mrs. Williamson. He needed to get laid. It was time.
"Fuck it," he muttered. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.
He raced inside past his dozing roommate on the couch and headed into the bathroom. In fifteen minutes, he was showered and freshly shaved. In another five, he was back out the door in yellow dock shorts and a gingham shirt over a tight white tee that showed off his bulky muscles nicely.
Malcolm might be better with women but Loren always had him beat in the looks department. He was ruggedly handsome, his face's hard edges matched well with the muscles he developed from wrestling in high school and continued weightlifting and cardio in college. He could have been a walk-on to the New Bainbridge Gargoyles football team if he wanted, but Loren liked his evenings clear both for a part-time job and other, more carnal activities. He did well in college with girls, but he never really settled with any of them. His mind always drifted back to his first great love... his best friend's mom.
Well, it was time to see how lucky he was.
He practically stood on his Hyundai's accelerator the whole way, his smile nervous but glued to his face. What Loren didn't know was that Danica, Denise's twin, was going through a serious remodel of her kitchen and master bathroom and was staying with her sister and brother-in-law in the interim. There was no one else she could really turn to. Unlike Denise, she never had kids or got married. She was open to the former and took a hard stance on the latter, for reasons only known to her.
And at the very moment that Loren pulled into the Williamson driveway, Danica was just settling onto her stomach in the backyard as she prepared to work on her tan.
* * *
Much like Malcolm would have done at his house, Loren knocked and let himself in, calling out, "Hello? Anybody home?" No response, but he heard music playing from out back, so he slipped off his shoes and socks by the door and headed in the direction of the two-story home's French doors and back patio.
There, he was stunned into near-paralysis by what he saw. Out on a lounge chair was Mrs. Williamson -- or who he thought was Mrs. Williamson. She was on her stomach, her big boobs squashed out to either side in a lewd display that drove a spike of lust through Loren. His hesitation lasted only a moment. Any doubts he might have had about making his move on his best friend's mom died when he saw the amount of her skin on display.
He stepped out and said, "Need a hand with some suntan lotion?" Mrs. Williamson jumped. He grinned sheepishly as she glanced in his direction. "Sorry, Denise. I didn't mean to startle you. I heard the music and decided to come out and say hi."
It was definitely not his imagination that she looked him up and down. Her smile spoke volumes, and his cock started to harden despite himself.
Time to do this.
"Actually..." he said, stepping closer. Was it his imagination or was her butt a little softer, her abs slightly less defined? "The truth is, I was hoping I could catch you here alone. I wanted to tell you... well, a lot of things, but mostly this. I know you know about the stupid bet between Malcolm and me. I'm sorry about that. But the truth is, we've both been crazy about each other's moms for a long time." Her lips parted and she almost spoke, but Loren hastened to jump in, afraid that she would cut him off before he could pour his heart out. "Me, I'm crazy about you. I've wanted you as long as I can remember. I'm not asking you to run away with me. But something fun, something for the summer maybe. Or more, if that's what you want." Loren drew closer still, chuckling nervously. "So that's it. You've got me if you want me."
"Now that's a proposal," the woman said, her voice much huskier than Denise's, and in a horrified flash, Loren realized his mistake.
"Oh shit. Danica?"
"Mmm hmm," she said, pulling her sunglasses down and eyeing him with a wide grin.
"Ohhhh shit," he repeated. "Look, please, I... this was a mistake. I'm sorry, I thought..."
"You thought I was my sister and you were going to fuck me. Make me cheat on my husband." She winked. "If I was Denise."
"Um. Yeah. I guess. Are you going to tell?"
"What would you do for me not to?"
"What do you want?" he asked cautiously. "I only have about fifteen bucks in cash on me."
"Oh, I don't want money."
"Then... what?"
"Unzip. Let me see what Denise would have had for a treat."
Loren's brain felt like it had been smacked around by some superhero. He gaped at her, then hastened to untie the knot in his shorts. He tugged them down along with his boxers, his hardening cock springing out merrily.
"Anything else?" he croaked.
Danica licked her lips and pushed up onto her elbows and knees, thrusting out her terrific ass in her tiny bikini. "I want a taste of what she would have had. Or rather... I want you to have a taste. Of me."
"Holy fuck..."
"Mm hm," Danica said, wiggling her butt. "Lance, right?"
"Loren," he said, hurrying off his shirt and tossing it aside.
"Right. You're in college, aren't you? Over eighteen?"
He drew in close behind her, taking in the stretch of fabric across her thick pussy. "Yeah. Twenty."
"Good. That's very good. Lick my pussy good now and I might let you live out your fantasy with me."
Loren stared at her ass another long moment, then moved. His usual cockiness was awash with the realization that this was happening. Sure, Danica wasn't Mrs. Danielson, but holy hell, she was pretty damn close. He tugged down her bikini bottoms and guided her legs up until he could pull them off completely, tossing them towards his pile of clothes. Her full pussy lips begged for his tongue, so he grasped the hot thirty-something by the waist and tugged her back to the edge of the lounge chair so her ass was right at the perfect spot to drop and kiss.
He did just that, kissing each cheek before drawing his thumb across her lips, making her shiver. He wasted no time in moving his mouth to her pussy, his nose brushing her bud as he took his first lap downward.
"Oooh, get that tongue deep inside me," Danica moaned.
He did just that, spearing her depths like his tongue was a small cock, drawing it up and down as he filled his hands with her ass. Not quite as taut as Denise's, but still pretty damn shapely. He squeezed like he was an overeager teenager again, kneading the flesh as he started to lick her up and down the length of her pussy.
Loren had older women before, and one thing was true about all of them, including Danica. They held nothing back. Danica pushed her ass back against him, meeting his licks with enthusiastic short humps. Her hand went between her legs, rubbing her clit and her mound in wide, hard circles. Loren took note. He intended on doing that to her himself. One of his earliest older hookups told him to always pay attention to what a woman says and does. With that, he could do no wrong in the bedroom. Best advice of his life.
"Yesss, lick my pussy just like that, you young fucking stud," Danica said.
He did, keeping up the thorough pace, not going fast or slow, just deep. She kept pushing back at him, her feet twisting in slow circles, toes curling and uncurling with the sensations. Her head rocked back with his eager tongue's exploration, her breaths coming shorter and shorter.
"I'm close, mmm, I'm close, use your fingers..."
He brought them to her pussy, rubbing the sides of her lips with his thumbs while his tongue still kept up that pace. That really set her off and she bounced back, hard, her voice rising.
"Oh, fuck, oh fuck, lick me, lick m-my fucking cunt. Going to come, going to come, then get up here and... f-f-fuck me!"
Danica was so wet by that point little droplets of her need hit the concrete and the lounge chair. She tasted like heaven, musky and dark, her cream thick. He lapped all of it up he could, drunk on the taste, his cock raging hard and ready for the next step. Thankfully he didn't have to wait long. Danica's hand between her thighs jerked once, twice, and her body stilled as she sucked in a breath.
"Ohhhhh... ohhhhh! Coming... coo-ming!"
Her wail was accompanied by twitches of her pussy lips and the muscles in her hips jerking. Loren was on his feet in a flash, his tongue flicking around his mouth to lick up what cream of hers he could reach. She stared back over her shoulder at him as he gripped her waist and guided her onto her back, spreading her legs to either side of the chair.
"I want to look at those tits while I'm fucking you," he growled.
She cupped and offered them up to the young man. "You like these?"
"Fuck yes. You and Denise are the hottest sl... women I've ever seen."
"Do it," she said, squeezing her breasts together. "Call us sluts. I love it and I know she does too. She loves to be used."
"Then get ready, slut, because I'm going to fucking own this pussy." Her lips parted at his crudeness, but so too did her legs, spreading even wider for him as he dropped, putting his cockhead right against her pussy. He grinned. "Malcolm's going to be so pissed."
Then he was inside his best friend's aunt.
His cock filled her to the brim, barely taking every inch right to his balls, "That's so fucking big!" she cried out.
"You like that?" Loren asked, jerking back until he was at her entrance and shoving back in.
"Yeaaah!"
"You like me fucking you with this big dick?" he asked.
"Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she chanted, her eyes going half-lidded as she pinched and twisted her own nipples. Her face was a rictus of lust, her mouth never quite closing completely, her head bobbing up and down both from his hard thrusts and her own rampant need, her hair spilling to either side and through the slats of the chair.
Loren reached down and slid his hand under her head, pulling her up so he could shove his mouth to hers. Danica moaned against him, tasting herself on his lips, and he held her there, hips pumping up and into her. She was so fucking wet for him, her warm pussy enveloping everything he could give to her.
Her voice was a soft keen against his lips, her words a nonsense babble. "Fuck... fucking stud... young, so young... ungh, ungh, keep... keep fucking ME, don't you fucking stop, come, come inside my cunt..."
"You want it?" he asked, driving in harder, his ass flexing and the chair squeaking across the concrete. If they weren't careful, they would tip the damn thing over.
"Yesss!" Danica wailed. "I want it! I want that young fucking come dripping out of me!"
"Are you on the pill?"
She hiccupped and strained her head backwards, her breasts thrusting up. She didn't answer, her fists pounding against his back as she came and came and came.
"Answer me, pretty little slut. Are you on the pill?"
"No!" Danica finally howled. "No and I want it, I want you to fuck me, I want you to fucking make me PREGNANT!"
His hands shot down to her ass and Loren pounded into her, Malcolm's aunt, his eyes wild with lust, his breaths coming in hard snorts like a bull. He fucked her as hard as he ever fucked anyone, all restraint gone to both of them as she humped back up at him, her nails raking his back, his neck.
Fuck you, Malcolm, he thought gleefully, and then he was driving into her hard one last time, his cock throbbing and releasing, rope after rope of him filling Danica up, feeding her what she wanted.
"What the fuck?" someone shouted.
Danica and Loren both shot a look at the house. Celeste. At the patio doors, her eyes huge. In his shock, Loren pulled out of her aunt and come drizzled out of Danica, dripping down to the concrete below.
"Oh shit," Danica said, smiling sheepishly. "Busted."
* * *
They sat together on the couch, Loren in his boxers, Danica in her panties with the towel she brought out draped around her shoulders and concealing her breasts.
Celeste stood in front of the TV, her fists opening and closing. Malcolm's sister was always one of Loren's biggest crushes, but lacked the taboo appeal of her mother, so Loren hadn't quite fantasized about her as much. That said, she was even more of a sexpot a few years out of high school, with bigger boobs and curvier hips than her mom and aunt. Her face was softer too, both in features and in general expression, though now she looked like she might fire icicles from her dark brown eyes at any moment. Usually her hair was touched up with blonde highlights, though that summer Celeste had it in her natural caramel brunette shade. Loren loved it like that.
"I like your hair," he said. "It's always looked really good without highlights. I mean, it's always looked-"
"Shut. Up," Celeste growled, but her hand rose to her shoulder length hair and then dropped again when she seemed to notice the gesture.
"Can I at least put on my-"
"Shut. Up!" Celeste shouted. "Oh my God, do you know how weird this is for me? First, Malcolm runs off with your mom. Then I come home and find you buried in my... my ex-favorite aunt!"
"Oh, honey," Danica said, starting to rise, but Celeste gave her such a glare that she sat back down again.
"And you! You were... you were begging him to..."
"Come inside me, yes," Danica said.
Danica goggled at her. "Fuck, Aunt Dani!"
"That is what we were doing. I'm a single woman, sweetheart. Loren's a handsome young man. These things happen."
"And if he got you pregnant?"
"I don't know, really. I'd love a child. We've talked about that."
"And what then? You act like Malcom and Mrs. Taylor?"
Danica barked out a laugh. "No. But I do plan on riding this cock again."
"Dani!" Celeste shouted.
"Oh, come on. Should we tell him why you're really mad?" Danica's hand went to Loren's dick. She dragged her fingernails across his length, making him gape first at her, then her niece.
"W-what are you doing?" Celeste asked, staring. Good question, Loren thought, but he was going to ride this out as long as he could.
"What you, me, and your mom talked about doing last summer," Danica said.
Celeste licked her lips as Danica pulled Loren's boxers down over his hardening dick. "We were drunk."
"What are you talking about?" Loren asked, leaning further back.
"Tell him," Danica said. "No? I will then. We were having a little wine here a few days after Celeste's twenty-first, talking about boys and how much trouble you all are." She leaned over and spat on his tip, once, twice, three times, and it might have been his imagination, but he thought Celeste crept a little closer. When he was properly lubed, Danica stroked him faster. "We got to talking about, mm, crushes, and Celeste here brought up... well... you."
"Me?" Loren asked, a slow, wide smile spreading across his face as he stared up at Celeste. Yes. She was definitely getting closer.
"Aunt Dani..." she breathed.
"I agreed," Danica said. "I saw you at that party, shirtless and showing off. I told her you were scrumptious. Denise even agreed. Celeste isn't mad about us hooking up. She's mad she didn't get you before me."
Then she leaned down further and sucked him into her mouth. Celeste whined, "He was my crush first."
Danica popped off him and brushed her hair out of her eyes as she looked up at her niece. "Trust me, baby, he's more than enough for the two of us. Come here. Have a taste."
Celeste licked her lips. For a moment, Loren thought she was going to do it, but she held off, still standing there, watching. Danica returned to sucking his cock, moaning around him and dipping a hand between her thighs. Celeste's eyes flicked towards her aunt's cunt in her panties, then back to the cocksucking in front of her, chest rising and falling.
"This is crazy," she said.
"Yeah it is," Loren agreed.
Danica chuckled around him, then took him deep, as deep as he could fit in her mouth -- and then the back of her throat. "Gurk!" she said around him, then pulled back and drove deep again and again. "Gurrrk! Gurk!"
As amazing as the blowjob was, Loren couldn't take his eyes off Celeste, who in turn couldn't stop watching her aunt. Her hand slowly slid down to her shorts, and Loren watched, utterly stunned, as she began to unfasten them.



"No one can know about this," she snapped at him.
"Um. Sure. Yeah. Of course."
"Fuck. I'm about to get in a threesome with my brother's best friend and my... my aunt..."
Loren's eyes glazed over as she slowly slipped down her shorts. "Yeaaaah."
Celeste yellow bikini briefs came down too. She held a hand over her sex at first, then slowly moved it, blushing at his hungry gaze. He curled a finger at her and she came to him, lifting her top up and over her big natural tits in a matching bra. She dropped to one knee on the couch beside him, and Loren reached around her to undo the bra. Before it even completely fell from her breasts, he was pulling her to him, his mouth going to one of her dark nipples and sucking at it greedily.
"Mmmm!" Danica moaned around Loren. She pulled off him and looked up at her niece, fire in her eyes. "Good girl. Good fucking girl."
Then she was devouring Loren again, bobbing up and down with feverish desire, her hand between her thighs again as she rocked back and forth. Loren's hand around Celeste's back dropped to her big juicy ass. So firm and taut, but fucking huge. He smacked it, making Celeste yelp and thrust her breast even harder against his mouth. He sucked happily away, smacking that ass lightly and rocking his cock up at Danica.
"I need a taste of him too," Celeste moaned.
Danica pulled off him with a wet slurp. "Then get down here and help me."
Celeste did, sliding off the couch and dropping right beside her aunt. The older, darker brunette held Loren's cock and nudged it towards her niece. Celeste giggled, and took it in her own hands before sucking his tip lovingly into her mouth.
"Fuck yeah, Celeste. Suck my dick," Loren moaned. "You're so fucking hot."
Celeste pulled off him and jerked his cock. "As hot as my mom and Aunt Dani?"
Remembering what Danica said earlier about being called names, Loren stroked Celeste's hair and pushed her back down onto his cock. "All three of you are the hottest sluts I've ever seen."
Celeste stared up at him, taking more of him in her mouth, her ass rocking back and forth. "Or suts!" she said.
"Your sluts," Danica said, and leaned down to kiss the length of his cock that Celeste, the lesser-experienced, could take. "Mm, we're going to do such dirty things together this summer, Loren." As if in agreement, Celeste sucked faster. "And when you go back to college, she's going to be your number one slut. Aren't you, baby?"
"Essss!" Celeste moaned. "I ubber un!" I'm number one.
Loren ran a hand down Danica's back to her slim, trim ass and smacked it. "And if I want this pussy or this ass during college?"
"Guess I have an excuse to come visit my favorite niece and her hung boyfriend, then, don't I?" Danica said. "Take him deep, honey. Show him how good you want to make it for him." She put a hand on the back of her niece's head and drove Celeste down further on Loren's big dick.
"Urrrrk!" Celeste protested. Danica chuckled and let her back up off him. "Bitch."
"But a sexy bitch."
"Maybe," Celeste admitted.
"Don't pretend like I haven't seen you checking me out," Danica said, leaning in closer and closer to her niece's mouth.
"W-what?"
"Why do you think I dress so skimpy around the house?" Lower, Danica added, "Why do you think your mother does too?"
Celeste's eyes flicked towards Loren, her cheeks blooming bright, but then her attention was back to her aunt, and in a flash, she was on her, kissing her hard and pushing her down to the carpeted floor. Loren gaped as the two made out, Danica's arms roping around her niece, Celeste panting against her lips.
"This is crazy, this is crazy, this is crazy."
"Shut up and kiss me," Danica said.
Loren took his cock in hand and watched as they did just that, their kisses wet and wild. Celeste cradled her aunt's face, and they whispered something to each other, something sweet and private. Danica drove back up at her niece again, her hands roaming the younger woman's body.
"My God, baby, you're such a woman now, such a perfect woman..." Danica moaned.
"Look at you, Dani," Celeste said right back. "I've wanted you for so long."
"I know. I'm yours now. We can be together whenever you want to." Celeste winked and glanced up towards Loren. "But I hope you don't mind sharing him too." Celeste giggled, then Danica pushed her back, "Get up on him, baby. Let me take care of you both."
Celeste did, helping her aunt up too. With Danica guiding her, she positioned herself above Loren's lap, ass to his groin. He reached down and pointed himself up at her cunt. She was even tighter than Danica, though surprisingly not by much. "Oh fuck," he moaned. "Celeste, your pussy's so tight."
"All for you," she gasped, "ohhhh, oh fuck, that's big."
"Easy now," Danica said, dropping between their legs. "Ride him slow, cowgirl."
Celeste twisted her head to offer her lips to Loren. He kissed her hard and reached around her to cup her big breasts in his hands. She moaned and started to sway on him, getting used to his size at first. He was shocked that she could take him as deep as her aunt, every inch of him gobbled up by her warm, wet cunt.
"FuuuUUUUuuuck!" Celeste whined. "So fuuuull!"
"You're taking him so good," Danica said. "Look at you, look at how sexy you are together."
"Auntie..."
"Shh, shh, I'm here, I'm here, I'm going to take such good care of you."
Loren watched, his mouth wide open, as Danica leaned forward and gave her niece's mound a soft, delicate kiss. The two women locked eyes as Danica's mouth slid down, kissing every little bit of flesh on her way to Celeste's lips spread so lewdly open by him. Celeste grabbed at Loren's hands and held them right where they were at her breasts, her breath catching as her aunt's mouth neared her clit.
"I love you," Danica whispered. "I'll always love you. This won't change that."
"I love you, I love you," Celeste babbled. "Please... I need to feel it... your tongue... your lips..."
"Whatever you need."
And Danica kissed her niece's clit.
Loren couldn't help himself. At that moment, he took over the fucking. It was gentle at first, no more than rocking to match the pace Celeste set earlier, but the sight in front of him, the impossible, insane coupling of these two, made him want to fuck both of them as savagely as he'd done with Danica earlier. But he held on, knowing this wasn't his show for the moment, pushing his hips up in an easy sway as Celeste and Danica had a whole conversation with only their eyes and impassioned moans.
The sexy aunt looked so amazing on her knees, her hands on Celeste's thighs as she licked now the joining of Celeste and Loren's flesh. Her hands came up to join theirs, and Celeste took them, squeezing them tight as she began to make soft, rhythmic keening sounds. "Uhhhh... uhhhh.... riiiight there... right there... Dani... Loren... g-going to come already..."
"Come for us," Loren said, squeezing her tits harder.
Danica moaned, and licked more fervently, drawing a nearly perfectly timed shiver out of both her younger lovers. She grinned at that but kept going.
"Oh, oh ohhh fuck, I'm coming, I..." Celeste stopped speaking and arched her back, thrusting her tits out and finally letting loose with a cry. Her pussy gripped at Loren like it was trying to milk his come out of him, desperate for him. Only then did he realize in a dim haze they wore no condom -- again.
"Condom," he gasped.
"Oh shit," Danica said, pulling back hastily.
"Don't you dare stop!" Celeste gasped. "Oh fuck, this is amazing. I want it just like her, I want your come, I want it!"
"Celeste, is that a good idea?" Danica asked.
"I'm old enough to make my own decisions, Auntie. No offense, but if someone asked you that at my age, you'd take their head off." Danica chuckled and raised her hands. Celeste looked back at Loren, eyes blazing. "Take me on my hands and knees. I need to taste her. And when you're ready, do it. Come in me. Make us both pregnant."
"Holy shit," Loren said. Two gorgeous women wanting him to be their babies' dad. And they were related. This went from an insane stab in the dark at his best friend's mom to something even impossibly crazier, and his rational mind said screw it, why the hell not? "Well... okay."
Then they were flying off the couch, and Danica falling onto her back, her knees spread wide for her niece to lap eagerly at her pussy. Gone was the tenderness and need to hold back. Loren sheathed himself back into Celeste with a hard grunt, and she arched her head back and wailed, "Oh, FUCK!"
That's what he did. With Celeste, sister of his best friend, who used to annoy their game nights by tromping through the living room and kicking their snacks, who used to drink the beer in the fridge and blame them, who... who used to cheer him on with her brother at his wrestling meets. Who once came to his house after a bad fight with Malcolm and gave him a huge hug and told him to quit being a dork and make it up with her brother. Who, when he turned eighteen, flashed him her boobs in her bra, laughing and telling him it was the best present he'd ever get.
Had the signs always been there? Had Loren been that blind?
Yes, he realized with complete certainty. He could have had this years ago, maybe not the insanity of this moment, but Celeste. He groaned internally but what the hell, it led to this, to both her and Danica, and he wouldn't trade that for anything.
Danica's moan brought him back to reality. "Oh, baby... yesss, lick me..."
"You taste so good," Celeste said.
Loren shoved in and out of Celeste's magnificently tight pussy, drawing her head back and forth against Danica's cunt. She bounced happily back to meet his thrusts, their bodies making lewd wet sounds every time.
"Feels... so good... Auntie Dani..." Celeste whined.
"He's the best I've ever had," Danica agreed, reaching down to rub her clit and her mound.
"So embarrassed... going to come again... so f-fast..."
"Don't be embarrassed."
"You're not... ashamed of me?"
"No, never," Danica whimpered, her other hand roaming the back of Celeste's head. "Why would I ever be ashamed of you? Look at you. Look at how sexy you are. Be free, baby, be yourself, enjoy it."
Celeste buried her lips against her aunt's pussy. Danica's hips came up to meet her, her head thrashing up and down with the pleasure of it. The two of them broke off talking for a while, their moans and happy sighs filling the air along with the slapping of Liam's skin against Celeste's. He loved the way her big ass bounced every time they came together, his balls thwapping off her, their hips as loud as claps.
Loren moaned, "Fuck, Celeste, I love this ass."
"Unnngh, huh, uh huh..." Celeste said.
"Give her that big fat fucking cock," Danica said, stroking both her niece's hair and her clit and mound, her hips and knees jerking.
"Big... fat... fucking... cock!" Celeste agreed, bobbing back harder against Loren's thrusts.
"Are you mine, Celeste? The way your aunt is?"
"Yours! I'm yours!" Celeste cried out. "Don't... stop... fucking... ME!"
"When I call you up, are you going to be ready for me?"
"Uh huh!"
"This is my pussy now, isn't it?" Loren asked, grinning down at Danica, who grinned right back.
"Your pussy!"
"His cunt," Danica hissed.
"His c-cunt!" Celeste said. "Yours and Auntie's! Oh, fuck, oh fuck, going to come, going to come again!"
She cried out and went boneless, collapsing against her aunt's waist, her ass quivering as Loren slammed into her over and over again. Her pussy clenched around him, her wetness soaking him to his balls. He pulled out of her and twisted her onto her back, checking on her. Her eyes fluttered and she had a dazed, goofy smile on her face, soon obscured as her aunt shot over her, dropping her pussy onto Celeste's waiting mouth and riding her hard and fast.
"Get that cock back in my Celeste's pussy right now and finish the job," Danica ordered. Loren grabbed her niece's legs and spread them to do just that, driving his cock back into his best friend's sister with a hard grunt. "You come in her and come in her until she's pregnant." Loren went animalistic at that, shoving his dick hard back and forth inside the young woman, making her wail under her aunt, her fists beating at the carpet as she bucked her hips up against him. Loren reached out to clutch the back of Danica's head and pulled her to him to kiss her, their mouths wide, tongues fighting for control. She laughed against his lips and he reached down to smack her ass, hard.
"My sluts," he growled.
"Yours!" Danica agreed.
"I'm going to come in her, and then you're going to eat it out of her."
"Yessss!"
"Then I'm going to take you both to her room and fuck those perfect asses."
Danica's eyes went wide at that and she licked her lips as she drove harder against her niece's mouth. "Yes. Fuck our asses. God, it's been so long... I want to feel it, I want to feel your come in my ass..."
"Fuck!" Loren moaned, then he was too close to hold back any longer, his last half-minute a crazed pounding. Celeste cried out, overwhelmed by sensations, and he gripped her tits as he finally bucked hard once, twice, three times, shooting nearly as much come into her pussy as he had her aunt earlier.
He yanked out and Danica was there, dropping her mouth to her niece's red, puffy lips, sucking the mess of him spilling out of her and laughing throatily at the lust in his eyes. Then she was back on her knees, a hand on her ass and the back of her head as she continued rocking on her niece's face, her closeness evident in her fluttering eyes.
No one noticed the car as it pulled into the driveway, but they did hear the door open, and Loren scrambled for his pants as Denise stared at the sight in front of her, eyes bugging out, her grocery bag dropping from her hand.
"What the FUCK, Danica?" she shouted, followed a moment later by a gasp and a shrill, "Celeste?"
* * *
Loren at least got to wear his tee shirt and shorts this time, though he was more than a little worried about the whistle noises coming from his dream crush as she took up a position just inches from where her daughter had been standing an hour or so ago.
"Jesus Christ. Je-zus Christ!" Denise snapped at Danica.
Danica, now in a robe along with Celeste, shrugged from her armchair. "It is what it is."
"Oh, that's helpful, you bitch," Denise said.
"Mom!" Celeste shouted. "Danica didn't force me into anything. Don't be mean."
"Don't be mean?" Denise shouted right back. "You're... you're doing THAT with your aunt and Loren and I'm supposed to, what, be chill?"
"Well, at least don't shout," Celeste said. "What does shouting solve? Nothing."
"It makes me feel a whole hell of a lot better about this situation!" Denise shouted.
"If anyone's to blame here, it's me," Loren said. He was seated on the couch, far, far away from Celeste under threat of death. Denise gave him a cool glare, one he tried his best to ignore. "I came here to, um, talk to you actually."
"To me? About what?"
"To tell you what I accidentally told Danica," Loren said. He cleared his throat. "That I'm crazy about you. That I want you, that I care about you."
"You care about that stupid bet with my son, you asshole!"
"It's not that anymore. Besides, that's done. He won. It never changed the way I felt about you. And now that's how I feel about Celeste and Danica, too." On the other side of the couch, Celeste let out a soft, "aw." Loren took a chance and slid across the couch to her, to take her hand and squeeze it. "I confused Danica for you, and she... we... hooked up."
"And my daughter? And... and my sister?" Denise sputtered.
"Well, the truth is, I kinda talked Celeste into it," Danica said. "I mean, come on, we all know after last year we have a crush on the guy. Look at him. He's a stud, and I've never had sex like that before. Not ever."
"Considering you were riding my daughter's face, I should hope not!" Denise said.
Celeste giggled at that, then quickly shut her lips when her mother glared at her. Danica continued with a quirk to her lips. "You know Celeste deserves someone like him. Me too. And you, Denise, you do too."
"I'm married," Denise said, her voice losing some of its shrill edge as she looked at Loren and Celeste holding hands.
"Mom... we all know Dad is cheating on you," Celeste said, her tone soft.
"And he has been, for a while," Danica agreed.
This was news to Loren, and he stayed silent. Denise raised her hands to her face, rubbed her cheeks, and let them fall again. "That doesn't make this right," she said, softer still.
"No. It doesn't," Danica said, rising to her feet. "But you know I love you both. Celeste loves us. And you love the two of us. This... this is just another kind of love."
"But it's wrong," Denise said.
"Mom... I know you've looked sometimes," Celeste said, her voice quiet and trembling. "Ever since I turned eighteen, I know you've, mm, taken a peek sometimes. And I know you know I have too."
"No," Denise moaned. "I was... I was..."
"It's okay," Celeste said, standing too. "I don't mind. I've never minded. You're so beautiful I took it as a compliment."
"Remember when se shared those yummy guys on spring break our senior year?" Danica asked Denise, drawing close, rubbing her sister's back.
Denise shivered. "That was different. We didn't... we never touched."
"Oh, but we wanted to, didn't we? The way we looked at each other when they took us... we weren't showing off for them. We were showing off for each other."
Denise stared at her, mouth open, her breathing coming harder, faster. Celeste took her other arm, and her mother looked at her too. "I shouldn't have looked at you the way I do," Denise said. "That was wrong of me. This is wrong."
"No. I don't agree with that. Everything in me is telling me this is right. We all like Loren. We agree on that. And I think if he'd come for you and got it right, you would have said yes."
Denise looked at Loren and blushed, but didn't deny it. Danica said, "If you tell us to back off, Denise, of course we'll stop. But I have to do one thing first. Something I've wanted for so very long."
"What's that?" Denise whispered, even as her twin brought her hand up and turned her chin so they were eye-to-eye. Danica leaned in, and kissed her twin.
It was long. Noisy. Passionate. And much like the initial joining of Danica and Celeste, it wasn't for Loren's pleasure but he certainly loved the sight. He stiffened again, watching Denise melt, her own shaking hand rising and the fingers tentatively brushing Danica's hair away from her cheek before she cupped it. Then they were fully making out, Danica's hands going all over her sister, Denise a little more reserved until she dropped a hand to Danica's ass and squeezed, moaning against her lips.
Celeste took the hem of her mother's blouse and tugged like a child again. Denise turned, more hesitant this time until Celeste whispered the magic words. "I love you. I love you so much it hurts."
"Oh honey..." Denise whispered right back. Then they were together, arms wrapped around each other, kissing gently at first, chaste kisses that might have been familial if Loren didn't know what was going to happen next. Those kisses deepened quickly, but when Denise pulled back, Loren thought it was over.
Instead, the gorgeous MILF of his dreams asked quietly, "Celeste? Are you sure about this?"
Celeste nodded, her eyes glistening. "I've wanted you for so long. You and Auntie Dani both. And Loren... Loren's going to take care of us. All of us."
Denise finally looked in his direction. "You'd better. We're more than something you'd win from a bet."
"That was stupid," Loren agreed. "I was responsible, and I'm sorry. I do want you, I'm not going to lie about that. You're my... well, my dream woman, until today when I realized I wanted all of you. Give me a chance to make it up to you this summer and maybe beyond."



"Oh, there's no maybe," Celeste said, turning her mother's face back towards her and cupping her cheeks. "You and Dani, you're coming to live with us. All of us, together."
"Pregnant with his kids..." Danica agreed.
"Wait, wha-?" Denise started, but then her daughter was kissing her again. Her hands rose, faltered, then settled like a teenager's on Celeste's big breasts. She moaned audibly, and muttered, "Oh, fuck it."
It was on again. Danica undressed again in a hurry before reaching around her sister's waist and helping her with the button on her mom jeans. Denise, in turn, tugged Celeste's robe off her, revealing her tight young body and her massive assets. To her credit, her eyes didn't leave Celeste's for a long minute as their tongues clashed and hands roamed all over each other. She only looked down when Danica tugged up her top, leaving Denise in nothing but a silky bra and bikini briefs.
"Look at you, baby," Denise purred as she stared down at her daughter's big breasts, big hips, and her trim waist. "All grown up."
"I got what my momma gave me," Celeste said, and turned to show off her butt, giving it a good spank.
"Fuck, this is wrong," Denise said, going for her own panties while her sister worked at her bra. "But oh my God, we're going to have some fun going to hell." To Loren, she tossed her panties and said, "Get up, stud. We're going up to my room."
They hurried up there, dropping the last of their clothes along the way. Loren was last, and had the view of a lifetime of his fantasy woman's taut ass. Denise glanced back over her shoulder at him and grinned. At that moment, he wondered how much of her initial protests had been a show, something she had to perform for herself, if no one else. It was a question he would think about often over the years and decades to come, usually when he was curled up with her in bed, Danica and Celeste on either side of them. But it wasn't something he would ever get a straight answer to, so he never bothered to ask, happy in the knowledge that the three were and would always be his.
But the day they first hooked up, Loren simply muttered, "Craziest day of my life, I swear to God."
"Yeahhh, try being in my shoes," Denise said. He chuckled and she bounded up the last of the stairs after her daughter and sister, turning to give him another look before they neared the bedroom. "Come on, handsome. Show me why they're crazy about you."
"Handsome, huh?" Loren said.
"Mmm hmmm. You have no idea how many times I've thought about you when I'm with my husband. Gets me off every time."
He caught Denise by the waist and kissed her, forever his greatest fantasy. Into her ear, he whispered, "I've loved you since the day I met you, Denise."
She kissed him, a swift, butterfly peck of the lips that somehow held more emotion than all of the weighted kisses of the day so far, as if she was afraid to make this real, but too anxious not to touch him. "Take care of Celeste," she whispered back.
"I'll take care of all of you," he told her. "I'm not going to be happy with just one."
"She's my priority."
"I know. But let all three of you be mine. I want us all to be together forever."
"I'm twice your age, Loren."
"And?"
"And I'll be an old woman when you're my age."
He sucked his teeth. "You think this is all physical? I want you for more than your body. I always have. Don't believe me now. But all I'm asking for is a chance to show you and change your mind."
Denise held his eyes for a while, her own glimmering. She finally roped her arms around his neck and gave him a proper kiss, the one that bonded their souls together as surely as Celeste and Danica before then. They held each other for a long minute, ignoring the giggling from the bedroom as they kissed and explored the beginnings of something new. Strange, yes, but incredible.
Finally, Denise pulled back. "You can have all of me. But let's start with my body, hm?"
"I like that idea."
She chuckled and reached down to stroke him. "Oh, I thought you would."
Taking him gently by the prick, she guided him into her bedroom. Celeste and Danica were poking through a decorative box on the stripped-down bed, an assortment of sex toys next to it.
Celeste said, "Mom! You've got more toys than I do!"
Denise chuckled, a hint of weariness to it. "Yes. Well... at the risk of too much information, your father hasn't exactly been keeping me happy."
Celeste dropped a slim pink vibrator and came to her mother, her smile vanishing. "I'm sorry, Mom. If I'd known that this could be a thing, I'd have come onto you a lot sooner." She trailed a hand up and down her mother's arm. "I'll make sure you're happy now."
"Thank you, baby."
They embraced and kissed again. Loren took advantage of the opportunity to go to Danica and embrace her from behind, rubbing his hard prick up and down the cleft of her ass. "Mm," she moaned. "I can't wait for you to take me back there."
Celeste broke away from her mother's lips to say, "Oh, right. Loren's going to butt fuck us before today's done."
Denise cracked up and held a hand to her face. "Jesus. This isn't zero to sixty. This is zero to breaking the sound barrier."
"Don't tell me you don't want it," Celeste said, and reached around the spank her mother's ass.
"Do that while he's buried in me, and I will."
"Mm, I will." Celeste paused. "Should... should I keep calling you Mom, or Denise?"
"Mom," everyone in the room except her said. Denise blushed hard and added, "It's, um... kind of a turn-on."
"I guess so!"
Growing tired of inaction, Loren reached around Danica and picked up a small finger vibe. He never saw one before, but figured it out and flicked it on.
"Oooh," he said. "I bet this would feel good... here?" With that, he brought the tip of the vibrator to Danica's belly button.
"Guess again, stud."
"Here?" he asked, bringing it up to her earlobe.
"Wow, that's... not actually bad," she said as Denise and Celeste came to the bed. "But try it somewhere else. Keep me entertained. Let's let them have a minute together."
Denise gave her a grateful look at that. Her daughter ignored them and guided her mother onto her back on the sheets. When her mom was propped up on a pair of pillows and her elbows, Celeste crawled over her, and her mother's legs coiled around hers.
Still behind Danica, Loren brought the vibrator down to the other twin's pussy, both of them staring raptly as mother and daughter kissed, their tongues twining, playing. Denise cupped one of Celeste's big breasts and squeezed, and her daughter's hands went down to her mother's ass.
"Fuck, Mom, you have the most amazing body..." Celeste moaned. "So tight and fit."
"Baby, I've been envious of you for years," Denise said. "You're the one with the amazing body."
"I think you all got it," Loren said.
They finally looked in his direction, then back at each other. There were no words, but they kissed again seemingly in agreement with Loren. Celeste reached out blindly to grab the first toy she found, a rabbit vibe. Her mother drew a shaky breath. Celeste started the vibe at a medium setting and drew it down along her mother's side to her hip, then across.
"Oooh, baby," Denise moaned as Celeste teased the tip against her pussy. "I s-should be the one taking care of, mmm, you..."
"Sh, Mom, let me do this for you, let me make you feel good," Celeste whispered, inching down her mother's body until she could nuzzle Denise's tits. She pressed the smaller tip of the rabbit vibe against her mother's clit, making Denise strain upwards.
Meanwhile, Danica guided Loren's hand and the vibrator, driving him slowly up through her folds in a hypnotically slow rhythm. She nestled back against his hard cock, and he entertained himself both with the view of Celeste and Denise as well as kissing and sucking at the hot aunt's neck and shoulder. His free hand came up to her breast and squeezed, making her moan his name.
Celeste sucked happily away at her mother's nipple, working the rabbit vibe in slow, easy circles before pulling back far enough to bring the vibrator to her lips. She sucked the tip, getting it good and wet before bringing it back down and slipping the business end into her mother's pussy. Denise clutched at the back of her own head and her daughter's, whispering to herself, "This is crazy, oh my God, this is crazy..."
But her words cut off and her eyes rolled up as her daughter began to fuck both her pussy and her clit with the vibrator, rocking with the same tempo as she used the toy.
At the same time, Danica started to thrust back against Loren's cock, her breathing rapidly increasing. She reached out and clutched at the mattress, then wiggled her ass at him. Loren gripped his dick and slid it back into her pussy, grunting his pleasure as he hilted himself again in the hot twin. Danica threw him a look that rivaled his own need, but they both were soon refocused on Denise and Celeste.
It was a good thing, too. Celeste picked that moment to trail her tongue down her mother's body, making Denise squirm. All the while she kept up her slow play with the vibrator, increasing the pressure with small circular motions. As the playful college girl neared her mound, Denise clutched at her daughter's head, holding her in place for a moment.
"Celeste... are you sure you want this?"
Celeste looked up at her and said softly, "I've never wanted anything more."
Denise let her go, and her daughter slid the last few inches to her pussy, her lips brushing where she had once emerged from, the place that brought her life.
"Yessssss!" Denise breathed. "Lick me, baby, oh my God, this is so dirty..."
Celeste gave a throaty chuckle and moved the vibrator away from her mother's cunt so she could give it a seriously long thrust of her tongue. Denise's eyes rolled up again, and she kicked at the mattress when Celeste came back up just as fast to suck and lick at her clit, putting the vibrator back into place against her pussy.
The sight of the mother and daughter together drove Loren wild. Now that he'd come twice, he could hold on forever, but he took Danica with hard thrusts, gripping her shoulder with the hand not roaming her cunt with the vibrator to keep her in place as his hips slammed against hers. Her moans joined her sister's, almost attuned to each other's desires perfectly.
Celeste twisted the vibrator until the clitoral tip was on one side of her mother's clit, and then she licked the other side, a barrage of vibrations and warm wetness her mother could only endure for seconds. Denise wailed out, "Oh, fuck, Cele-ahhhhh!"
She came with an even higher pitched cry, pummeling the mattress with her feet, her fists. Celeste shot back up her body and kissed her mother again, the vibrator forgotten about but still going. Danica gasped, "Let me on the bed, let me go to her," and Loren jerked out of her, gripping his big cock and stroking it as the twin mounted the bed on her hands and knees, going to her sister and her niece and kissing their cheeks, their shoulders, whatever she could reach.
Loren wasn't going to let her go without another orgasm, though, and soon chased her. He kept her on her side and lifted one of Danica's legs, propping it up over his shoulder as he pushed back inside her on her side. Her moan was echoed by her sister and niece, both of whom watched him. The finger vibe was still on his hand and he ran it across Celeste's big round bottom, ending up at her asshole and making her yelp and nod frantically.
With her daughter distracted, Denise wriggled loose far enough to grab the vibrator between her legs and press it up against Celeste's cunt. Celeste's eyes bugged out and she stammered, "Oh my God, oh my God, my mom is playing with my pussy..."
Denise's look was pure playfulness and lust as she and Loren's vibrators worked their magic on Celeste. The young woman started rocking with it, her head twisting, eyes rolling up just like her mother. All the while, Loren kept drilling Danica. His unchecked pace as well as the lewd display of Danica's sister and niece right beside her kept her right on the edge.
He thought for sure Celeste was going to come first, and she was close, but to his surprise, Danica suddenly shifted, twisting back towards him, her butt rocking. Denise and Celeste both watched her, Celeste through slitted eyes, as Danica reached up towards the headboard. "Oh, fuck, oh fuck, I'm there, I'm right..." Denise twisted just far enough she could shift her sister's face towards hers and kissed her, hard. Danica cried out against her lips, her body jerking with the intensity of her orgasm. Loren felt it all, riding her through it, then he was pulling out of her, remembering Denise's words.
Take care of Celeste.
That was what he did.
He shot behind her, moving Denise's vibrator so he could plunge his soaking wet cock into the sister of his best friend again. Celeste arched her back almost immediately, her head twisting again, her breath caught deep in her throat. He'd almost forgotten about the vibrator on his finger and buzzed her asshole again with it as Denise and Danica stared up at the pair, Denise wide-eyed, Danica panting and red-cheeked.
Movement, then Loren felt it. The vibrator Denise still held pressed to Celeste's mound. Her daughter stuttered out, "Ooh oh oh oh oh fu-fu-fu-fuck!" But she still hadn't come yet when Danica threw herself into the game in the most shocking way yet of an intensely shocking day. She twisted so she was on her knees, and Loren thought she meant to come to him. Instead, she moved his vibrator aside, grinned up at him, and plunged her tongue against her niece's bleached bud.
"Oh FUCK!" Celeste wailed. "Mom, Mom, her t-tongue, It's in my, mmmm, it's in my..."
"Come for us, baby," Denise cooed up at her daughter. "I love you, you look so sexy right now, taking every inch of him..."
"Eh-every in-inch... am I y-your good... g-good girl?"
Denise's lips parted at that. "Yes, baby, my very good girl."
"Your... go... good..." Celeste stilled and shivered, her pussy gripping at Loren's cock as her orgasm flooded through her. "Good... girl!" she yelled.
She collapsed forward, pinning her mother underneath her, and Danica came up in a hurry. "She's done for the moment."
Loren understood and pulled out of her. Together they got Celeste onto her back, her hands going instinctually to her pussy as she still quavered through the remaining waves of her orgasm. Everyone tended to her, Loren stroking her leg, her aunt kissing her hip, her side, and her mother right there, kissing her gently, whispering soft loving words to her daughter.
"Take her," Celeste said to Loren. "Show her... what you've always wanted."
"I will," he told her. "And then after when I can go again, I'll take your ass first."
She grinned, and nestled back against the pillows. Danica joined her, cuddling with her niece and keeping the petting light as they watched Denise and Loren meet face to face on their knees, kissing each other softly. They were both still holding vibrators, and Denise looked down, giggling.
"I want this without the toys the first time," she said.
"However you'd like it, always," Loren promised her.
"Then make love to me, Loren."
When the toys were tossed aside, Loren guided his dream woman down to her pillows. She stared up at him with some trepidation until her daughter's hand took hers and squeezed. Denise smiled faintly at that, still staring up at him. Loren leaned down to press his lips to hers, his cock in his hand. She moaned softly against his lips as she felt him press against her entrance and then slide in.
"Denise," he breathed. And then he started to rock.
Their lovemaking was slow and easygoing, especially compared to the madness of everything that had come before. Danica watched their first few minutes together, then slipped away to brush her teeth and gargle. Celeste twisted onto her side to stroke her mother's arm and taut abs, frequently leaning in to give her soft kisses and quiet assurances of her love. When Danica came back, she took the other side of Denise and did much the same, though her hand loved to linger on Loren's muscular ass as it flexed back and forth.
Denise felt incredible around him, gloving him comfortably and as deep as Danica and Celeste. Her body accepted him with eager readiness, her knees rising as her pleasure mounted that first time. Denise roped her hands around the back of his neck and started to rock back up at him, her lip folding between her teeth, her eyes wide now, serious.
"I'll take care of all three of you," he promised her again.
"Oh Loren," Denise whispered. "Love them like this and I'll love you forever."
Her eyes fluttered. Her hands tightened. Her orgasm was a soft thing this time, her breath escaping her as her body sought to keep him there, to make him come inside her. But Loren had already come twice, and he had plenty of stamina yet to go. As if the orgasm signaled something, Danica moved, dipping down to suck her sister's nipple into her mouth. On the other side, Celeste did the same, giggling as she matched her aunt.
Denise looked down at the both of them fondly, then up at Loren, her eyes crinkling. "Sweet time's over. Now fuck me, stud."
He winked, and did just that. His hands went to her legs and he lifted them up, placing them over his shoulders as he nearly bent her backwards. She let out a surprised moan and clutched at her daughter and sister's heads as Loren built up a faster tempo, driving in and out of his fantasy woman's pussy. No. Not a fantasy anymore. His. His to have at any time. His to come home to at college. His to love, just like Celeste, just like Danica. And as insane as the day was, that was the moment that he remembered most fondly, the moment that replayed itself nine months later when Danica and Celeste gave birth just weeks apart and Denise only a month later. It was the scene that played in his mind a year beyond that, when he held Celeste's hands as they were wed, and again later that very night, when the four of them reenacted their first time together, though this time Danica and Denise were pregnant again.
Loren laughed, and Denise held her hands out. He let go of her legs and took them, bringing them to his lips to kiss them. His best friend's mom.
Goddamn.
"Flip me over," Denise demanded. "I haven't tasted my sister yet."
He grinned and pulled out to help her onto her hands and knees. She wiggled her fine ass at him as Danica took up her spot on the pillows. Celeste was ready to get back in the game too, and slid over her aunt's face, grinding down on her eager mouth and watching slack-jawed as Loren fucked her mother from behind.
All the apprehension in the room evaporated, and what was left was pure, fun debauchery. Denise dipped her head to her sister's cunt and moaned, "God, I've wanted this forever."
"Mm, me too," Danica said. When her twin licked her pussy, she added, "Nah, on second thought, you stink at this."
Denise blew her a raspberry and busied her lips and tongue again. Loren gripped her waist and plunged into her with happy abandon, watching Celeste with twinkling eyes. She shoed off for him, tossing back her hair theatrically and cupping her big tits. He did the same to himself, tossing back his head and holding his own chest. That got her laughing so hard she nearly fell off her aunt, who gripped her by the hips and pulled her down even more firmly.
"I love you, Loren," Celeste said.
"Hey, love you too." He glanced down at her mom's ass and shook his head. "This is going to be so hard to explain to our friends at college."
That got her giggling again, but soon their pleasure demanded their attention and they got back to it. Denise met Loren's thrusts measure for measure, their bodies slapping together and her moans escaping her often. The hot mom glanced back over her shoulder on occasion, giving him a full blast of her dark eyes, and that more than anything else nearly set him off again. So close now, but he wanted to make it good for Denise one last time before they had to take a break and prepare for the last grand effort of the day.



Like dominos, the women toppled one after another. Celeste was excited both by the display in front of her and her aunt's eager tongue. She cupped her tits again, this time not as a show but for her own pleasure. Her hips rocked faster and faster. When Denise looked up, knowingly or not, she matched her daughter's pace, bouncing back against Loren's cock with even more enthusiasm. They held gazes, mother and daughter, though there were no more words of lust or love from anyone. Everyone was too close, too excited.
But Celeste did reach out in the end, and her mother took her hand, their fingers joined as Celeste cried out, a wordless, exhausted exultation of release. This time, she didn't need a breather. She slipped off the bed to dig through the toys that had fallen off the edges, and came up with a vibrating dildo, the same one she held up earlier to her mother. She giggled and rejoined the fun on the bed.
"Head up, Mom. I'll take care of her pussy. You lick her clit."
"Mm, language like that," Denise said, looking up, "I should give you a spanking."
"Love that idea," Celeste said, and leaned down to kiss her mom before they returned their attention to Danica. With Celeste driving the buzzing dildo in and out of her aunt's cunt and Denise licking away at her mound, clit, and lips, Danica didn't last long at all, maybe a minute before she was coming again, nearly at her limits for the day.
Everyone was, save Denise.
With both her daughter and her sister sated, Denise looked back at Loren and said, "How do you want me now?"
He grinned. "Always fantasized about you on top."
"Mm, my favorite," she said. They moved, Loren winding up on his back with his feet pointing towards the headboard, Denise on top of him on her knees, squeezing her breasts together with her elbows as she grinned down at him with a self-satisfied smirk on her face. She rode him with an irregular rhythm, hard rocks followed by random stops to swirl her hips around his cock. For his part, Loren loved the view, staring up at her big tits and beautiful face as Denise took him for her own pleasure.
Celeste settled in beside Loren, looking between her mother and her man, a sated smile never leaving her face. Though her hands roamed, she stayed silent, letting the pair have the moment.
"Loren..." Denise murmured.
"Come for me, Denise," he told her. "I can't wait to have you at college with us."
"You really w-want that?" she asked, her breaths coming faster.
"That's not all," he said, reaching up to stroke her nipples with his thumbs. "I want a lifetime like this. All three of you."
"Yesss," Denise moaned. "All yours, all of us yours..."
"Mine," he agreed happily.
She dipped low, her breasts brushing his skin as she rocked harder, her body moving with a rhythm as she dipped up and then back down. He caught her low, wrapping his arms around her and doing the work for her, pumping up into her as she kissed him, fervent brushes of her lips, her eyes open at the last, her smile huge. His dream woman, now his.
She came, and with it, he rolled her onto her back, taking her, too close to slow down now. Hands rubbed his back, and he looked up nearly sightlessly to kiss first Danica on his left, then Celeste on his right. Celeste nudged his head back towards her mom, and slapped his butt. He leaned down, his hand at her waist as he kissed the MILF with noisy passion, her moans pushing him over the edge.
For the third time that day, he came into an unprotected pussy.
When he was spent, he pulled out of Denise and Celeste dropped to lick his come out of her mother's sex. She came back up, her lips wet, and brought Danica to her, sharing his warmth between them as they kissed.
"Goddamn," Loren said, leaning back and chuckling breathlessly.
Everyone took a few minutes to catch their breath. Bodies were stroked, kisses given, and murmured words passed around lazily. Danica was the first to slide off the bed and headed for the bathroom to start the shower. Loren followed. His aches would catch up to him that night, but he still felt too charged to care at that moment. His eager hands and nuzzling made Danica laugh.
"I don't know that I can take another round," she said, turning in his arms under the spray of the shower. "Unless you're serious about taking our asses."
"I am," he said, eyeing her glistening breasts and cupping them so he could suck the nipples.
She stroked the back of his head. "Mm. Let's finish in here and we'll get things ready. You can really go a fourth time?"
Loren looked up and grinned. "Oh yeah."
They gave over the shower to Celeste and Denise, once Denise dug out some lube from the back of a cupboard. Mom and daughter talked excitedly while Danica and Loren stripped the bed of its sheets and laid out a few plush towels. On an end table, they placed the lube, wipes, rags, and a big bowl for soapy hot water.
By the time Denise and Celeste reemerged, Danica was sitting on Loren's lap, his hands on her ass. Danica glanced at her niece and smiled before sliding off. "You're first, honey."
Loren stood up and followed Celeste onto the bed. "If I'm too much," he said, easing behind her as she laid down on her stomach with a pillow under her hips, "tell me."
"I can take you," she said confidently. "I've had some, mm, fun with toys."
"I can't believe he's hard again already," Denise said, staring at Loren's prick as he reached for the lube.
"I know, right?" Danica asked. "Come on. Let's help them out."
The twins slid onto the bed on either side of their younger lovers. Denise took the lube first and spread it on her fingers before exploring her daughter's bud. Celeste looked back at her mother, lips parted, and Denise leaned down to kiss her as she slid her fingers in deeper.
Danica took care of Loren, stroking his cock until he glistened with lube. While Denise stroked Celeste's cheeks, Danica guided Loren. Both women held their breaths as they watched Loren's big tip press against Celeste's bud... and then in.
"Ohhhh, fuck!" Celeste whimpered.
"Too much?"
"No, no, it's good, it's really, ungh, good... just so full, oh my God, I've never been this full."
"Gently," Denise said.
Loren didn't need to be told. He moved carefully, pushing in little by little until Celeste could take no more, and then he backed out slowly to add more lube. The second time was easier on Celeste, and by the fourth or fifth stroke into her backside, she was able to finally relax and enjoy the sensations.
When she was ready, Celeste pushed up to her knees, Loren still moving deliberately behind her. She looked up at her mom and aunt, and the two women came to her on their knees too, kissing her and stroking her back. Danica reached for the end table and came up with the same finger vibe that Loren used earlier. She turned it on to its highest setting and slid her hand under her niece's body.
"Oh, oh my God, oh that feels so good," Celeste said. Her voice was nearly gone, so often and loud had her cries of pleasure been. She was exhausted, and they were all at the point where they would need some serious rest after this, but she had one more orgasm in her. Loren fucking her ass and her aunt buzzing her clit and sensitive pussy were going to get her there, in a hurry.
"Come for them, baby, come for Dani and Loren," Denise cooed.
"Tell me i-it again," Celeste begged.
"What's that?" Denise asked, brushing her daughter's hair away from her face and resting her lips against her forehead as Loren rocked her back and forth.
"Tell me I'm your g-good girl."
Denise smiled broadly and leaned down, eye-to-eye with Celeste. "You're my good girl, Celeste. You're so fucking sexy right now, taking our man's cock."
"His... cock..." Celeste agreed deliriously.
"Mm hm. You're taking so much of him."
"Yessss, so full..."
"I know," Denise said, rocking like she was the one getting fucked in the ass. "I love it, don't you? I love anal. I love taking a cock up my ass."
"Love it, love it," Celeste babbled, rocking faster now. "Auntie, right there, right there, right there..."
"I've got you," Danica said. She trailed kisses up and down Celeste's back, all the way to her shoulder blades and down to her spectacular ass. "Our baby girl, all grown up."
"Your girl, yours, oh, this is going to b-be a big one, I'm going to come so hard..."
Loren fought to keep his pace at those words, his need boiling hot inside him. Had to hold out. Had to take all three of them. He set his jaw and kept rocking into her, her body squeezing him tight as she began to tremble.
"Oh baby, do it, come for Danica and Loren, let it go, let it go beautiful girl," Denise said, and then she was kissing her daughter, her hand at the back of Celeste's head, and into her mouth, Celeste cried out.
Her whole body trembled, then froze until she wailed, "Loooo-ren!"
She came, and Danica was guiding him out of her niece, her eyes wild. As Celeste dropped to her side, curling up and catching her breath, Danica turned off and tossed away the finger vibe. In seconds, in her hand was the bowl of soapy water. Denise joined her, the pair of them cleaning every inch of his cock, sharing a few sloppy kisses along the way. Loren squeezed Danica's ass and said to her, "You're next."
"If you need to come, do it in Denise, I know how much you-"
He smacked her ass and repeated himself. "You're. Next."
Danica licked her lips. "Sit on the edge of the bed."
He did, and she bent over beside him so Denise could tend to her ass quickly. Danica never broke her gaze from Loren's. The two spoke volumes to each other in those seconds without saying a word, and then she was on him, the woman who started this all sitting on his lap and guiding her ass right above his cock. He held himself up, and she slid down onto him, whimpering with pleasure.
God, but Danica took so much of him into her ass. She only needed a few thrusts to adjust to his size,, and then she was rocking down against him, her thighs spread wide enough that Denise could drop to her knees and eagerly lick her sister's pussy.
That sight was nearly enough to set Loren off. He held on, gritting his teeth now, filling his hands with Danica's bouncing tits as she rode him, her panting frenetic and her words unformed raw things falling out of her mouth.
"Ungh... I... fu... fu... big... oh, ohhhhh, l-lick... nuuuugh, there, right..."
Denise clutched her hips and licked with even more enthusiasm. She reached for something on the table and came up with a dildo. Without a word, she pushed up and kissed her twin as she pressed the tip to Danica's cunt. Danica froze as the dildo slid in. Double penetrated.
"Oooohhhhh FUCK!" she yelled.
"Take it, take it all," Denise told her, as Danica began to quiver. "Or should I pull it out?"
"Don't you dare!" Danica snapped, rocking again.
Denise chuckled, her eyes scorching as she worked the dildo back and forth inside her twin. "Mm, he's going to come in MY ass, slut, not yours. For once, I win the guy."
"B-bitch," Danica said, but her voice sounded more cheery than vicious. "He's my man. I had him first."
"But who did he come for? Hm? That's right. Me," Denise said, and squeezed one of her sister's tits none too gently. She tweaked the nipple, making Danica tremble again. "Oh, I can feel how much you like that. Being used. My dirty slut sister. I'm going to tie you up one of these days and use you for hours..."
"Oh fuck," Danica gasped.
"Like that idea? Hm? Some silk handcuffs? Tie you to the headboard? Then I'll eat you until you're screaming my name."
"Yessss! Unnngh, I want it, I want it, I want you, Denise, oh fuck, ohhhh, f-fu.... UCK!" Danica yelled. She froze, and the dildo came free of her pussy and fell to the floor as Denise crushed her lips to her sister's, both of them clutching at each other's faces. Loren glanced over his shoulder at Celeste, who was sitting up by that point. She shook her head and gave him a "you got me" expression. He grinned and shrugged back.
Danica eased off his cock, gasping when he plopped free. Then she was on him, kissing him and laughing as he fell back onto his elbows. "Finish strong, big guy," she croaked.
"Let me help clean him up," Celeste said, coming around the bed. "You rest."
"Thank you," Danica said, and collapsed on her face onto the bed beside Loren. "Just going to sleep a few dozen years now."
"Like you're going to miss this," Denise said. "Hey, I wasn't, um, too rough, was I?"
Danica twisted onto her side and glanced at her sister. "I fucking loved it."
Denise and Celeste tended to Loren. He kissed them both hungrily and lazily, and soon he was ready again.
"All right, stud, where do you want me?" Denise asked.
For an answer to that, Loren stood up, picked her up in his arms, and laid her out on the bed on her back, her legs dangling off. She smiled up at him as he brought her knees up, up, up, almost to her shoulders. Danica and Celeste moved to either side of Denise, stroking her body as Loren tended to Denise himself. When she was lubed up, he stroked his cock and took in all three of his new girlfriends and curled fingers at Danica and Celeste, kissing each of them before he returned his attention to Denise. Mrs. Williamson. Goddamn.
Then he was inside her, again. Taking his dream woman's ass. Making her moan his name over and over again. "Loren. Loren. Feels so good, baby. So, mm, so deep inside me, Loren..."
"Mrs. Williamson," he moaned, forgetting himself. That got a soft chuckle out of Danica, but the two lovers were in their own world, staring into each other's eyes with a decades-long blaze just beginning to kindle.
Danica and Celeste held Denise's legs for her when she started to quiver. They stroked her pussy, her breasts, her sides, and they cooed to her, but she never needed the assist. Loren brought her there, once, twice, and then she could do nothing but smile back up at him, his best friend's mom spread wide around his cock.
But still Loren wasn't ready to come yet.
He pulled out of her, the sweetness in him going over to the fire, the ever-hungry need for all three of them. He pulled Denise off the bed and flipped her to bend her over the bed. She might have collapsed, but he had her by the waist and plunged back in after he was lubed up again. He fucked her harder, harder, and Celeste and Danica curled up together, watching them, watching the end to this.
"Do it," Celeste begged, "come in my mom's ass."
"Finish in her," Danica said, "oh my God, this is the hottest thing ever..."
"Loren, ohhhh, oh my Lo-ren..." Denise gasped. She quaked again, a final time for the day, and twisted her head towards him, eyes soft, warm. "Please.... come in me..."
He let go. Finally. There wasn't much left, but he gave her what he could, his come filling her, making her toes curl as she gasped his name one more time. When he pulled free, he scooped her in his arms and guided her back onto the bed properly, taking care not to lay Denise out on her sore ass, but on her side. She laughed, and then Danica was there, stroking her face, kissing her. Celeste stroked her mother's side before coming to Loren. He guided her to the bathroom first, taking her into the shower and tending to her with a satisfied gentleness. Despite all the day's debauchery, he felt protective of Celeste, of the life he hoped they would build together with her mom and aunt.
She hugged him under the water, her head resting against his chest as her breathing evened out. He kissed the top of her head, and sometime soon, it was Denise's turn, led in by her sister and brought to him for the same attentive care.
"I really do love you," Loren whispered in her ear. "All three of you, now."
"Good," she murmured back. "Because I think you're stuck with us after that."
And finally, it was Danica's turn. She cleaned up the room while the others were finishing in the shower. When it was her turn to join Loren, he took the most time with her, running a wet rag from her feet to her ears, kissing a little bit of everything. Danica collapsed against him, much like the other two had, and he held her long after the shower was turned off.
* * *
He woke first, surprised that it was still daylight out. It felt like their sexual romp had taken a week, but it was still relatively early in the evening yet. Danica and Celeste were spooning on one side of him, and Denise had her butt against his groin on the other, all still asleep. He patted her hip and she pushed away with a quiet sigh, making him chuckle.
He headed downstairs, found his shorts, and dug out his phone. As he headed into the kitchen to get out everything he'd need for the world's biggest sandwich, he dialed a number.
Malcolm picked up on the third ring. "Hey, my future son! What's up?"
Loren ignored the joke. Malcolm said it every time he called now, and he finally had ammunition against him. "So... uh... about that bet." Denise came into the kitchen, eyeing him with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. He wrapped her up with his free arm.
"Oh no," Malcolm groaned.
"Oh yeah. You might have won the battle, but I think I just won the war. By the way? Celeste and Danica say hi too."
"What do you m-?"
But Loren was already hanging up, hungry to kiss Denise again as she laughed softly in his arms.
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"Ho ho ho, you naughty heathens!" Ben bellowed as he entered the conference room. Maria, about to take a bite out of a cocktail meatball on the end of a toothpick, was glad she didn't have a mouthful because surely she would have choked on it. The goof said he had a surprise for the office's big Christmas in July potluck, and he hadn't been lying.
Instead of the traditional Santa outfit, Ben wore red basketball shorts. In place of Santa's coat was a red muscle shirt with white cotton balls sewed or glued on so poorly one fell off as he preened. He did have a big plastic Santa belt, a white beard, and a Santa cap, but the best part of the outfit, the part that would send Maria into giggling fits for a week after whenever she thought about it, was the black cowboy boots with little gold-foil wrapped chocolates carefully glued on to look like buckles.
"Well, we know Maria loves it," Ben's girlfriend Catrin said from behind him. When she managed to push her boyfriend inside to the party, Maria's laughter redoubled. Catrin had duplicated Ben's outfit, only in green, like an elf, complete with cheap plastic ears poking up through her fair red hair. Much like Ben, the best part was what was on her feet, a pair of fluffy reindeer slippers.
Laughing harder and harder, Maria had to get up and walk out for fear of peeing herself at the sight of the pair of them. Her coworkers laughed too, more due to Maria's reaction than the pair of goofy lovers. She didn't mind. Though she had only worked with Mata Mata Entertainment the last six months, from the first day, they made her feel welcome and she knew their laughter came from a good place.
To calm herself, she took a quick cruise through the spacious office and came back to a smiling Catrin outside the door. "You all right, hon?" she asked.
Catrin was a stunning woman with an almost otherworldly etherealness to her finely featured face. It was her body most guys looked at, her curves all natural and her hard work at the gym leaving her with a mouthwatering figure. But Maria was always entranced by Catrin's face, the intelligent dark eyes, the wide easy smile that always seemed like she had a secret and she was so amused by it. She and Ben were the most beautiful couple Maria had ever met, without question, and the fact that they wanted to be her friends never ceased to astonish her.
"I'm fine. Those outfits... oh my God."
Catrin's smile widened. "My idea. Don't let Ben tell you otherwise."
"The boots were my idea!" Ben called from the conference room.
"Well, you did perfect. Both of you," Maria said.
They rejoined the party. Mata Mata's owner and lead creative guru Jeff Prosser came up with the idea to throw the company's annual Christmas party in July when half the staff had to beg off a similar party in December due to personal obligations. He paid for booze, great gifts, and Uber rides, so the staff was more than agreeable, especially since there were two professional chefs in their lineup who ensured at least some of the potluck-styled meal was divine.
Everyone in the room save for Maria was part of Mata Mata's talented experts on a variety of topics, namely cooking, movies, gaming, and culture. Prosser -- everyone referred to him that way -- himself was a legend in the movie critiquing field, having once been the editor-in-chief of a popular movie magazine and website before he decided he wanted to branch off on his own. His best friend was a chef for a legendary D.C. restaurant who took a massive pay cut to move and hang out with Prosser all day. The group slowly grew from there as they both had contacts in the media world who were interested in something small and fun. Thus, Mata Mata was born, and grew into a happy, hearty crew of online miscreants.
Maria herself was a video editor and far too painfully shy to stand on the other side of a camera, despite encouragement from half the staff. Besides, she didn't know as much about any of the topics as the other crew, her own interests leaning more towards reading and music, and even those she'd never attempted any critical thought over. However, she was a fantastic video editor, even to her own self-critical eye, and her demo reel had impressed Prosser into hiring her.
Big staff lunches -- parties, really -- were a near-monthly thing, a way to blow off some steam for the crew. There was one for Valentine's Day, one for Easter, one for even May Day. This was the silliest yet, and the most delicious. Everyone brought something good to eat, from Christmas cookies to a buffalo chicken dip that Maria loved.
"I love this garlic bread," Ben said next to her, loading half a slice up with cheese from someone's platter.
"It's just crescent rolls and butter and stuff, basically," Maria said.
"Doesn't mean they're not amazing," Ben said. "Take the compliment."
"I will then," Maria said.
Ben was seated beside her at the big table, and it was hard not to stare at his muscular arms. He was really fit, and had once done some modeling before transitioning into a role as a gaming personality. Some of his pictures were very racy, with him only in his underwear. One of them featured Ben with a thumb to his lips like he was tasting something on them and his other hand tugging down a pair of white briefs to reveal the vee of muscle over his groin. Maria fingered herself to that one once or twice a month, usually followed by a silent internal plea for Catrin to forgive her. She had a hell of a guilty conscience.
Catrin wasn't part of the company. Significant others were always invited to the monthly-ish parties and she always tried to attend. She managed an indoor playpark where Ben and another member of the Mata Mata crew went to do research on "alternative means of fun." All in the name of YouTube science, of course. Ben and Catrin hit it off and now she was a regular around the building, even taking part in a few videos now and then. A DIY makeup playlist she did with one of the staff was a huge hit among the tween demographic.
Once the initial flurry over the food was finished, Prosser broke out into a cheerful and blessedly short speech about how he appreciated everyone and really felt like they were coming together like a family. He singled out Maria and two of the other new hires that year and told them he hoped they enjoyed themselves. After that, he passed out gifts, handpicked for each person. There would be Christmas bonuses later in the year, but the company was doing well and he liked to spoil his employees, as strange as that sounded to Maria, who came from a long line of jobs where the employers felt more like hostile entities.
She opened up her gift, a pair of cat-ear headphones she mentioned she was eyeballing one day. That Prosser had remembered was astonishing. "I didn't realize you even overheard me," she said, holding the box to her breasts and wiggling back and forth.
"I didn't," he said. "I wish I could take the credit but that idea was all Ben."
"Aw, Ben!" Maria said, and reached across to rub his back in thanks. To Catrin, "You snatched up the best one, you know that?"
"I really did," Catrin said.
"Yes she did," Ben agreed, and his girlfriend elbowed him.
Talk shifted towards Christmas traditions and plans for that holiday season. Being that early in the year, few people knew what they were going to be doing. Doug and Darcy, the two chefs, were taking a vacation to Spain, where they had a taste-testing whirlwind planned for content and for pleasure. Prosser would be flying down to California to see family and get in some sun before the inevitable New Bainbridge subzero temperatures of January or February.
Maria, a Florida native, asked, "It really gets that cold here?"
A chorus of affirmatives rang out, most everyone looking sour at the prospect. "What about you?" Catrin asked Maria. "Going home for the holidays?"
Maria thought of the previous Christmas, about her father's drunken tirade at their annual family gathering, about her brothers getting up and walking out with their families. About his non-stop attack on her decision to try to move to New Bainbridge and her choice in career, about his political and religious opinions and her lack of morals, about the plane ride when she shook from trying not to cry the entire time they were in the air. Even now, the sting seven months gone, she still cringed, and Catrin must have noticed it.
"I'm sorry. If it's a sensitive subject..."
"No, it's okay," Maria said, uncomfortably aware of everyone's eyes on her. "I'm, uh, probably going home."
Catrin let it go. The party went on for another hour. Drinks flowed freely, laughter rang out, and a few party games were played. It was a good time but the ghost of Maria's father haunted her throughout it. Catrin and Ben eventually got her alone out in the main office, away from everyone else.
Catrin took her hand, and squeezed. "Maria, if I touched a nerve, I'm sorry. I truly am."
Maria looked around and said softly, "Christmas with my family is... it's complicated."
"I understand," she said, and squeezed again. "Ben and I, we're planning on spending the week in my hometown. It's not far from here, just an hour or so. If you'd like, you have an open invitation to come with us."
Ben nodded. Maria smiled wide, fighting the heat of tears in her eyes. Good tears this time. Such good friends, and she said as much. She hugged them both, and they returned to the party, the conversation not to be thought of again until November.
* * *
Ben loved nothing so much as the duality of the woman in bed with him. Catrin on the street was most certainly not Catrin between the sheets. The sweet, soft-spoken woman became a needing sexual goddess, a wailing, sucking, fucking carnal beast, a lover unlike any other he ever had before.
The mountain of their comforter and blankets had been shoved aside and she now rested with her cheek against the cotton sheets, her ass high in the air as he drove into her again and again. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she cried out. "Harder!"
Ben gripped her waist and plunged into her with even more force. He used to be afraid he would hurt Catrin when she wanted it like this, as rough as he could give it to her, but she took every bit of him and gave it right back.
He loved the sight of her like this, her eyes closed, her lips parted, the fire of her red hair spilling down her shoulders and onto the bed, the taut swells of her ass against his own skin. He spread her ridiculously wide, her pussy tight but taking every bit of him. She had the cutest orgasm tell in the world. When her hands made fists, opening and closing like she was working a stress ball, Ben knew Catrin was close, and she was squeezing the hell out of an imaginary one now.
"Ohhh, ohhhh, ohhnnnngh!" she cried out. Her pussy trembled. "Unnn, ohhhhh!"
Ben thrust hard three, four times, but he wanted to finish in style that morning, and pulled out of her. Catrin collapsed and he was there, flipping her onto her back as she stared up at him, a dopey, pleased grin on her face. He crouched over her chest and drove his cock through her big breasts.
"Fuck my tits, baby, but come on my face, make me drip you..." she said, her voice an almost girlish plea. He loved it, loved her so goddamn much. Catrin helped him, pushing her breasts together around him as he thrust and thrust and thrust, her fingers brushing her big pink nipples so close to the color of her creamy skin. There, there, right there, and he pulled back, his fist on his cock, stroking as he aimed. She closed her eyes, grinning even wider, and he came across her face, so much of him, always so much of him for her.
Still straddling her, he dropped back, careful not to rest his weight on her stomach. Both of them panted and took a minute, then Ben gaped at the mess he left behind on his girlfriend's face. "Jesus. I'm like... like Michelangelo."
"You like marshmallows and anchovies on your pizza and you hang out with a giant rat all day?"
He laughed and collapsed sideways onto the bed. She toyed with the come on her face, rubbing it into her cheeks, her chin, her lips. She caught him watching and brought one last bit to her mouth, sucking her finger, in, out, in, out. If they didn't have to get to work, the sight would have given him some pretty wicked ideas about round two.
"I love you," he said.
"You say that now that I'm rubbing your baby batter all over my face."
He stroked her hip. "Yeah. That's the only reason."
"Goober."
"Dork."
"I love you too."
The alarm on his phone went off and Ben flopped onto his back to grab it, sighing. "We need to make our millions so we can retire young and I can spend all day in bed with you."
"Mm. I like that plan."
He turned off the alarm and reluctantly slid out of bed. Catrin stared at his butt as he bent to grab a pair of jeans he was pretty sure were clean enough for a second day. In a few more seconds, she slipped out of bed too to follow him to the bathroom, her weirdest relationship habit by a mile. She didn't care what he was doing in there. If it was number one, she'd lean against the wall inside. If it was number two, she'd wait outside, all the while talking to him about little things.
While he showered and shaved, she sat on the pot and they talked Thanksgiving dinner, which would be spent at his aunt and uncle's there in New Bainbridge. When he was done and she washed off her face, they kissed and Ben dressed.
"Speaking of the holidays, did we want to invite Maria again to Christmas?" Catrin asked. Ben pursed his lips, trying to remember the context of the conversation. "Remember the July office party?"
"Oh right, right right right. Yeah, I'll ask her. You'd be okay with that?"
"Of course."
"And your parents?"
"I'll ask them just to make sure, but I'm sure they will be."
He threw on a vintage-styled Sega tee shirt, added a sport coat over the top, and grabbed his keys. "I'll ask her."
"Good. I like her."
"So do I."
Catrin grinned. "You like her butt."
"And her boobs."
"And those eyes."
Ben sighed happily. "Those eyes."
Maria was a little hottie, no question. She was short and slim, but had an ass for weeks on end. Her breasts would have been modest on a larger frame, but on hers, they popped. But it was her face that inspired a lot of roleplay between Catrin and Ben. Maria had dreamy eyes, and not just in the sense that they were beautiful. She always looked lost in thought and imagination. They were emphasized by dark brows and a lot of makeup and long lashes. Girlish, though that wasn't quite right. Ageless, maybe.
The serenity and innocence of her face wasn't just an appearance, either. She was a good person, sweet and kind with a just a hint of naivete. Prosser confessed once that he was worried they might be "too much" for the twenty-two-year-old, so Catrin and Darcy took her out one night for drinks and asked Maria if she felt comfortable around the others. Maria, a lightweight and buzzed on a single Tequila Sunrise, confessed that she'd never felt more at home. That had endeared her not just to Catrin, Darcy, and Ben, but the rest of the crew too.
"Ben?" Catrin asked.
"Hm?"
"If she's... interested, are we?"
"I think you know my answer to that. But yeah. I am." He curled a finger at her and she came to him. He pulled her onto his lap and kissed her chin lovingly. "But I don't want to wreck what this is. I know we talked about us wanting a third, but if you ever say it's just you and me..."
"That's just it, though. The way she looks at you, I think we need to be very careful. I'm not letting you go and you're not letting me go. I love us. But whoever we bring into this, if it's Maria or someone else, we have to put them on the same level as us or it won't work. We'd hurt them."
Ben studied her and nodded slowly. "Okay."
"We don't even know she'd be interested."
Maria was, and they were both fairly certain of it. It wasn't just Ben she looked at, but Catrin too. The young video editor's crush was hidden through only the thinnest veneer. Instead, Catrin's words were meant to tamper expectations, to keep their own hopes down. But they both liked Maria so much and they both agreed that what they wanted was a poly relationship with a second woman, it was hard not to want to hope.
"I'll be careful," Ben promised.
He had to go. They kissed one more time, he grabbed an apple and a sleeve of crackers on his way out the door, and Ben drove to work.
The office was busy. It was their podcast day and that meant a lot of people hanging around the office rather than shooting. Three groups of four recorded throughout the day in their audio studio. Ben's group was on first, discussing movie and game news as well as what they'd been playing or watching. He arrived with twenty minutes to spare until recording time. Maria was in the booth, getting everything ready. She looked fantastic that day in slim-fitting white pants and a matching top that emphasized her perky breasts and showed off just enough of her light brown skin to make Ben drunk, Over it was her customary red pullover, left there in the booth because she always got so cold. She had her dark hair pulled back and held in place with a pin with a white flower at its tip, further matching her outfit. When Ben knocked, she looked up and smiled warmly.
"Morning!" she said cheerfully.
"Not interrupting, am I?"
"Not anything I can't do while I talk."
"Good." He held out the crackers and she took three. "Catrin and I were talking holiday plans this morning. We wanted to invite you again to come stay with us for Christmas." He took a bite of cracker and said around it. "Well, I say us, but I mean we're renting a place for a week from a family friend of theirs. It'll be pretty nice. And then we'll do the big stuff with her family."
Maria's smile faltered. "I, um..."
"Oh, hey, if you have other plans-"
"No, I don't. Really. I... I'm just..." Maria bit her lip and shook her head. He remembered the way she reacted when they talked about Christmas plans back in July, how wounded she looked then. Without planning it, he stepped into the booth and wrapped her in a hug. She nestled right against him, her cheek to his chest, and sniffed. "Thank you. It was either stay here or go home to Florida."
"I get the feeling you don't really want to go home."
"No," she said and pulled away. "But please, let me help pay for the rental. I've got plenty of money, and-"
"No, hey, we'd be doing it anyways," Ben said. He sensed she was looking to avoid the topic of Florida and family and gamely pivoted with her. "We're looking forward to having you."
"Then let me know if I can contribute or something. Please."
"You make some more of those garlic knot things from July, and I think we can call it square," he said.
She laughed. "Deal."
* * *
The weeks passed, and soon it was time to travel to Pike Bridge with Catrin and Ben. Maria sat right in front of her living room window, trying to read and fight the urge to check herself in her bathroom mirror for the thousandth time that morning. A whole week with Ben and Catrin. She squirmed just thinking about it, so nervous and excited and oh so very turned on. Not that she thought anything would happen, but ever since Ben extended the invitation again, she thought of a thousand different scenarios where she wound up with one of them -- or both.
Fantasies, she knew that. But still... oh gosh, they were so attractive and sweet and funny and wonderful.
"You are going to be cool," she told herself. "You are not going to be a weirdo."
Maria felt like a teenager road tripping with friends again, an experience she hadn't had since her two years at college. She had traveled through Pike Bridge before, but had never stopped in the small town across the Harpy Mountains.



Someone pulled up out front. Maria shot to her feet, nearly dropping her Christmas romance novel in her haste. "You are going to be cool," she muttered to herself again as she peeked out the window. There they were, in Ben's Lincoln Nautilus, and Maria waved. "Be col. Be cool. Don't embarrass yourself."
She let the curtain slip back into place, looked at the door, and rushed to the bathroom to look at herself in the mirror one last time. One of them knocked and she whispered to the mirror, "Oh God, oh God, oh God."
All her well-laid plans to be cool escaped her when she walked back to the door and opened it. They looked so good. "Hi-yi-yi," Maria said, then blanched, her eyes bugging out. "I mean hi. Hi is what I meant. Oh God, I promised myself I wouldn't be weird and whoops, here I go."
Catrin's laugh was mellow and sweet. "Oh honey, don't be nervous. This is going to be a fun week, I promise."
"She says that, but just wait until we get snowed in on the mountains and have to escape yetis and packs of wolves," Ben said.
"Such a dork," Catrin said fondly. She looked around. "This is a nice place!"
"Thank you," Maria said. "I really like the location but I wouldn't mind a bigger backyard. Here I've got the porch and that's pretty much it."
"That's one thing I wouldn't mind either," Catrin said. "A little garden, a nice sitting area... anyways. Should we?"
"Let me just check my go list one more time," Maria said, grabbing up her phone.
"Your go list?" Catrin asked.
"My list of things I didn't want to forget," Maria said. "Chargers, socks, you know."
"That's handy," Catrin said. "I need to make a list like that."
"I'll send you mine. It's generic enough it would work for anyone."
"She does this at work, too," Ben said. "The booth is full of them. If she's out sick, all we have to do is pop in there and she's got everything laid out in simple enough steps even I can understand it. But no one could ever replace her."
"Aw," Maria said, squirming.
Once she gave her list a last read, Ben grabbed Maria's suitcase and overnight bag for her and she locked up behind them. Maria went to sit in the backseat of the Nautilus, but Catrin insisted she take the front seat. They stopped for gas and snacks, Ben eyeing Maria's choices critically.
"Beef sticks, always a classic," he said, nodding. "Cheese crackers, also good. But Maria, unsweetened ice tea?"
"You know my mom is going to have ten pounds of Christmas candy," Catrin said, holding a bag of trail mix. "She's probably smart to avoid the sugar now."
"Ehhhhh, good point," Ben said. "All right, you may pass."
"Let me buy, please," Maria said. "I feel guilty enough not chipping in for rent or gas."
Ben looked like he might protest, but Catrin jumped ahead of him. "If you insist, that's very sweet. But honey, you don't owe us a thing. Not ever. You're okay. It's okay to let go."
You're okay. It's okay to let go. Maria wanted to tackle Catrin with a hug, but since her arms were full, she nodded and smiled instead. She paid for the snacks, and they piled back into the Nautilus again. It was very roomy and made even comfier by the small thin throws Catrin thoughtfully brought with just for her. Maria accepted one and wrapped it around herself.
The trip was a good one. The gray day birthed heavy flurries of snowfall. The storms never lasted more than a few miles but were consistent enough Ben had to take it easy on the interstate over the mountains. That was okay. They traded snacks and stories, Ben talking some about his own family's Christmas traditions before Catrin took over.
"It's a big holiday in Pike Bridge. We should really make a point of coming down earlier next year for the Snow Drop. It's this big vendor thing, a whole bunch of crafters selling all sorts of fun stuff. And there's carolers and Santa visits and it's a blast."
"It sounds great," Maria said.
"We have a big extended family dinner on Christmas Eve and we'll do some small gifts then for everyone," Catrin said. "Then Christmas Day, it'll be just my parents and us. Maybe my siblings and their families, but they have their own morning stuff. We usually open presents pretty late in the morning and have brunch. We'll all probably go sledding too. It's kind of a tradition."
At the thought of big family gatherings, Maria swallowed hard and shrank against her door. She thought of the last ten or so Christmases at home, her father's misery and later his wrath. Her breathing quickened and she tried not to show her anxiousness. "I've never gone sledding before," she said.
"It's great," Ben said. "You have to try it. Have you ever gone skiing?"
"No, but I plan to."
"We are definitely taking her skiing," Catrin said. "We have the time this week."
And so the conversation went. The mountains calmed Maria some, as they always did. They were a large part of why she moved there. Great pine forests yawned outward, ancient and proud, made even more beautiful with limbs laden with snow. The peaks were only occasionally visible through the low-hanging clouds. Traffic was thicker than normal that day with people on the road for the holiday, but they soon left New Bainbridge far enough behind that it thinned out.
A blur of small towns passed by, Catrin keeping up an occasional dialogue about some of them. "We played volleyball at divisionals against them," she said. "They kicked our asses. I swear two of them were on steroids. But they have a bar there with the best old-timey jukebox." Things like that. It left Maria feeling more and more cozy with the pair.
"I haven't really gotten out to explore much, aside from some trips up to the trails," she said. "I love hiking but I'm afraid to go too far by myself."
"Well, give us a call when you want to go," Ben said.
"Yes, we love it up there too. Any time you want company," Catrin said.
"Might even get to call it a work expense if we can figure out how to make a couple videos out of it," Ben said. That got a laugh out of Maria, and soon they were talking ideas about hiking and camping videos. It really wasn't a bad idea, and when they texted Prosser about it when they had cell service, he texted back with two thumbs up.
Soon, they came out of the mountains and there, next to the Pike River, was Pike Bridge, their home for the next week. Catrin did a happy wiggle, and swapped to the middle seat and leaned forward. "I really love this place," she said. "Don't get me wrong, I don't want to leave the city, but this is always going to be home too."
"Wouldn't mind retiring here someday," Ben said. "We've talked about that some."
Catrin nodded. "Maybe buy a small house now before the tourists buy up much more property. It's growing, so it makes sense."
It was a small town blanketed in even more snow than the mountains. The river was a slow winding thing, too shallow to be of much use for industry but beautiful. The town itself was a blend between industrious and touristy, with a hint of Christmas everywhere you looked.
"That's really become our bread and butter," Catrin explained as Ben pulled off the interstate. "It's the big draw here for tourism. It's cheesy but I love it."
"It's fun," Maria said, looking at a big inflatable snowman in the parking lot of a diner. She giggled at another building's rooftop, where reindeer looked like they were about to take off. "It's wonderful, really."
Catrin's parents would be at work until five, so the trio stopped first at the dentist's office, which bore Catrin's mother's name -- Dr. Anne Walsh, DDS -- on a brightly painted sign out front. It and the windows were ringed in colorful Christmas lights, and inside the lobby on the wall was a vinyl cutout of a reindeer grinning and showing off pearly white teeth. A couple sat in side chairs in the reception area, reading magazines. The woman looked up and smiled.
"Catrin! Home for Christmas?"
"We are!" Catrin said.
A pleasant, wire-thin receptionist called back, "Anne? They're here!"
Catrin said to the couple, "We won't keep her long."
"You don't worry about us."
Out rushed a woman who could only be Catrin's mother. She was just as beautiful as her daughter, with a few more laugh lines and wrinkles, but otherwise just as fair, about the same build, and with the same gorgeous hair.
"Merry Christmas, Mom!" Catrin said, hugging her mother tight.
"You too, honey, you too. And Ben! Oh, look at you."
"Look at you!" Ben said cheerfully, giving his girlfriend's mother a delighted long look up and down. "Mmm mmm mmm. Tell Ross you're mine now. Sorry, Cat."
"Oh, stop," Anne said, blushing fiery red as she hugged him. He gave her a peck on the cheek and she pulled back, smiling at Maria. "And you must be Maria."
"Hi, Mrs. Walsh. And merry Christmas. I really hope I'm not intruding on your family's holiday."
"No no no," Anne said, coming in to give her a hug too. Maria laughed softly and returned it. "You are more than welcome. Catrin has told me so much about you." When she pulled away, Anne took her daughter's hand and held it up, pointing at the ring finger as she looked pointedly at Ben. "Ahem?"
"Ah, um."
"Mom!"
Anne laughed. She let her daughter's hand go and took them all in. "I have to get back to it. Dinner tonight?"
"Absolutely," Catrin said.
"Very nice to meet you," Maria said.
"You too! Looking forward to getting to know you," Anne said. "Mr. and Mrs. Louis, I'll be just a minute and then we'll get you back there."
As her mother hurried back into the inner offices, Catrin turned to the two patients. "Hey, do the kids still sled down the hill by the old Holly place?"
"They do. That's Colin and Julie Shaw's now," Mrs. Louis said. "He even put in some hay bales at the bottom of the hill so the kids aren't sledding out into the street."
"Really?" Catrin asked. "Great. I think we'll have to grab some sleds and go up there tonight. All right, good luck with Mom. Careful. She's terrible with that drill when she's been drinking."
"Only when I've been drinking whiskey. It's a tequila sort of day so you're safe," Anne called from the back.
Catrin's dad, Ross Walsh, worked at a hardware store in the heart of downtown Pike Bridge. He was right up front, a tousle of red hair making him as unmistakable as his wife or daughter. He was a short man with a ruddy complexion and a bristly patchwork beard, but when he smiled, he was quite handsome. And he certainly smiled right then, rushing to hug his daughter.
They went through a similar introduction as with Mrs. Walsh, and again, Maria emphasized that she hoped she wasn't putting them out. Ross looked almost shocked at that and reached out to squeeze her shoulder.
"Absolutely not. Absolutely not." He emphasized the absolutely the second time, as though verbally stamping his foot. "No. What's ours is yours and I'm only going to be offended if you don't make yourself at home."
Maria nodded, another wave of heat threatening to spill out through her eyes. "Thank you," she said, not noticing the troubled look between Ben and Catrin beside her.
The store was busy enough that, like his wife, Ross couldn't talk long, but when they told him that they were going to go sledding that night, he perked up. "Great idea!" he said. "We'll get some people together, make a party out of it. Call your sister and your brother."
Catrin laughed helplessly. "We will."
They departed not long after, Ross digging out a notepad from his pocket and a well-chewed pencil to write down some ideas for the night. In the SUV again, Ben said cheerfully, "Your dad is nuts and I love him."
"They're both so nice," Maria said.
Their home for the week was their next stop. It was a small place, with clapboard siding and dormer style windows that kind of reminded Maria of something from Star Wars, though she couldn't quite say why. When she told Ben, he squinted at the windows and laughed. "Oh yeah, like if you cut a TIE fighter's wings in half. I can see that."
"Dorks!" Catrin said.
Ross gave them the spare key at the hardware store and they let themselves in with the luggage. The interior was warmly decorated, though the furniture sparse and cheap. "They mostly rent it out to people here for the Snow Drop and the other touristy stuff throughout the year," Catrin explained. "My parents are close friends with theirs so we had this hooked up a long time ago."
The spare bedroom was right next to the master down a short hallway. Ben brought Maria's things in there, and gave the bed a close look. "Going to be enough blankets for you?"
Maria nodded. "Yes. Thank you."
"You sure? As cold as you get, I could grab you a dozen more."
"Ah! Shut up!"
He chuckled and headed into the master bedroom, saying loudly, "Woman! On the bed, now! We rut!"
"Oh God help me," Catrin said.
They got unpacked, checked out the fridge and freezer, both of which were empty, and Catrin made calls to her family to invite them to the impromptu sledding party that night. Ben in the meantime recruited Maria for her list-making skills, and they wrote out a short shopping list. Everyone agreed coffee was a must.
After some shopping and driving around, they headed to the Walsh home. It was a pretty good-sized place, a split level with a big picture window overlooking the quiet neighborhood. Icicle lights hung from the rain gutters and on the lawn was a beautiful light-up plastic nativity set. Maria walked to it, clutching her breast and smiling.
"My dad made the manger himself," Catrin said.
From the front door, which none of them had noticed opening, Ross said, "Which is why it's falling apart."
Maria looked up, still smiling, and shook her head. "It's very beautiful."
"Are you religious?" Ross asked her. "I don't mean to pry."
"Yes. My mother used to take us to church every year around Christmas and Easter. We didn't go much more often than that, but... yes, I like to believe."
"That's a fine way of putting it," Ross said. "Come on inside." When he opened the front door, the Walsh's dog raced out. It looked like a husky, but much, much smaller, and it bounded right towards Catrin, barking and dancing a wide circle around her before racing towards Maria to sniff her leg.
"Winston. Winston!" Ross said. "Leave her be!"
"Winston, hi!" Maria said. She started to reach a hand down then abruptly asked, "Is it okay if I pet him?"
"Absolutely. About the only time he bites is if I move my toes too close to him in the middle of the night." Ross shook his head. "Dog's gotta sleep in on the bed or Anne doesn't sleep well at night."
"Uh huh," Catrin said. "It's definitely Mom who can't sleep right and not you."
"Ah, well... he's spoiled rotten anyways."
Maria giggled and leaned down to pet Winston. He jumped up immediately on her and licked her face. She let him get in a few good doggo kisses before she stood up again. He did four, five, six laps around her, barking and wagging his tail. She never noticed Catrin looking at Ben and smiling.
They spent some time digging out sleds from the garage. Catrin's brother Andy showed up not too long after. His wife Melanie, five months pregnant, wouldn't be taking part in the sledding but brought along a portable stove and a box full of hot chocolate supplies and tins of candy and cookies. Practically everyone who came would bring something similar, including three more outdoor stoves. Catrin's mother Anne came home about the time they were wrapping up introductions and joined them after changing.
They brought the sleds, food, drinks, and folding tables to the sledding hill. Ross rigged up some outdoor lights to a generator, lighting up both the top and bottom of the hill. It wasn't strictly necessary, as the streetlights had seen a recent upgrade and were plenty bright enough. At the top of the hill, Colin and Julie Shaw's Christmas lights kicked on, which would have put the Griswold family to shame and provide a cheery backdrop to the proceedings.
A few minutes after that, an SUV rolled down the street towards them and its police lights kicked on. Maria's eyes widened. "Did we do something wrong?" she asked Catrin.
As if to answer, Colin Shaw's rumbling voice said over the SUV's loudspeaker, "Hey now, do you all have a permit to party?"
Catrin laughed and rushed to the SUV as it pulled in behind her brother's. Colin was a huge man, incredibly fit and also incredibly intimidating, if you didn't know him. Scars on his face didn't help matters much, but his appearance did not match his personality.
"Colin, you're giving our friend Maria a heart attack," Catrin said.
"Ah jeez," Colin said, coming around the front of the SUV. "It's a shame she had to fall in with you troublemakers."
"Merry Christmas," Catrin said, giving him a fierce hug. She gestured at Maria. "Maria, this is Colin Shaw. Our newest deputy and my former babysittee. Is that a word? It should be."
Colin engulfed Maria's hand with his own. "It's a pleasure."
"Oh, oh!" Catrin said. "You know what? Maria's a reader. I need to hook her up with some of Silje's books if you have some on hand."
"I do!" Colin said. "Big on romances?" he asked Maria. "My first wife wrote a bunch."
"I love them," Maria said. "My favorite genre."
"How long are you in town for?" Colin asked Catrin.
"We'll be here until a couple days after Christmas."
"Perfect. I'll bring them by if Julie doesn't first. She will want to say hi too."
"How's she doing? How's the baby?"
"Keeping us on our toes. And she's great." A dispatcher called for him on his radio and he thumbed it to talk back rapidly. When he was finished, he said, "Gotta run. Doesn't look like you got enough food here. Wouldn't be doing my job if I didn't make sure you all were fed. A pepperoni from Dalton's?"
"Oh my God, you're the best," Catrin said, and leaned up to kiss his cheek. "Come by when you can. We need to catch up."
"I'll do that. Nice meeting you," Colin said to Maria.
"You too," Maria said.
When he was driving down the street again, Catrin's smile faded and she shook her head. "It's such a tragic story. His first wife, Silje... well... she was a sweetheart. One of a kind. And really, from what everybody says, a brilliant writer."
"I'll look forward to reading her books. She passed?"
Catrin gave her a strained smile and nodded. "A while ago. But his second wife is great too. Anyways."
"Well, we're all set," Ben said, coming up behind them. He held out a sled to Maria. "Wanna take the first run?"
"I've never done it before," she said. "I'm a little scared I'll crash into those hay bales."
"You won't, I promise," Ben said.
Catrin jumped in quickly. "Hey, I know. Ben, take the first run with her. I bet you'd both fit on one of the bigger sleds."
Maria thought of nestling against Ben in such a confined space. Heat rushed to her cheeks. "Oh, um, um..."
"It's an idea," Ben said, giving his girlfriend a curious look. "But don't be jealous now of me getting my arms around Maria."
Maria said, "Oh, no, Catrin, I wouldn't, I wouldn't ever..."
"It's okay!" Catrin said, wrapping one arm around her. "It's adorable you're so nervous. Want him to go down with you?"
"Or maybe Catrin?" Ben asked. "Oooh, the two of you cozied up... mmm, yeah."
"Just for that, I do want Catrin to go with me," Maria said, and stuck out her tongue at him. He laughed and slapped Catrin's butt.
Catrin and Maria walked up to the top of the hill, Maria glad she wore sensitive warmer boots rather than her cuter but much wetter furry ones.
"Okay, the trick is..." Catrin said. "Go really fast. I mean really fast."
"And?" Maria asked.
"That's it! Crashing in the snow isn't as bad as you think it is."
Maria laughed softly. "You two are so good at making me feel at home with you."
"Good. I'm glad. You should know..."



"What?"
But Catrin went silent, a mischievous look to her. "You know what? I'm not going to tell you. Not yet. But I want you to know... anything you want this week... you can have."
"What does that mean?" Maria asked.
"Come on," Catrin said. "Sledding time."
Anything you want. What if I wanted you? Or Ben? Maria wondered.
* * *
Late that night, Ben, Catrin, and Maria returned back to their rental. "As fun as promised?" Ben asked Maria.
"Oh my gosh, yes," she said. "But my legs are so sore from climbing that hill and I am ready to dive under those blankets and read." Colin's second wife Julie brought by four of Silje's books along with the promised pizza, and refused payment from Catrin and Maria and called it a Christmas gift.
"Nothing is numb or anything, is it?" Ben asked.
"No, no, nothing like that."
"Good." He hugged her and kissed the top of her head, a gesture he didn't plan until he actually did it, but it felt right. "Well, um... have a good night, and we'll see you in the morning?"
"Sounds good," Maria said. She came to Catrin, and they hugged too. Catrin whispered something into Maria's ear, leaving the other woman smiling. Maria looked between them then headed for her bedroom without another word.
Ben pulled Catrin in and kissed her good and long. Into her ear, he whispered, "What did you tell her?"
"That we might get a little loud."
"Did you really?" he said.
Catrin reached down and plucked at the button to his jeans. "These are soaking wet. We need to get them off you."
She pulled him back towards the bedrooms, working at his jeans the whole way. Maria's door was mostly closed, the slender beauty humming a Christmas song to herself inside. Catrin trailed a hand across her door and returned her attention to her man, pulling him to the bed and dropping onto it, facing him.
His jeans and long underwear dropped and Ben's rising cock was right at face level. Catrin licked her lips and gripped him loosely with both hands. "Thank you," she murmured, then leaned in to suck one of his balls into her mouth.
Ben tensed and moaned, "For what?" as her tongue swirled against him.
She popped free. "For always being great about coming to see my family." She kissed his tip. "For being so good to our friends." She pushed up his cock and licked down the base of him. "For us and what we want."
He reached down and rubbed her cheek with his thumb. "That's nothing you ever need to thank me for. Or if it is, then I owe you too."
She stared up at him, her eyes a storm of emotion, and she licked his base, again and again and again. Her hands stroked what she wasn't licking, her fingers delicate upon his sensitive skin, and he moaned, beginning to thrust gently up at her. She engulfed his tip, her mouth spreading around him as she took his first few inches slowly at first, bobbing her head back and forth. His hand moved to her red hair, not to push her down harder on him, but to stroke it, run his fingers through it.
Every day Ben was amazed Catrin was in his life. Every. Day.
"I love you so goddamn much," he said. She winked up at him and bobbed harder, his tip hitting the back of her throat. She moaned around him wordlessly, her eyes refocusing on the vee of muscles above his groin. She pulled back off him and whispered the words back to him, rubbing her cheek with his cock before she grabbed her top and lifted it up.
Her cotton bra was next, freeing her big breasts. She spat on his tip three times before running her hands up and down him, getting him slick for her digits. Then her mouth dropped on him again, going for broke, sucking him hard and fast, little whimpers escaping her each time. Ben loved that sound from her, as though she were desperate for this, his pleasure.
"Baby," he warned Catrin.
She pulled back and said, "Give it to me, come in my mouth."
Christ, her voice was loud in the quiet house. Her eyes flicked towards the bedroom door and back at him again. The message was clear. Don't be quiet. Give her a show.
"Then suck it, baby. Let me see you with a mouthful of my come."
Catrin licked her lips in a show just for him and devoured him one more time. Her tongue swirled against his thick base as best it could manage, and her head worked back and forth, her red hair spilling down across her breasts.
"Oh God, like that, I love those lips on me," he moaned. "Fuck, Catrin, I'm there, I'm right..."
She drove down and swallowed every inch of him she could before pulling back one last time, mouth at his tip, still whipping that wicked tongue against him. He came with a wordless grunt, and shot after shot of him filled her mouth. She swallowed with as much emphasis as she could, making "gug gug gug" sounds each time.
Catrin came off him and he said, "Show me you swallowed like a good girl."
That was new to their sex play, and Catrin's parted lips weren't just for Maria's benefit. She opened wide and showed him her tongue, then said, "Was I good?"
"You were very good. You deserve a reward."
He pulled her to her feet and helped her out of her jeans and panties. His hands went to her waist and he twisted her around none too gently before pushing her towards the bed. She got on it on her knees and he followed behind, dropping his face to her ass cheeks first, kissing each in turn and giving them a playful slap before buying his tongue against her cleft, teasing her bud on his way to her slick folds.
"Ohhhh, Ben," she gasped. "Always so dirty, licking me there..."
An audible gasp came from the next room. Ben pulled back and glanced at Catrin at the same time as she looked back over her shoulder. She winked and he grinned before returning his attention to her pussy. Spreading her cheeks with his thumbs, he dropped his mouth to her, giving her a half dozen long slow teasing licks along the sides of her lips.
Catrin pressed back against him. "Please," she said.
"Please what?" Ben asked, lapping at her lips.
"Don't tease. Lick my pussy. I was your good girl..."
He chuckled. Maybe she really had liked the "good girl" thing or maybe she was playing it up for his benefit -- or Maria's. In any case, he liked it, and said, "You were." He dove in, his tongue sliding through her depths. Catrin's response was immediate and real, her ass bouncing back hard at him, her head twisting, already so wet and eager for him.
He moved his mouth up so his fingers could slide into her. One at first, then two and finally three, pumping slowly in and out of her as he made a faster rhythm with his tongue. "Oh, God, oh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh!" she moaned. "Bennnnn... Beennnn, that feels so good... your fingers... your tongue..."
His cock already started to rise, thrilled both by Catrin's words and moans and the idea that right next door Maria was listening. He wanted the little cutie since the day she walked in the door, and Catrin the first day she met Maria. For a while it was just a fantasy, but now... now it seemed like this could really happen.
He imagined her in the room with them, sitting at the head of the bed playing with herself as she watched him eat out Catrin. Or maybe he'd put Catrin on her back and Maria would ride her face, her hand on her dark hair, her perky breasts thrust out, those soft, kissable lips parted like Catrin's were when she got turned on.
The fantasy overwhelmed him, took him over, and soon he was flipping Catrin onto her back, spreading her legs wide before diving back down onto her pussy, his hunger on him like never before. He pushed his fingers back up into her as she writhed beneath him. "Ben, oh, oh fuck, aaaahhhhh, ahhhh, Ben..."
He brought his mouth to her clit, sucking it, flicking it hard with his tongue. Catrin gasped and cupped a breast, squeezing it and rocking her hips. "Ohhh, ohhh, ahhhhhh!" she cried out one last time and quivered. She dropped the hand at her breast to his head and tugged at his hair, gasping, "Fuck me, please, take me, take me now..."
Ben shot up her body, stopping only to suck at the breast she'd been cupping, his other hand at her pussy still, cupping it until he was hovering right above her. He moved it at the last and guided himself in. Catrin's legs kicked and she roped them around him, almost like she was seated on her back. He thrust into her, forceful pushes that left her bouncing in place.
"Fuck, fuck, fuuuuck!" she cried out, either coming again or riding out that first one into new heights.
Buzzing. Ben stopped and twisted his head, momentarily not registering what it was. Then it hit him. Maria was playing with a toy. Catrin grabbed his cheeks and twisted his face back towards hers. "Don't let on that you hear her," she said under her breath. "She's not ready to join us yet, but she will be. Soon. I don't want to scare her off or make her uncomfortable."
Ben nodded, and resumed fucking her again. He took her hands and pinned them above her head, a favorite position of both of them. Her for the safe powerlessness she felt and him because it did magnificent things to her boobs like that.
She locked her ankles tighter, her head rocking up and down with every hard push. He fought the urge to go even harder, to lose control and take her completely uncaged. But this was Catrin, and he would not risk hurting her for his own satisfaction.
That buzzing continued, and once or twice he thought he heard Maria gasp or moan. Catrin was as vocal as she had ever been, and that was pretty vocal. He didn't know if it was all for Maria's show, or if the other woman excited her to the point where her tongue was loosened. Whatever the case, it spurred him on, and soon he was riding the edge again, needing to come. But first was Catrin.
"Oh, ahhhh, ah, ah, ah." Her moans were timed to his thrusts, each one drawing the sound out of her. Her eyes went half-lidded, her fists clenching, unclenching. She twisted her head and her ankles uncrossed from behind his butt as she wriggled and writhed beneath him. "Oh, God, ohhhhh, Ben!"
She came, and it was a damn good thing. Ben was close too and panted, "Where?"
"Inside me, inside me, I need to feel it..."
"Oh!" came from Maria's room, the loudest sound yet.
Ben's head whipped towards the wall and just as fast he looked back at Catrin, feeling guilty. She took his chin with two fingers and nudged it back. He pumped into her three, four more times, and finally grunted his pleasure. "Catrin..."
He came, and his girlfriend cooed underneath him, both of them looking in the direction of the woman they both wanted so much.
* * *
Sledding was fun. Skiing was even better.
When the sledders heard that Ben, Catrin, and Maria were planning on hitting the slopes, Catrin's brother Andy hatched a plan for everyone to caravan up there in a few SUVs the next day. Everything came together fast, and barely had the trio finished breakfast at the Walsh house than Andy pulled up front with his wife. Catrin's sister planned to join them later, though she made no promises since she had little ones and she needed to find a sitter.
Maria had warm clothes but not weatherproof enough for the slopes. Thankfully, Andy's wife Melanie was only a size larger than her before her pregnancy and they managed to find a pair of bib pants that would work for her with the legs pinned up. Along with a puffy coat, goggles, gloves, and a warm fuzzy hat, Maria was all set.
All told, twelve men, women, and children joined them. The ski hill was about as far as the drive from New Bainbridge had been the day before, skirting the river and the mountains instead of going back in that direction. It was just as lovely a drive. Everyone in their big Suburban sang along to Christmas music, making the trip feel a third the length.
Ben, seated between Maria and Catrin, had an arm wrapped around them both. Catrin said, "Ben's the much better skier. Want to teach her, hon?"
"Sure," Ben said, but gave her a curious look. Not that he was bad, but Catrin was the better skier by far, and they both knew it. She was up to something, but she couldn't tell him what until they arrived at the slopes and Maria headed into the women's locker room to get ready.
Quietly, so Ben was the only person who could hear, Catrin said, "She knows I'm interested, or she's getting the hint, anyways. But you have to show her today you are. Don't press. But don't leave questions either."
Ben wrapped a hand around the back of her neck and kissed her. Nearby, Andy scooped up a handful of snow and chucked it at them. Catrin took after her brother on her skis. They would head up the hill on the chair lift, but if Ben was to teach Maria, it would be the bunny slopes for an hour or two.
And there she was, coming out of the women's dressing area. The clothes made her look like a marshmallow, but her long, silky dark hair spilling down her shoulders, her peach-colored lips, the hint of gleaming teeth, her soulful eyes focused on the mountain, all of it combined to wrench something inside of Ben to life and he had a hard time not blinking.
"I feel like a marshmallow," she said, echoing his thought. She looked down at herself and frowned.
"Maria, I'm not kidding you. I looked at you just now and..." Ben struggled to find the words.
"It really does look that bad?" she asked, drawing nearer.
Ben took her by the shoulders and fought the urge to kiss her. Not here, not now in front of all these people, especially with some of them related to Catrin. Too much to explain and his brain was so foggy with her that he couldn't have formed a cohesive sentence. "No. You and Catrin are forever going to take my words away from me. If you could see yourself the way I do now... you'd never question how beautiful you are ever again."
She blinked, and her lips pressed together. "I... thank you, Ben. But Catrin... would she want you saying these things?"
"I think you know the answer to that."
"Oh," she said softly. She cocked her head. "So it's not just my imagination?"
"No."
He expected more nerves from her, more shyness. But instead, a slow smile spread across Maria's face. "Well, should we hit the slopes?"
Taken by surprise, Ben chuckled. "Absolutely."
Later, they would both agree the hardest part of the day for her was the first hour and simply getting around. She fell, a lot, but unlike Ben his first few times doing the same, Maria laughed it off and hopped right back up, her balance exceptional when her legs weren't going whackadoodle on her.
They took five or six runs down the bunny hills until she was confident she could stop when necessary and handle easy turns. Her mood seemingly bolstered by Ben's frankness about wanting her, she took to the chair lift with determination, something that had scared her on the drive up.
"It's really pretty up here," she said as they sat together on the lift.
"It is. I've never been to this hill before but it's nice."
"The river. It's so perfect."
Ben took her hand and squeezed it through their gloves. "It really is."
They kept things to easy runs at first, but Maria was a sharp student and soon they were on their way to the first intermediate run. They saw Catrin racing her brother and waved, but Catrin was too determined to win to acknowledge them. Over a few more runs, the others in their group complimented Maria on how she was doing. She blushed and stammered her thanks and Ben fell a little bit harder for her every minute they were together.
The fun had to end sometime, and when Maria finally admitted she was both freezing and starving, they headed down to the lodge. While she warmed up by a crackling fire, Ben went to retrieve a calzone and a pulled pork sandwich from a food trailer beside the lodge. Catrin joined him, and asked him how it went. He took her in his arms and kissed her.
"She knows."
Catrin's eyes danced. "Good."
* * *
"I am so sore," Maria said as they finally crashed through the door to their rental. "My hips, my legs, my butt."
"Worth it though, right?" Catrin asked.
"Yes! I can't decide if I liked sledding or skiing more. So much fun. Really, thank you both. This is... it's the best. I've never been this happy."
"Good," Catrin said. "You get in the tub. A soak will help with the muscles."
"I like that idea," Maria said.
"It's early yet," Ben said. "Christmas movie? I could run out and grab some popcorn."
"That sounds great to me," Catrin said. "Maria?"
"Love it."
Ben headed for the bedroom first while Maria disappeared into the bathroom. He changed into sweatpants and a different long-sleeved shirt. When he emerged, the bathroom door was open just far enough he could see inside. That had to be deliberate, as did Maria's positioning. Right at the perfect angle to see her, she was bent over, tugging off her leggings. Her black cotton briefs stretched tight across her ass, and Ben stopped to stare. She looked back over her shoulder and crossed an arm over her bare breasts, less a horrified "don't look" gesture than a shy one.
"Enjoy your bath," he said, his voice a growl even to him. She smiled faintly, and turned for the tub.
Catrin stood in front of the TV, finding something to watch. "Can you suffer through a romance? I really want to watch this one."
He chuckled and squeezed her ass. "Sure." Into her ear, he murmured, "Might want to take a walk by the bathroom. She left the door open for us."
"Mm. Get a nice view?"
"Oh yeah."
"I'm jealous."
He kissed her shoulder, bent to grab his wallet and his phone, and headed for the door. "Back as soon as I can."
In the bathroom, Maria couldn't believe her daring just then. She wasn't a virgin but Ben -- and Catrin -- made her feel like one, shy and unsure of herself. Showing him her butt and most of her breasts like that had taken every ounce of willpower she had.
The hot water felt good, so good. Maria didn't know how tense her muscles were until she sank into it and felt the bruises from a few of her falls. The cold was slowly sapped out of her, replaced by a warmth not just on her skin, but filling her heart and soul too. They wanted her. She knew that now for certain. This was not her imagination.
She closed her eyes and leaned her head back. When the tub filled, she reached out with her foot and flicked the knob off. Her head was nearly submerged. So relaxed. So very warm.
Catrin called from the kitchen, "I was going to make some tea. Would you like some?"
"I'd love some," Maria said, coming up out of it. She nearly dozed off. On this night, when she was probably about to fulfill one of her greatest fantasies, she was about to fall asleep. How very silly. Still, the water was so wonderful.
"I'll bring it in once it's done?"
Oh Catrin, you sly, wonderful woman. Don't you know you don't need an excuse? "Okay. That would be... great."
But she wouldn't have that cup of tea, not that night. She sank back into the water, closing her eyes again and promising herself it would only be for a minute. That minute stretched on and on, and when Catrin came in, she found the other woman breathing deep, her chin nearly against her breasts. Catrin drank Maria in, unable to pull her eyes away. She was so beautiful, the kind that made her heart ache to see.
She crept into the bathroom and set the mugs down on the counter. Maria didn't stir until Catrin leaned down and pushed the lever for the drain. Maria came awake, but just barely.
"Tea ready?" she asked.
"Come on, you. Let's get you to bed."
"Oh, no, Christmas movie... popcorn... wanted to... to tell you so much tonight..."
Catrin smiled and held out a hand. "We have tomorrow." Or the rest of our lives, if I have my way.
Despite Maria's weak protests, Catrin got her out of the tub and into the guest bedroom. Maria slid into bed and Catrin tucked her in, Maria's hand caught her wrist as she brought the comforter and blankets up.



"Cuddle with me, just until Ben gets back?"
"I'd love that."
Maria settled back, her eyes-half lidded as she tried to focus on Catrin slipping out of her pants and shirt. "So beautiful," she whispered.
Catrin slid into bed beside her, and Maria twisted onto her side to look Catrin in the eyes. Catrin couldn't resist kissing the other woman softly, more a friendly gesture than a sexual one. Maria smiled, and slid back down into sleep as Catrin stroked her arm.
Maria was so wonderfully warm, and the blankets cocooned hem tightly. Catrin kept stroking her friend's arm until her eyes closed and she fell asleep too.
* * *
A phone rang, but it wasn't Ben's. Maria's, sitting in one of the cupholders up front. She must have left it in the SUV
He thought about letting it go to voicemail but picked it up to look at the name. Arturo. He knew that was one of Maria's brothers, so he felt okay about answering it in case it was an emergency.
"Hey, Arturo, this is Ben."
"The guy she's with this week, right?" Arturo's voice was soft and musical, the male version of Maria's.
"That's right. She left her phone in the SUV. I'm just running out for snacks if you need me to go back and hand off the phone."
"Nah, that's all right. I was calling to let her know we're stopped for the night on the way to Papa's." He pronounced Papa as Puh-Paw. "She worries if she knows we're on the road."
"That sounds like our Maria," Ben said.
Arturo chuckled. "You three having a good trip? Uh... Knife... River?"
"Pike Bridge," Ben said. "Yeah, it's been great. Sledding last night and skiing today."
"Ahhhh, jealous, jealous. I bet she loved that. She always liked the snow."
"The snow, absolutely. The cold, not so much."
"The man does know my sister." Arturo was silent long enough Ben started to wonder if there was something he was supposed to say. Finally, hesitantly, Arturo asked, "Is she all right? Is she happy?"
"I think so. Why do you ask?"
"Ah, it's..." Arturo let out a long breath. "Maria deserves a... a nice Christmas. One like we used to have before Mama passed. They... haven't been so good since then."
Ben turned into the grocery store's parking lot and slowed. "You know, I kinda got that impression. She hasn't said much, but sometimes she... I don't know, gets this look?"
"Yeah. She... Martin and I, we... aggggh," Arturo said as Ben found a spot. "I'm talking in circles. I hate when people talk in circles. Our Papa, he hasn't been so kind to Maria since our mother passed. She was his everything, and Maria is so much like her. Good and sweet. Christmas was their time of the year, Mama and Maria."
"And your father is still hurt by that," Ben said, a spike of sadness hitting him hard.
"Yes. Very much so. It's good she's away from here. I hate to say that, but it's true. He can be..." He clicked his tongue. "...tough on her. Maybe Martin and I, we'll bring up our families there next year. But this year, Ben, you do me and mine a favor. You give her the best Christmas you can."
"Of course," Ben said. It sounded like the other man was choking up. He said a quiet goodbye, and that was that.
Ben spent a few minutes more than necessary in the store, lost in thought. Give Maria the best Christmas he could. Yeah. He would do that. Humming "Santa Claus is Coming to Town," he walked through the Christmas aisle, taking notes on his phone.
By the time he left the store, he had not just the popcorn in hand, but two bottles of wine and a hell of a plan. It would take a lot of time and some fast effort, but he hoped he could rope Ross, Andy, and Katrin's sister Shawna into it.
He returned to the rental, his mind now sliding towards what he thought would happen that night. Maria was ready to take this beyond a friendship, he was sure of that. But when he stepped inside, no one was in the living room.
"Cat? Maria?" he asked. A slow grin spread. Oh shit, were they getting started already?
He dropped the bags on the table but held onto one of the bottles of wine. The bathroom was unoccupied, but a pair of mugs were on the counter, forgotten about. His dick coming to life, he pranced down the hallway to the bedrooms.
Catrin's name fell away from his lips when he saw the pair on the bed, tucked underneath the covers, nearly forehead to forehead. The bedroom light was still on but both women were completely out. Ben watched for a while, his heart swelling.
This was right, he thought. We'll always take care of you, Maria.
* * *
Catrin woke first. Sometime during the night, Maria twisted around until she was nestled with her butt against the other woman's midriff. She was still nude, while Catrin had on her underthings.
For a long minute until biology kicked in and need made her get out of bed, all Catrin wanted to do was rest there and feel the warmth of the other woman. It was so different from cuddling with Ben. His height and muscles made her feel protected and safe. With Maria, she felt almost like the protector but it was a softer aura they shared between them, something peaceful and delicate she hated to break.
But soon she had to get out of bed. Maria stirred but didn't yet wake. Good. Let her be a while longer. Catrin went to the bathroom, took a few minutes to shower and brush her teeth, and poked her head in to see if Ben was still sleeping. He wasn't in the master bedroom, though the blankets were askew so he must have slept there the night before. In the living room she found a note on the table.
"Need to take care of Xmas things. Will be gone most of the day. U 2 have fun! -B"
Catrin put the note back down and headed for the bedroom again. This time, when she slid into bed still nude, Maria turned around.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you," Catrin said, her voice husky with growing need of the other woman.
"Don't be," Maria said, reaching a hand out lazily and pulling Catrin in closer. Her eyes searched the redhead's. "Is that okay?"
For an answer to that, and to forever salve Maria's worries, Catrin leaned in and kissed the other woman. Unlike their gentle, friendly kiss from the night before, this one bore the weight of what she wanted, what they both wanted, and Maria's lips parted with a soft, "Oh."
She pushed forward, her soft lips embracing Catrin's again, her dark eyes wondering and lighting up. Catrin cradled her face with one hand, and Maria's rose to do the same to her. "We are both so crazy about you, Maria."
"I'm crazy about both of you too," Maria said.
They did nothing but kiss and stroke each other's faces for long minutes, both still warm and comfortable. Maria eventually had to slip out of bed to use the bathroom. Her bare bottom on the way out of the room gave Catrin such wicked ideas and she ran a hand down her body to her pussy. She pulled the covers back with her other hand and teased her clit and her pussy lips until Maria reappeared, freshly showered.
Maria watched from the doorway, her eyes traveling a slow line from Catrin's mussed hair to her red cheeks and darkly desirous eyes, to her parted lips, the delicate lines of her neck, her full breasts, her petite arms, her slim stomach, the shaven mound, her pussy gleaming with desire, her fingers shyly exposing herself, her hips, her athletic legs, her curled toes.
"You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," Maria said. "I've never done this. Not with a woman."
"Neither have I," Catrin said. "Ben and I, we've talked about it. We want a third. We didn't know who until we met you."
"A third? Like... for a night or..."
Catrin smiled softly and curled a finger at the other woman. "I told you. Anything you want."
"More than a night."
"So much more, I hope."
Maria moved back to the bed and climbed onto it. Catrin rose to her knees and pulled the other woman to her for another searing kiss. Maria's fingers went to her hair and slid through it. A moan escaped her when Catrin did the same with her long, silky strands.
Catrin took over, gently nudging Maria onto her back and sliding down her body. She took Maria's foot in hand, and brought it up off the bed as the other woman's hand rose to her mouth, her finger tracing her lips. Catrin kissed her big toe and brought her lips down further, holding Maria's eyes as she traced the pad of the foot down to the ball.
"That tickles," Maria said, barely a whisper.
"Want me to stop?" Catrin asked, sliding her tongue out and flicking it against the ball.
Maria shook her head quickly. "I like it."
"You like what?" Catrin asked, bringing her mouth to Maria's ankle and flicking it too with her tongue.
"I like..."
"Tell me, Maria. You don't need to be shy around me. Or Ben."
"I like you licking me," Maria whispered. "And kissing me. All of me."
Catrin settled that foot down and took up the other one in her hand. She sucked Maria's first two toes into her mouth, not a move she'd ever done before but she planned on kissing and licking every inch of her submissive friend, and that started now.
Maria twisted her head to look back at the pillows and pulled a few of them towards her, stacking them up quickly behind her head so she could better watch the pleasure Catrin was giving her. The redhead trailed kisses and licks to that ankle, then scooted forward to get better access to Maria's toned legs.
"Ohhhh, Catrin..."
"Ben left a note," Catrin said, nuzzling Maria's supple skin. The other woman's need formed a glimmer of wetness on her soft pink lips, and Catrin couldn't wait to taste it. "He won't be back for a long while. It's just you and me, baby."
"Baby... I like that," Maria said. "And honey. I like when you call me honey." She sucked her finger into her mouth to the first knuckle, then popped it out. "Will he be mad, us doing this without him?"
Catrin smiled and let the leg go to pick up the other. "No. I'd never do anything I thought would hurt our relationship. You... this..." She kissed Maria's other calf, a hint of flowery soap intoxicating her. "This is only leading to more. And besides, he knows. I'll show you the note. Later. Much..." She kissed her bare skin, nearing her knee. "Much..." Kiss. "Later."
Maria's thighs and hips were exquisite, toned but with real flair to them, a delicious combination. She twitched as Catrin's mouth moved across her sensitive skin, nearing her sex. Her eyelids fluttered, her throat visibly working. "That's... so... good," she whimpered. "I'm already so... mm..."
"Wet," Catrin said.
"Yessss."
"Say it, honey. Say you're wet for this."
Maria's eyes opened and focused on Catrin. "I'm so wet for you. I'm always so wet for you. And if you keep kissing me like... like th-that, I'm going to, mm... orgasm..."
"Come," Catrin said, brushing the tender flesh right beside Maria's sex, her breath hot against the other woman's skin. "You're going to come for me."
"Mmm hmmm..."
"Say it. Say you're going to come..."
"I'm going to c-come for you, Catrin. I'm going to come so hard for you."
"Do it," Catrin said, and licked the warm skin. Maria's head dropped back and she arched her back, her hands balling.
"Oh... oh! Cat... Catrin!"
Maria crested, stilling for a few long seconds as Catrin watched, still licking that delicate bit of skin before sliding her tongue up, still not touching Maria's pussy, though she wanted to, badly. Instead, she brought her tongue across the other woman's mound, teasing the waxed skin there, drawing more shivers out of her friend, more soft coos of her name. Then Catrin's mouth pressed to Maria's other thigh, tracing heart shapes into it that Maria would claim she felt for hours afterwards.
Then upward, slowly upward, teasing Maria's mound again, her fingers on the other woman's knees. Higher, Catrin's whole body rocking with the kisses and licking she was giving Maria, her own need rising within, a kindle not yet a blaze but swiftly approaching it.
Maria giggled when Catrin teased her belly button with her tongue, and Catrin couldn't take another minute without kissing the other woman again. She rushed up, their lips coming together with more natural ease this time, Catrin's hands now on her stomach. Maria brushed her red hair away from her face and Catrin caught her hand to kiss that too. One by one she kissed Maria's fingers, adoring her nails, painted like red-wrapped packages with tiny white ribbon-like stripes dividing them.
Maria made her boldest move yet since cuddling closer to Catrin at the start of this. She pushed one of the fingers delicately into Catrin's mouth, her eyes widening in consternation. That nervousness was adorable and Catrin looked forward to teaching her to wick it away, to never be shy around her or Ben.
She sucked the finger as Maria offered it to her, bathing it with her tongue. Maria's other hand went to Catrin's back and down, trailing her nails across her skin until she reached Catrin's bottom. Catrin let the finger slide free and said, "Touch what you want, but you're not getting me off until I've made you beg me to stop."
"I don't think that'll ever happen," Maria said.
"A challenge. I like that," Catrin said.
Maria giggled and leaned up to kiss her again. She kept a hand on Catrin's ass, exploring it, and Catrin touched her breast for the first time, loving the way it filled her hand, the nipple already so very responsive and hard. Maria moaned wordlessly.
Catrin liked Maria's hand on her bottom and decided to forego the mirrored finger and hand kissing and licking for the moment. Instead, she explored Maria's other arm, kissing the skin around a gold bracelet she rarely took off before traveling up, her cheek nearly brushing Maria's breast. When she cruised along Maria's shoulder to a particularly sensitive spot on the side of her neck, Maria gasped and clutched her butt harder.
"Like that?" Catrin asked, keeping her lips right there.
"Uh huh," Maria said, almost girlishly high.
"Does it make you wet?"
"Everything you touch does."
"Mm. Let me find out."
Catrin reached down and for the very first time, she touched another woman's pussy. Oh, Maria was wet all right, and responsive, so very responsive. Her knees spread wide and Maria's back arched, especially when Catrin sucked and nibbled at the spot on her neck.
Catrin's fingers slid along Maria's lips, testing her slickness. Maria's eyes fluttered and her breath came in tiny bursts, her butt rising, falling, trying to urge Catrin to slide those digits inside her. Catrin moved her head to the spot on the opposite side of Maria's neck where she was kissing, brushing her hair out of the way and then following with her lips. Maria let go of the redhead's ass to clutch at her head, letting out a wail at the same time.
"Oh... ohhhh, Catrin!"
"Come for me again," Catrin whispered. Her tongue flicked the sensitive skin and Maria writhed. "God, you're beautiful, the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, and I love watching you come, love seeing you be mine..."
"Yo... URS!" Maria cried out.
She quivered again, clutching Catrin's head and sobbing out her pleasure. Catrin hurried to kiss her lips, her fingers sliding into Maria's wetness finally, pumping a finger deep inside her and curling it to brush her trimmed nail across the sensitive skin inside.
"Oh f-fu..." Maria gasped against Catrin's lips.
"Fuck," Catrin agreed happily.
She sucked Maria's tongue into her mouth, toying with it, and now Maria was kissing her back fervently, humping at her hand, her own going to Catrin's big breasts and squeezing. Catrin moaned and let go of the other woman's tongue to travel down to explore Maria's own tits, running her tongue down the hollow of her neck, the valley between her breasts, and under.
All the while, her finger kept pumping in and out of Maria, keeping her on the edge. Finally Catrin allowed herself the pleasure of moving her lips to one of Maria's nipples, so ready for her lips, her tongue, her touch.
"Please, please suck it," Maria begged. "I'm burning up for you..."
No more teasing. Catrin brought her lips to the nipple and sucked. At the same time she pushed another finger into Maria's nearly virginal folds, ramping up the other woman's pleasure. Maria's leg dropped and she kicked the mattress, her whole body pumping up and down to meet Catrin's fingers and her eager lips.
"Oh God oh God ohhhhh!" Maria cried out.
Catrin devoured her other nipple, sucking it hard, a moan of need escaping her lips too. She pressed her thighs together, so wet and ready for Maria's touch. Much as she wanted to prolong Maria's pleasure, she was right on the verge herself, the intensity of their play driving her wild. She dropped her free hand between her thighs and played with herself, her hips rocking with her eagerness.
But first there was something she wanted -- needed -- to try.
To taste.
She traveled up Maria one more time to kiss her. Maria's half-lidded eyes fluttered and she whimpered Catrin's name over and over again, soft breathy moans barely audible over the squicking of Catrin's fingers inside her. Without a word, Catrin dipped down again, lower, lower, lower.
She pulled her fingers free, and Maria sucked in a sharp breath.
Catrin tasted pussy for the very first time.
The word that came to mind was "fresh." Maria tasted mostly of soft soaps, her natural musk so faint that it faded to the background. Catrin wasn't sure she would know what to do until she did it, simply going for what felt natural in the moment, long, gentle laps of the other woman's delicate skin, ending in flicks across Maria's cute button.
"Oh, Catrin, Catrin, this is real?"
"It's real," Catrin breathed against Maria's wet lips. "You're ours now, and we're not letting you go."
Maria giggled, a hint of exhaustion to it. "Yours. Always yours. I... can I taste you too?"
"Anything you want, honey."
Catrin didn't want to stop, so she twisted sideways inch by inch, crawling over Maria's leg and moving up the bed like hands on a clock. All the while she kept licking until she nudged Maria's shoulder. Her leg came up and she looked over her shoulder to make sure she wasn't going to accidentally knee the oher woman.
She ended up on top, her pussy inches from Maria's face. Maria stared up at her adoringly, brushing Catrin's pussy lips with trembling fingers. Then, slowly, ever so slowly, Maria brought her hands around Catrin's butt and brought her down, her lips parted, her eyes closing as Catrin made contact with Maria's tongue.
And there it was. Both women were tasting another for the first time in their lives. Maria's first few laps of Catrin were tentative and careful, but something changed quickly within her, some need rocketing up. Soon she lapped eagerly, pulling Catrin tight to her face and keeping her there.
"You taste so good," Maria said, her voice breathy and wondering.
"You do too," Catrin said, wiggling her hips.
They devoured each other, their tenderness giving way to an unbridled enthusiasm. They moved together, writhing, touching, licking, kissing, and once, when Maria jumped as Catrin's fingers touched her bud, laughing. It was the best kind of sex, joyous and exploratory, and it stretched on far longer than either realized. Their orgasms were numerous, small things but no less warm. This wasn't about reaching climax, though. This was about the last few steps to fall in love, a breathless, effortless love that would last the rest of their lives. Neither would think to say it for a few weeks, but there it was on that day.
Love.
Exhaustion and Maria's physical limits reached, they finally fell apart. Maria snuggled into Catrin, her head low, face pressed in the nook between her breasts and her chin. Catrin pulled the covers up around them.
"You like being submissive, don't you?"




"Yes," Maria whispered. "Is that okay?"
"Of course. I know Ben feels the urge to look out for you. So do I."
"Sometimes I wonder... does that make me weak? But I like me. I like being... quiet. Happy."
"I like that about you too. You're not weak. And if you ever feel that way, well, we're here for you. Always."
They dozed off and on for an hour or two. It probably would have been longer if Ben hadn't texted. Catrin woke from a pleasant meandering dream about window shopping in New Bainbridge to slip out of bed and fetch it from her clothes. Maria wiggled onto her back and watched with sleepy, happy eyes as Catrin returned to bed, reading her message.
"Ben needs us out of the house for a while here in an hour or so."
"What is he up to?"
"From his note, Christmas shopping, sounds like. Oh, speaking of which, you want to go?"
"Mm, I want to stay in bed, but yes, I want to pick something up for your parents and maybe something to eat for your family dinner tomorrow."
Catrin cupped her cheek. "Oh, honey, there's going to be so much food."
"I promised Ben garlic knots. And besides, I'd feel guilty if I didn't bring something."
"Well, we can't have that," Catrin said. She kissed Maria and stroked her thigh. "We have enough time. Want to take a bath together?"
"Yesssss," Maria said, and hopped out of bed.
* * *
"I really appreciate this," Ben said.
"Hey, no problem," Andy said.
Shawna, Catrin and Andy's sister, bobbed up and down on her feet. "It's so sweet."
Shawna, like the rest of Catrin's family, had a nest of red hair, kept at that moment under a thick fur trapper cap. She was shorter and stockier than the other two siblings, and carried some comfortable motherly weight after having three kids in rapid succession. Her husband was staying behind with the little ones to give the other adults some time to go tree hunting.
"We'll have to do this when the kids are older," Andy said.
Holding his hand, his wife Melanie said, "Oh, wouldn't that make for the nicest holiday picture?"
"It would."
They walked down a gentle, sloping snowmobile path through a patch of forest near Pike Bridge, prime Christmas tree hunting territory, according to Ross when Ben stopped by the store to get his guidance on how to obtain a tree permit and to buy a saw. He was right. Fifteen or twenty years ago, this area saw a nasty forest fire that left the hillside blackened and all the old trees wiped out, but the new growth was now perfect for a Christmas tree. Of course half the town thought the same thing, so they had a hike ahead of them to find a spot that hadn't been picked over, but it was worth it.
Maria was worth it.
Ben wondered, as he had a dozen times that morning, what Catrin and Maria were up to. That brought a smile to his face. When he woke that morning, the two were still cuddled up together. He drank his coffee at their door, watching them, thinking about the future, thinking about how happy he was, and thinking too about what Arturo told him.
As far as Ben was concerned, Maria would always have a home with them. Even if this didn't work out, that was true. And the first step started that day.
"You tell me if you get winded," Andy said to his wife.
"You and Ben could carry me out," Melanie said. She squeezed her husband's hand. "I'm fine."
"You and Catrin talking any about getting married?" Shawna asked.
Ben thought again about Maria and shook his head. "Your parents have been asking us the same thing all week."
"There," Melanie said. "What about that one?"
She pointed out a fat fir that would have been perfect, but when they stomped off the path to take a look, the other side of the tree was mostly bare., and they continued on.
"So how about it?" Shawna asked. "Are you going to marry Catrin?"
"Shawna," Andy said.
"What? He knows I'm just looking out for her."
Shawna could be described politely as forward. She was blunt, and generally, that was a good thing. Ben thought about how to respond, and finally said lamely, "It's something we've discussed. Right now, it's not what we're interested in."
"Right now?" Shawna asked.
"I would never want to do anything that would hurt Catrin," Ben said.
"What does that even mean?"
Ben chuckled helplessly. He didn't want to discuss this with Catrin's family without her, and besides, they still needed to work out what they were with Maria. In a relationship, a fling, maybe not even that. "Someday soon we'll talk about it."
Shawna finally let it go, mostly because they found the right tree. It was perfect for their needs, short and full, with big fat needles. Ben did most of the sawing, and when the trunk came free, he lifted it up and grinned. "Perfect."
Shawna was clearly pissy with him and broke away when they got back to town. That was okay. She was angry for the right reasons, he supposed.
Shopping for bulbs, garland, and lights wasn't necessary. Ross and Anne had plenty of everything and were happy to supply it. The one thing Ben did have to buy was a new base and a skirt for the tree, and while he was at the counter with his purchases, he added a box of candy canes too.
At his request, Catrin got Maria out of the house before he came home. Her texts to him were cryptic but teasing. They were going to do a little Christmas shopping themselves, something he did that morning. He asked Catrin for several uninterrupted hours. Andy and Melanie helped with filling out the tree, and added some touches of their own, red bows and an angel to top it with. Ross had also provided them with some outdoor lights, so Ben borrowed a ladder and staplegun from his girlfriend's father and set to work decorating the outside of the house.
Andy and Melanie left when that was done, refusing to take any money for the help. "Shawna might be grumpy," Andy said, "but you're family. Family helps family."
Ben saw them off and checked the time. He had about thirty minutes before Catrin and Maria came back. He headed to the SUV, pulled out the gifts he bought that morning, and headed into the master bedroom to wrap presents for both the women of his life, as well as a few family gifts for the Walshes. These he arranged under the tree as daylight began to settle into dusk.
Something was still missing though, and Ben couldn't figure out what it was. He looked around, frowned, and didn't see it. Went outside and did the same. Still didn't see it. It was only when he took the ladder and staplegun back to the Walsh house and pulled up in front of their house that he realized just what he could add to the decorations to make it perfect for Maria.
Ross and Anne were both home by that point. Both were seated in the living room, Anne looking for something to watch on TV while Ross was reading a Stephen Graham Jones novel, a bowl of his wife's absurdly good winter chow mix in a bowl beside him. Winston charged Ben with playful yaps, and Ben stooped to give the dog a few scratches on the back.
"Hey Ben! How'd the decorating go?" Anne asked.
"Great, and thanks again for everything. How late does the holiday store downtown stay open?" Just that year a new seasonal gift shop had opened up, taking full advantage of the town's popularity as a holiday destination. "I pulled up and got to thinking about how Maria liked your nativity set. Thought I'd see if I could find her a small one, sort of a nice memory of this Christmas she could take home."
"It closes at seven," Anne said, but gave her husband a funny look. "We were just talking about... well, a nativity set."
"We were," Ross said, looking pleased. "Hang on. No need to buy one."
"Oh, hey, no, we've already taken so much..."
Ross rose and shook his head. "No. It's all just gathering dust around here."
"And we have so much Christmas stuff," Anne said. "I keep saying, we need to have a garage sale."
"You're doing us the favor," Ross said.
While Ross went to dig through a storage shed in the backyard, Ben brought the ladder and the garage where he found them. When he came back inside, he stole a handful of the chow mix and tossed down the sugary chocolatey mix.
Ross came back in with a plastic bag in hand, tied off at the top. He set it on the kitchen table while Anne went to find a gift bag in her hobby room. When Ross untied it, he said, "Now this was Lorne and Diane's." Lorne and Diane were his aunt and uncle, both of whom passed that year from different illnesses. "When the kids were organizing what they wanted to give away, they wanted us to have some of the Christmas stuff. We got a bunch. This isn't fancy, but it's been in the family for a long time."
Ben, who never really thought much about religion other than believing "don't be a dick" was a good philosophy, thought Ross was wrong. The nativity set wasn't ornate or finely detailed, but it was handcrafted, and obviously made with a lot of love and care. He offered to pay, but again, Ross and Anne wouldn't take a dime.
"Hell, Ben, there's a whole shed of that stuff," Ross said.
Ben headed back to the rental, the nativity set beside him in its bag. He had just enough time to turn on the Christmas lights inside and out and set up the nativity set on an end table with a note in front of it that said "For Maria on her first Christmas with us."
He didn't know it, but a day after they got back to New Bainbridge after Christmas, Maria would swing by an office supply store and have that piece of paper laminated so she could hold onto it forever.
* * *
Christmas shopping hadn't been so fun for Maria in years and years. Neither of them really needed to buy much, but they loved taking in the gift shops and other businesses downtown. She did find some small gifts for the Walsh family, cute freestanding wooden reindeer silhouettes that would work perfect not just as gifts for Catrin's parents, but for her siblings as well. And at a grocery store, she picked up the things to make Ben's beloved garlic bread bites and some parmesan Brussels sprouts.
They returned back to the rental. Maria crept her hand across to Catrin's side and brushed the other woman's hip. Catrin glanced down, smiled, and took Maria's hand to hold it until they came to a turn.
The house was lit up, and in turn, Maria lit up too. Not only were there strings of lights twinkling outside, but a tree glowed brightly inside, and she laughed to see it. This must have been what Ben did all day.
They gathered up their purchases. Ben was inside watching TV and drinking a beer. He hadn't heard the vehicle pull up and stood.
"Maria... last night, you left your phone in the SUV," he said. "Arturo called. I answered it in case it was an emergency." He set down the bottle of beer and came to the pair to bring a hand to Maria's face. She blinked away heat starting to build in her eyes for about the thousandth time that day. "He and Martin, they miss you. And they wanted me to give you the best Christmas I could." He nodded towards the tree and to the nativity set she hadn't yet seen. She stared at it, so much emotion washing through her. All this, for her. "This isn't just me trying to do that. The Walshes and-"
Maria kissed him. She couldn't bear it anymore, and just had to. Her tears fell free now, and Ben's hand at her cheek went to the back of her head as he lost himself to the kiss, pulling her tight, crushing her to him. Beside them, Catrin ran their hands over both their backs, saying nothing, letting them connect.
Ben roped his arms around Maria and lifted her up. She giggled throatily but his face was completely serious as he walked her through the living room, his hands on her terrific ass and his breaths coming faster. He got her into the master bedroom and settled her on the bed. Catrin trailed in behind him as Ben worked the zipper on Maria's puffy coat. She sat up for him and he tugged the jacket off her.
"Give me," Catrin said, and Ben did. But before she could get away from arm's length, he took her arm and pulled her in for a kiss. She smiled against his lips, then twisted her head, and kissed Maria too. They held it long and lovingly. "We... had a lot of fun today."
"Yeah we did," Maria said.
"Good," Ben said simply. "But Maria, Catrin, I have to say this. I want both of you. If we do this, I don't want it to end this week. There's something here between all three of us."
"I agree," Catrin said.
Maria nodded emphatically. "Yes. If you'll have me... yes."
"Good," Ben said. "Now, tell me what you two got up to while I finish getting Maria undressed."
They did, and he did. His eyes traveled freely across Maria's body, as did his hands. He first helped her with her shoes, emulating the path Catrin took on her mouth's exploration of Maria. Then came her leggings, leaving her in a teeny tiny thong. She covered herself shyly at first until Ben slowly pulled her hands away from her sex and leaned down to kiss her through the fabric.
Then he moved up to kiss her navel as he pulled her long-sleeved top over her breasts, which he kissed too through her bra. When he tugged it free of her head, her hair cascaded down in messy waves, covering her face. She blew a strand away, giggling, and he did the rest of the work for her, pulling it away from her face with one hand, leaving her staring up at him with a shy smile.
"Beautiful," Ben said, and leaned in to kiss her.
Catrin came to the part about them sixty-nining as he stood and undressed her too. When both women were down to their skimpy panties and bras, he turned to look at one, then the other, then back again.
"I think we've short circuited his brain," Maria said.
"He had brains?" Catrin asked.
"Hey now," Ben said, and goosed her ass for that.
Catrin pushed him towards Maria. "Take care of her. I want to watch this first time."
She sat on the edge of the bed as Ben returned to Maria. Their sweet lover turned her face up as he brought his in close. "Hi," she whispered.
"Hi back, gorgeous."
His fingers went first to Maria's neck and her cheek, stroking her skin with tender brushes as they kissed and kissed and kissed. Finally, almost reluctantly, Ben brought one behind her back and worked the clasp on her bra. She shrugged it off, and he guided her onto her back to lean down and suck one of her nipples into his mouth.
"Ohhh, Ben..."
Catrin slid a hand down her panties as Ben sucked Maria's nipples, flicking between them every so often and leaving a fine trail of wetness at their tips. Then, slowly, he dipped down further and turned Maria over so she was on her stomach, looking back over her shoulder, her ankles kicking at her curvy butt. This he kissed too as he pulled her panties down, admiring the perfection of her sculpted ass.
His eyes traveled slowly down to her delicate pussy, and he had to have a taste. Ben leaned in and brought his mouth to her, his thoughts dreamy and formless. Catrin had always talked about wanting this. So had he. A third. They had other opportunities with other women but had never gone for it, waiting for the right one. They wanted a partner, something real, not a one-night stand, but someone to engage with and join in with the fun not just in their bed but in life.
They waited for Maria, and they couldn't have chosen someone more right.
He closed his eyes as he tasted her, his tongue teasing her with short laps. She swayed back against him, looking over her shoulder, her attention mostly on him but giving Catrin a few pleased looks too.
"He's very good, isn't he?" Catrin asked her, reaching out to stroke their friend's shoulder.
"He is so good," Maria said.
"This is my Christmas present," Ben said, and took another lap of Maria's pussy before squeezing both her cheeks. "Dis butt. Dis my butt now. Catrin's butt too. My butts."
Then he proceeded to further ruin the moment by playing Maria's cheeks like a bongo, slapping out a tune and making her laugh so hard she nearly toppled forward. He caught her and brought his lips to her cheeks, kissing one, then the other before returning to her pussy.
"My pussy," he said softly, and licked her again.
"Your pussy," Maria repeated, her voice still light but a tinge of desire returning to her.
"My Maria."
"Your Maria."
He reached a hand out to Catrin. She took it. "My Catrin."
"Your Catrin."
"That's all I ever need."
He put Maria on her back again, nuzzling her pussy a few more times before standing and undressing. "Catrin and I are clean," he told Maria. "I don't expect you to believe me and I have condoms if that's what you prefer."
"Are you on the pill?" Catrin asked her.
"The shot, yes." She looked between them. And I'm clean too. I haven't slept with anyone in a while and I got tested after we broke up. I want to feel it. If that's all right."
Catrin twisted further on the bed to kiss Maria. "I told you, honey, anything you want."
Ben watched them make out, the embers of their earlier passions stoking back up again. He finished with his briefs and joined them on the bed. Catrin started to move away from Maria but both Ben and Maria grasped her arm and leg at the same time.
"No," Ben said. "Be with us." Maria nodded, looking between the two. Catrin relented and snuggled in right next to Maria, kissing her shoulder, her cheek.
Ben dipped to taste Maria and test to see if she was still wet enough for him. She was, and he slid up the bed to her, first to kiss Maria, then Catrin. After that, he was all Maria's for a while, their eyes locked as he rubbed her sex with his length. She hadn't yet caught sight of the full length of his cock, and her eyes widened when she finally felt the size of him pressed against her.
"If it hurts," he told her, "you let me know."
She bit her lip and nodded.
"Ready?"
"Yes," she whispered.
Ben gripped himself and guided his tip in. Maria tensed, but she didn't tell him to stop. Little by little, he filled her, barely moving, letting her get used to the fullness of him. Her head slowly dipped back and her eyes fluttered with every inch he gave her.
"Oh, oh Ben, that's... that's so good..."
A few inches in she finally held up a hand. Ben stopped and began to gently pull back. "Too much?"
"No!" she gasped. "Oh my gosh, oh my gosh, I think you're going to make me come with the next one."
She was close with that guess. Two more gentle exploratory pushes and she clutched the sheets, her eyes closed, her lips pursed, her fingernails digging into the sheets. Maria could make no sound as she came, but when it finally lessened its grip on her, she cried out, "Oh Ben, ohhhhh, Catrin, ohhhh, I... I... "
Catrin could stay on the sidelines no longer. She rushed over to straddle Maria's waist and lean down to kiss her. "We're here, we're here, you're taking so much of him, baby, it's so sexy..."
"Catrin, ohhhh, Catrin, kiss me, please kiss me..."
Catrin did, and Maria clutched at her as Ben eased back again and pushed in, letting Maria ride this out at her own pace. He stroked Catrin's ass from time to time but most of his attention was solely focused on Maria, on making her feel good.
The two women's kissing intensified, their whispers breaking into needy moans. Catrin looked over her shoulder at Ben. "Fuck her," she said.
"Maria?"
Maria nodded. Catrin returned her attention to the other woman as Ben started to pick up the pace. He would not take her as fast as he would Catrin, not that time, but he did let his self-control go, pumping into her with harder thrusts, making her gasp each time.
Catrin twisted off the other woman, resting by her side and dipping low to suck one of Maria's nipples into her mouth. Her hand traveled down to the joining of Ben and Maria's flesh, stroking the other woman's mound, making Maria thrash all the harder.
"ohhhh, God, oh oh ohhh, mmmmm, mmm hmmm," Maria moaned. The way her head kept bouncing up and down would have made Ben laugh if the whole tableau before him wasn't the sexiest thing he'd ever seen. Maria, the work crush he adored since the first day she came in, spread out beneath him, her petite pussy spread lewdly wide around him, her body rocking. His gorgeous redhead girlfriend sucking her tit lewdly, rubbing Maria's pussy around him. It was all unbelievable, but it was happening. This was real.



"Mmm, mmm, just like that, just like that," Maria begged.
"Oh, fuck, Maria, you're so fucking beautiful," Ben said.
"You're going to make me come again."
"Then come for us, baby, let me see it, let me see that beautiful face."
"Ohhh, ohhhH!" Maria cried out. She shook around him, her pussy gripping him hard, her walls throbbing against him.
Then Catrin was moving, shooting up onto her knees and clutching Ben's face. He kissed her, eyes sightless, rocking his hips with no thought left to his brain but lust and the need to come. She pulled back far enough to push his chin to look at Maria again, the spill of her dark hair, the beautiful eyes, her breasts bobbing with every hard thrust, her petite frame beneath him. He dove down, kissing Maria with all the passion and need in his soul, and she clutched him, his name a stutter on her lips as her legs rose and her legs roped around his.
"Maria," he moaned, "our Maria," and he came inside her for the first time.
* * *
That night was something special, and not just for that bout of life-changing sex. Though they would have a larger dinner the next day with even more of the extended family, Ross and Anne invited all their children and their families to dinner for a Walsh family tradition, broccoli cheese soup and good stout sourdough bread.
Maria cried as she thanked them for the decorations and the nativity set, bringing on hugs from Ross and Anne alike. Shawna eyed her like she had questions, but didn't speak up that night with her kids and husband right there. Those fireworks would wait for the next day.
They played games with the Walshes late into the night. Winston, realizing he found his human soul mate in Maria, stayed right by her feet. She got on well with Shawna and her husband Dan's kids, bouncing them on her lap and listening to their three-year-old's wandering nonsensical stories with wide-eyed wonder and an occasional smile to the other grown-ups.
"You're going to make a great mother," Melanie said. "Do you have a boyfriend?"
Ben fought back a grin and Catrin reached for Maria's hand under the table to squeeze it. Maria said, "We haven't put a name to it, but... yes."
Shawna eyed Catrin. "Are you and Ben talking about kids yet?"
"Shawna," Andy said, his tone mild.
"We all want to know what's going on," Shawna said.
"Shawna," Ross now said, his tone more serious.
"Fine, all right, I'll let it go. But it seems crazy you haven't bought her a ring yet."
"Enough," Ross said. Shawna grunted, but let it go.
They didn't get back to the rental until one in the morning. The two beds were both queen-sized, not quite big enough for three for the entire night, but definitely big enough Ben could spoon Maria on one side and Catrin could stroke their new lover's face and arms until the two fell asleep. Ben slipped out of bed, kissed them both on the cheek, and said to himself softly, "Boyfriend." He didn't know both women heard his word or about their smiles as they kissed one last time for the night.
He was the first to wake in the morning, but only by minutes. As he was stepping out of the shower, Maria came in, dressed in purple pajama bottoms and nothing else. She smiled at his nakedness, and it only grew wider when he took her in his arms and kissed her good morning.
"Merry Christmas Eve, baby," he murmured into her ear.
"I like the pet names. Baby. Honey."
He chuckled and kissed her nose. "Catrin told me. When you're done, let's wake her up."
"She won't mind?"
"Not the way I'm imagining."
Catrin wouldn't. She woke to warmth at her breasts and two mouths sucking her nipples. Both her man and her new girlfriend were staring up at her on either side, their hands roaming south to her pussy.
"Mm, now that's a way to wake up," Catrin murmured, her voice sleep-heavy and thick. She rocked her chest up, eager for more of their attention, and her hands joined theirs, covering them lightly as they began to tease her slit.
Still new as a trio, Maria and Ben didn't quite move as a well-oiled machine. Their fingers crossed often, Maria made Catrin hiss when one of her nails scraped along the side of her pussy lip, and it took them a while to find a rhythm. But Catrin didn't care. She floated that morning on a haze of happiness, and loved the attention. She didn't think she'd come like that, but then Ben said, "Let's take turns licking her."
"Okay," Maria said. She started to lean her head down, then looked up at him. "Um. If you wanted to go first, you could."
Ben reached across and squeezed her ass. "Never ever feel guilty about taking what you want from us. Besides, this is hot as fuuuuck."
She laughed, and dropped to lick Catrin's pussy. Her tongue was more eager today and less hesitant, some of the nerves inherent to her very soul starting to relax. Catrin loved the sight of the two of them staring so intently at her pussy, like they were figuring out a jigsaw puzzle together. Ben glanced up at her and gave her a distracted smile. She reached for his hand and took it, bringing it to Maria's head. Together, they stroked their new girlfriend's hair as she eagerly licked and sucked at Catrin's pussy.
Finally Maria looked up. Ben took her spot, and the beginnings of a more natural give-and-take started between the pair. Ben knew how Catrin liked it, and showed Maria with his actions, sliding long and deep and teasing her clit each lap. When she took back over, she picked it up flawlessly, driving Catrin crazy. So wet for them.
"Spoiled now," she said, nearly gasping. "I'm going to w-want to wake up like this... e-every Christmas Eve."
Maria, at her pussy, said, "And the other holidays-" liiiiick "-and the weekends-" liiiiick "-and maybe some mornings before work-" liiiiick and a slurp "-and maybe when you come home from work..."
Catrin laughed helplessly. "Come here."
Maria did, scooting up the bed while Ben took her spot, licking her pussy in earnest now as he stroked himself. Maria and Catrin settled in together much as they had when Ben was first making love to Maria, side by side, kissing often. But this time it was Catrin getting the attention, and Maria made sure she got plenty of it, nibbling at the other woman's ear, kissing her shoulder, fixing her with all the fire in her deep dark eyes.
Like that, Catrin soared and soared, and when Maria teased her breasts with her fingertips, it was all she needed. She came with a soft, "Oh, oh yessss," and then she was closing her eyes and thrumming with the pleasure.
Catrin brought Ben up her body by tugging at his hair. He kissed her with his wet lips, then Maria. They made out for a while like that, but Catrin needed to run and use the bathroom. She hurried in there, took a quick shower, and when she came back in, Maria was on top of Ben, riding him with short drops of her hips, her hands on her ass and her dark hair spilling across her breasts. She looked at Catrin shyly, opened her mouth to ask an inevitable question, and before she could, Catrin said kindly, "I want you to feel comfortable using him any time you want."
"Using me?" Ben sked. "Am I a power tool?"
"Ehhhhhhh," Maria said.
"Ehhhhhh!" Catrin agreed.
The sight of Maria on top was one Catrin would love forever. Ben on top was hot too, in the way he had of dominating a bed. But there was something highly erotic about the way Maria rode him. She was more assured of herself, almost graceful at it, like an experienced rider on a horse. It wasn't so much her ass rising and falling as her hips doing most the work, a hypnotic sway to them, Ben's cock in her just an inch or two.
Catrin couldn't help watching for a while, her hand at her sex as Maria and Ben moved together. Both of them watched her, Ben amused, Maria with growing lust in her eyes. Catrin circled around her slowly, drinking in everything about the scene in front of her. The way Maria rested on her calves, her ass on full display. Ben's toes curling and uncurling, his hands all over Maria. Maria's breasts bobbing in time to her rocking, her parted lips, Ben's murmured grunts of need.
Catrin floated to them like she was still dreaming, her movements slow, ponderous. She crawled up onto the bed, moving over Ben's face and settling down onto him. He gripped her ass and pulled her even tighter, tongue going to work again. Catrin leaned forward and gripped Maria around the back of the neck. Maria leaned in too, and they kissed, tongues playing, whimpers escaping both of them.
They rode Ben in tandem, Catrin trying to emulate the easy sway of Maria's hips, but she had nowhere near Maria's grace. She was too eager, too turned on, and with Ben licking her folds, she was going to come, and fast. And with Maria watching with such wanton desire written across her face, Catrin couldn't help the heat building and building inside her.
She came with a soft cry, shooting off Ben and clutching Maria to her again, the two of them kissing, touching, loving. Maria accidentally slid off Ben and they rolled with it, Maria on her back, Catrin on top. Then Ben was there, pushing into Catrin, shoving into her hard four, five times before he pulled out of her wetness and filled Maria too.
Maria cried out with it, her forehead coming slowly up towards Catrin's, and they connected like that, forehead to forehead, Catrin's red hair spilling down across Maria's. They kissed, and they felt, and Ben fucked them both, hard strokes but deliberate, in control. He had never been better than in that moment, giving, giving, giving until they both cried out with it, coming within minutes of each other.
"Please," Maria gasped, "I want you to come in her, I want to taste it, I want to eat you out of Catrin..."
Ben pulled back and Maria scurried out from under Catrin as she flipped over, staring up at Ben with fire in her eyes. "Fuck me, baby," Catrin moaned. "Give me it, don't stop..."
Ben lifted one of her legs and shoved back inside her. His control vanished. He took, his eyes wild, his breaths coming in fast snorts. He held her leg up, her foot kicking beside his head, and at that angle, it was so good, it was so fucking good. Maria dropped her head to Catrin's sex, licking her clit, his dick, her mound, anything she could get her tongue on.
"Oh oh fuck oh FUCK!" Catrin wailed.
Her head dropped back against the mattress, her hips bucking with the power of the orgasm, never so fierce as it was in that moment. She came with a near shriek of a whine, and then Maria was there, slamming her pussy down onto Catrin's mouth, still licking, still so eager. Ben shoved deep one more time, coming, coming, coming, and when he pulled out, Maria sucked up everything she could, drinking it down.
They fell together, Catrin's hips still twitching long seconds after her orgasm and what Maria had done. It was her turn to cry for a change, overwhelmed by the sensations and the hugeness of the week together. Maria held her cheeks, kissing her over and over and over, the two of them forehead to forehead again. And Ben was there, roping an arm around the two of them, cuddling Catrin, kissing her neck, her shoulder.
So much had changed. All for the better, but the weight of it overwhelmed her. She cried with happiness and maybe a little of Maria's fear, but she knew in her heart, this was unbreakable.
* * *
They tumbled into the Walsh house half an hour later than they planned, but since it was still relatively early on Christmas Eve, the extended family had yet to show up in droves. The only one who seemed to be upset was Winston, who yapped his fury at having been without good scratches and pets for at least ten hours.
Catrin helped her mother in the kitchen. Ben washed some dishes but there wasn't room for it to really be a three-person operation and he was soon shooed out. He joined Maria and Ross outside, where Ross was smoking a cigar and Maria was telling stories about work.
Soon the family started to arrive in dribs and drabs, a blur of names and faces that Maria tried to keep up with. The happiness of the day before and the time together that morning gave way to a slow creeping dread the more people who showed up. Surely there would be some fighting here. Someone would get drunk and start yelling. If they were like her father, things would get thrown, then would come the screaming and the crying, usually her father's for the former, usually her for the latter.
Her chest hitched more than once when she heard a teenager shout as they moved through the house, or when a glass broke in the kitchen. Maria tried to keep calm, but memories of the last year, of her brothers leaving her to flee their father's wrath burned in her mind. They hadn't meant to. Arturo and Martin were as gentle as she was, and they feared their father like her too. She didn't blame them. She only wished she could have gone with them.
Everything was too normal. Ben brought her a plate of appetizers and that was nice, but she couldn't eat. Her stomach jumped like it was on a trampoline at the thought. She wanted to cry, to fade into the background and walk back to the rental. Something bad would happen, something bad always happened ever since her mother died and her father decided it was her fault.
Then it did happen. A fight. Well... a debate, really, but Maria was certain it would turn into a fight. Ross's uncle Harry and Anne's cousin (or maybe it was her cousin's father?) Brent started up about politics, because of course it would be politics that people argued about. Maria cringed backwards as their voices rose, not quite shouting at each other but staring at one another with that intensity like things would blow up at any moment.
Then Brent, a sixty or seventy-something man, waved a hand in Harry's direction. Harry, himself pushing seventy, squinted at him, slid a hand under his shirt...
...and made an armpit farting noise.
Maria blinked. Brent chuckled and tried one of his own. Shawna, exasperated, came by with a squalling toddler and said, "Can you two can the politics? Please? For the love of God?"
"Ehhhhh," Brent grunted.
But they did, settling instead into talk about ice fishing and how soon they thought they could get up to the lake.
Maria blinked. That was it.
Sure, there were arguments between the kids, and one squalling tween got angry at another and punched him, but that was kid stuff, nothing as harmful or vengeful as what an adult could do. Maria almost laughed, but then, just then, her phone rang.
Her father.
"Oh no," she whispered, blinking away the tears. She never saw Ben across the house, looking at her out of the corner of his eye as she shook her head and stepped towards the back door. Never noticed him following her outside as she answered.
"Hello Papa," she said. "Merry-"
"You're really not coming home?" her father asked.
She fought her tears, sniffed, and walked past a patio set to the snow-dusted lawn. "No, I'm... I'm having a wonderful time with my friends." My lovers, she wanted to say, but no way he would accept that.
Her father was silent a long moment, and she thought he would explode. Instead, he said softly, "Arturo and Martin told me... told me some things yesterday. Some things I maybe don't agree with."
Oh no. "Please don't take it out on them."
"That's not your business, is it? They're gone. They're already gone." He laughed but it held no humor. "Renting a hotel, when there are rooms here. The kids are excited because there's a pool. There's a pool here too, goddamn it!"
"Daddy, please don't shout," Maria said, and then Ben was there, taking her in his arms, holding her, and the phone dropped in the snow as she drove her face into his chest, trying not to cry until he pulled her even tighter. Then it all left her, a wash of tears that nearly dropped her to her knees, almost certainly would have, if he wasn't holding her up, whispering to her. There were people watching, but they didn't notice, they didn't care. Ben kissed her, and she melted into him again, kissing him back, wishing this poison could be drained from her and knowing it never really could.
Shawna. Sharp. Shrill. "You... you bastard!"
"No," Maria whimpered.
More people spilled out, Shawna at the head of them. She walked closer, but stayed on the patio, her eyes wide. "You... at our home... you... you'd cheat on my sister!"
"Shawna," Catrina said, her voice light. "Enough."
She emerged from the crowd, coming to Ben and Maria. Ben bent and picked up the phone. Maria's father hadn't hung up and was shouting to be listened to. Ben said into the phone calmly, "This is Ben. I'm Maria's boyfriend."
A few murmurs at that, and Shawna looked like she was about to go nuclear. Ross took her around the waist with one arm, and there was Anne at the fringe of the crowd, peering through, shock on her face.
"Maria is home with us," Ben said. "She will always have a home with us. We will protect her, we will love her, we will be everything you should have. I don't know what makes you think she's responsible for your misery, but she isn't. So go to hell, and leave her be."
He hung up, and Maria sobbed to Shawna. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, they should be together, they should be married."
"No, honey," Catrin said, coming the last few feet in a rush, crushing Maria on the other side and leveling kiss after kiss on her cheek, her lips. More murmuring and a couple gasps. Catrin turned towards the crowd of her relatives and family friends and smiled sheepishly. "Well, this isn't the way we wanted to come out as a... well, as a threesome, but here it is. That's why Ben and I haven't gotten married. We've always wanted someone else in our lives, and Maria... well, Maria's that person."
Shawna blinked. She started walking forward again, pulling free of her father. "I... I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't know... I, I shouldn't have pushed, I..."
Ross stepped out too as Shawna hugged her sister, then Maria. Ross turned to the family and chuckled. "All right, uh, wouldn't be the holidays without some drama, right?" There was more laughter at that than it probably deserved, and people started filtering inside until the only ones left were Ross, Anne, Andy, Melanie, Shawna, and the trio of new lovers.
Maria was still lost to her tears until one by one, everyone hugged her. She looked up into Ross and Anne's faces and said, "I didn't ever want to ruin things here too. If you want me gone-"
"No," Anne said firmly. "You are family. This... it might take some getting used to from us, but if you make our little girl happy, you're always, always, always welcome here."
"Besides," Andy said drily. "You weren't here two years ago when Shawna tried to cook the turkey. Talk about ruining Christmas."
"Oh shut up," Shawna said.
"Food poisoning. All of us," Andy said. "One bathroom. Imagine that."
"Shut. Up!" Shawna said, laughing and crying. To Maria, "Oh God, I'm sorry, I am the world's biggest bitch."
Maria laughed and shook her head. They hugged again. Then she hugged everyone, and the Walsh family headed inside. Just Catrin, Ben, and Maria now.
"What you said... to my father," Maria started, then shook her head. "Thank you. No one's ever stood up for me like that with him."
"I'm sorry it needed to be done, but I'd do it again. Will do it again, if you ever need it."
She nodded. "Catrin, I didn't want my problems spilling over here. I really am sorry."
"No. Don't be. Family's crazy," Catrin said. "But my family's the good kind of crazy. You'll see."
* * *
And they were.
Maria, Ben, and Catrin faced a hundred questions that day, most of which were innocent. But more than that, they faced hugs, laughs, jokes, love. They had a great dinner -- thankfully food poisoning free, though the au gratin potatoes someone brought weren't completely cooked -- and watched the kids open up the family gifts for one another.



And slowly, as it always had to do, the madness ended. People began to drift away, calling out thanks and merry Christmas, and there were hugs and promises to see each other soon or talk on social media.
In the end, it was that core group who stayed behind, Maria helping with the cleanup until Shawna joined her. The two worked together, talking, getting to know one another. Shawna didn't apologize again that trip, but she would make it all up, and soon. When Anne wanted to get Catrin, Maria, and Ben together for a picture, Catrin mentioned it would be their first as partners.
"Wait, really?" Shawna asked. "Hang on."
She insisted on taking the picture with her husband's phone. He was a nature lover and had a brand-new model just for its stellar picture capabilities. With Maria in the middle, Ben and Catrin kissed her cheeks, and Shawna snapped a few killer pics. She insisted on a few more poses, some really good ones, but it was that first set of pictures that were the most important. The next morning, when they were opening gifts, she handed a wrapped package to Maria. It was the picture, blown up and printed out on generic paper stock and put in a gorgeous frame.
"I'm going to have that developed," Shawna said, "and you'll get a nicer print to put in that frame. I wanted to be the one to give that to you because... well, you know."
Maria did, and thanked her profusely. Though they would receive a lot of wonderful gifts that year and in the decades to come from Catrin's family, that one always held the most significance, hanging on their wall until the memories were nothing but happy ghosts.
* * *
Christmas held one more spark of joy for Maria. Her brothers called her from the beach, wishing her a merry Christmas and lamenting that they didn't come visit her that year.
"We're making it up to you," Arturo said. "We're flying you to Martin's for Easter."
"Your friends too," Martin said. "No Dad. He's not welcome until he's agreed to maybe talk to a doctor and get help."
What hung in the air was that all three of them knew that wouldn't happen. Their father would live the rest of his life holding onto his hate because it was all he had. But Maria thanked them anyways, and told them yes, she would love to come. She hung up, and nestled her head against Ben, in the middle of the couch with a Christmas tin of popcorn on his lap as they watched one last holiday movie for the season.
"I guess I should have told them about us," Maria said. "But I think I've had enough crazy for a few minutes."
Ben fed her a bite of cheesy popcorn, then turned and did the same for Catrin. "Just wait," he said. "My family's already heard about us and they want us to have dinner when we get back to the city."
"Is your family crazy too?" Maria asked, nestling into him. Catrin laughed, and Ben grinned.
"Isn't everybody's?"
* * * * *
A very merry Christmas to you and yours! Or... merry June, or whenever you're reading this. -I.S.
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The music from my club thumped beneath us, an animalistic beat to match the mood hanging thick in the air of my executive suite. The mother and daughter stood out on the balcony, talking quietly to each other. That was when they might back out, but they wouldn't. The girl was nervous, but she was excited too, and the mother... the mother wanted this as much as I did.
In the glow of the Christmas tree's twinkling colored lights, I leaned back on the wide leather couch and took a long sip of my Mortlach, closing my eyes for a moment with the pleasure of anticipation. It had been a long, long week, and I was ready for this release. But if it didn't happen with the pair, there was an elevator close by I could take to an entire club full of women ready to be fucked.
They came in, the girl giggling. Twenty-one, as of two weeks ago. This was her mother's joint birthday and Christmas gift to her, a weekend trip including a night at my club. Not cheap, and not easy to get through the door. You had to be a ten, and that's what these two were. The mother was an actress, Latina and excruciatingly sexual, her body screaming sin and her face a strong-jawed stunning blend of sultry and sweet. The daughter had curves too, but her body was still more nice than naughty, with fairer skin and bigger doe eyes. She was on her way to Internet fame as an influencer, and this was part of that. Her social media stats would shoot to super stardom here, taking pics with her mother and some of the world's most notable A-listers and influencers.
But that's not why they were up there, in my executive suite two floors above the club proper. They were there because I wanted them to be. They were up here knowing what was going to happen. What they were about to be involved in. And now they were up here, ready to be fucked.
Mother and daughter came to me. I was already nude, and the daughter eyed my muscles and my stiffening prick appreciatively.
"Strip," I said softly.
There was no hesitation, only shyness. The mother was dressed in a curve-hugging plunging blue dress, the daughter a mini-skirt and a thin-strapped crop top that ended well north of her lean abs. Both of them were in heels, of course. It's not required in the club but it may as well be.
The heels came off first for the girl, and she was obviously relieved about that. The mother kept hers on, giving her an inch over her daughter. On purpose, maybe, a subconscious power play for dominance. I paid it no mind. The mother turned the daughter so her butt was facing her. The daughter giggled nervously as her mother ran her hands over her ass. They were doing much more touching down on the club floor, but that was a show to get my attention when they saw me. This was for real.
"Look at you, baby," the mother cooed, running her long red nails over her daughter's ass. "So beautiful. So grown-up."
"Mommy," the twenty-one-year-old whispered, her voice throaty and full of long-held need. The mother's lips parted and she mouthed the word in stunned disbelief. Mommy. I took it this was not a term the girl used often with her.
I stroked my cock lazily as the mother slowly knelt, drawing down a zipper on the girl's skirt. The young woman's ass was perfectly accentuated by a navy-blue thong -- no way to hide anything more than that under that tight skirt. There was a tattoo on her right cheek, a pair of red lips, and the mother planted her mouth right there, kissing her daughter's ass with more of a tender fondness than an overtly sexual gesture. But that would come.
Then she kissed the other cheek and rose. Her hands went to her daughter's waist and she twisted her, the two of them staring into each other's eyes as the mother lifted the daughter's crop top up and over breasts I didn't have pegged as being so big. But they were that, leaving me thirsty for darker things. I imagined the daughter resting over the mother, feeding her a tit dripping with her milk. That would be one of the few taboos I'd never experienced before with anyone at the club, and the thought made me stroke myself faster.
"Are you both on the pill?" I asked.
The mother and the daughter looked at each other. "Go ahead, honey," the mother said. Her hand trailed down her daughter's back. "There's nothing to be shy about."
The daughter blushed. "No," she whispered. "I could get pregnant."
"Same," the mother said.
Fuck. Me.
I thought about the condoms in every end table in the condo. I thought about the stash in a glass bowl in the bedroom adjoining the living space we were in. I thought about them, and I decided to ignore them. It wouldn't be the first children I had from my nightly fun, and it certainly wouldn't be the last. I loved the idea of knocking them up. Breeding them. I'd fuck a kid into every attractive available woman in the world if I could, and I was certainly giving it one hell of a try.
"Good."
The mother's lips parted at that and the daughter squirmed. Her mother took the girl's face in her hands but didn't kiss her yet. They were still shy, or maybe they were teasing this out for my pleasure. Either way, the crackling moment transformed, and the young woman reached around her mother's back, finding the zipper for the dress and slowly easing it down as her mother did for her with the skirt. No bra, but there were pasties over the mother's nipples. No panties either, I discovered a moment later, and the daughter for a moment was just two inches from her mother's waxed pussy, her eyes huge as she took it in.
"We're really going to..." she breathed.
"Anything you want, honey," her mother said, nearly as softly. I don't think the girl was the only nervous one in the room, though the mother hid it well. They were desperate for each other but neither of them was willing to be the one to cross that divide and have their heart broken in case the other suddenly changed their mind.
I eased the tension by saying, "Beautiful, both of you. Come here." The girl started to stand up but I held up a finger. "On your knees."
The mother giggled, a sweeter, darker imitation of her daughter's, and she was down on her knees in a flash, joining her beloved. I wondered as they crawled forward who they were before this, who the father was, where they were from, and most of all what might have brought them to this. They didn't seem hurt or broken, just madly in love and on the cusp of making that a reality. Their shyness was intoxicating, though visions of them together began to fill my brain, and I had so many plans for them before this weekend was through.
"You are with me the rest of this weekend," I said.
They looked at each other again, then the mother said, "Yes sir." Her daughter seemed surprised at that but her mother reached behind her and pinches her bottom and she yelped it too. "Yes sir!"
Just inches from my cock, they fell into mad fits, holding each other. I smiled too, my stern, uncaring façade momentarily cracked.
The mother was eager for me and greedy, and took my root in one hand while she sucked my tip. Dark hair falls across her eyes and I brushed it back. Didn't want to miss those deep browns consuming me. Her daughter watched, lips parted, and breathed, "You're sucking a man... right in front of me."
"Mm hm," her mother said, and sucked me harder for just a moment, her cheeks hollowing. Then she popped off me with a flourish and held me towards her daughter. "Want a taste?"
"Yessss," the young woman moaned, and gobbled me down, her eyes on my cleanly -shaven groin as she focused on swallowing inch by inch of me. She couldn't take much, but she eagerly bobbed up and down on what she could.
"Urk urk urk," she said happily.
Her mother chuckled and stroked her daughter's back. "That's so sexy, sweetheart. I love watching you with a man's dick in your mouth."
"Mmmmm!" the daughter moaned, and came off me with a nice imitation of her mom's earlier popping sound. The older woman took right over, diving down on my cock and taking me deep into her mouth, working my first four inches before drawing a deep breath through her nose and dropping even further until her throat was filled with me. The daughter nuzzled her mother's shoulder. "Oh wow, Mom, that's crazy. You're taking so much of him."
The older woman held me a few seconds longer, then finally rushed off me to gasp for air, leaving my cockhead drizzled with her spit. Her daughter leaned down to lick it up. Her mother took one of her hands and guided it to my prick.
"Use my spit to jack him off while you're sucking him."
"Okay," her daughter said around me. She rocked on her knees as she sucked my first couple inches and stroked my length. Her thong disappeared down into the crack of her ass and her mother caught me looking. She grinned and hooked a finger into her daughter's panties. Her girl pulled away from me, helping tug them down and lifting first one leg and then the other to get them down her legs. Her mother pulled them free of her feet and stared at her daughter's ass and pussy for a moment.
"God, honey, you're so beautiful," she breathed.
The young woman shivered pleasantly as her mother's hand trailed her leg and her hip on her way back to us. When she reached her daughter's ass, she squeezed, and looked towards the Christmas tree, a faraway look to her eyes. She whispered something under her breath, something that wasn't for me, and traveled the rest of the way, stopping to kiss her daughter's back, shoulder, and her cheek stuffed full of my cock.
"Let's lick him together," the mother said.
Her daughter popped off me again and grinned. "Okay."
They got on either side of my dick, and ran their tongues along my sides. "Fuuuuck," I moaned, gripping fistfuls of their hair. They traveled up and down me at different speeds, the young woman more eager, the older taking her time, her eyes never leaving her daughter's.
This was not my first threesome, far from it. But it was the most intensely hot scene that had ever played out in this room, the air thick with a charge unlike any I'd ever felt before. A mother. A daughter. The ultimate taboo. A very merry Christmas to me.
Like that, I was going to come in no time. My moans excited them, and they licked faster, the woman moaning now too. She had her hand between her legs, playing with her clit and her thick lips. Her daughter pulled away for a moment, watching, her eyes glassy and dazed.
"Oh fuck. You're playing with yourself."
"Call me Mommy again," her mother panted.
"Mommy, you're playing with yourself," the young woman said, her voice going higher.
"Oh fuck, ohhhh," the mother said, and licked at my cock faster, matching her daughter's pace. They neared my tip at the same time and neither of them backed away, kissing at the end of my cock. Their eyes held as they both froze, taking in the enormity of the moment, like the moon crashing not just into the Earth, but right through their living room. But the momentary hesitation didn't last long. Their lips crashed together, tongues and lips in a mad dance as the twenty-one-year-old clutched at her mother's head, moaning into her mouth.
I was temporarily forgotten about. That was fine by me. The show was something else, and I jerked my cock to it, hard, fast strokes. Pre-come glistened on my tip, and combined with the pair's messy blowjob, I had plenty of lube as they made out, hands all over each other, their faces, their shoulders, their tits.
"Oh, oh fuck, we're doing this, we're really doing this," the mother said.
"Mm hm, oh God, I've thought about you so many nights..."
"Same baby, I know it's wrong, I know-"
"I don't care, I love you, I love you, Mom..."
Blood roared in my ears and I needed attention, now. I stood, and they turned to me, a look of something like guilt on the young woman's face. I brought my cock to her lips and pushed in, shoving deep and gripping the back of her head.
"URK!" she cried out, and just as fast, I pulled free, using her mother the same way as her daughter kissed her cheek, her neck. I alternated fast between them, shoving deep, never staying for long. The mother could damn near take every inch of me, the daughter only a few inches, but now I knew what I wanted for Christmas, and it was them. I wanted that slutty young woman bouncing on my cock in my office when I needed a distraction from budgets. I wanted her dick-hungry mother on her knees when I came into the condo, ready to swallow me just like this. A laundry list of women with names you wouldn't believe walked in and out those doors, and sure, yeah, I felt something for some of them, but not like this, not this undeniable savage need within me to possess these two, to own them and break them to my every whim and fantasy.
When they weren't sucking me they met with frantic kisses, keens of need coming from both of them. My own neared and I said, "Girls." They looked up at me, their lips parted in a near perfect mirror of each other. I jacked my cock a few times and the mother grinned, opening wide. She glanced at her daughter and the younger woman did the same, before both of them stared up at me. I came all over their beautiful faces, their eyes closing as shot after shot of me painted them in cream.
The mother couldn't contain herself. She twisted her head and sucked and slurped me right off her daughter's face. At the same time, she guided her daughter down onto the thick rug, her hand at her pussy. They froze for a moment, staring at each other, then the young woman moaned, "Do it, please... please..."
Her mother did. Mindful of her long nails, she didn't try to penetrate her daughter, but rubbed her pussy with fast, practiced swirls of her hand. Her thumb found the young woman's clit easily, and the young woman jumped.
"Ohhhh ooooohhhhh!" she gasped. "Moooom!"
"Ah ah ah, what are you calling me tonight?" her mother teased.
"Moooommy!"
"Goddamn, that's the hottest fucking thing," I said, going for my glass of scotch but never tearing my eyes away from the pair. I should have thought to record this, but I think that might have been going too far for them that first time. Before the weekend was done, though, I promised myself pictures and video and enough memories I would never tire of them.
They paid me no mind, face to face and not so much kissing each other as lunging for the other's faces. Every inch of that twenty-one-year-old's body responded to her mother's touch, from the way her nails scraped across her mom's back and neck, to her toes flexing and her feet lifting and settling in a wildly hypnotic rhythm. She couldn't decide if she wanted to writhe up, down, left, or right, and tried to do them all simultaneously.
"Ohhhhh, ummmm hmm, mm hm, I'm... I'm..."
It was her eyes rolling back that I'd remember most about that night. I'd seen women do that before, a lot of them, but it was usually theatrics for my benefit. That young woman had zero guile, and it was an honest reaction, one that would invade my dreams for years to come. Fuck, she was beautiful in that moment, innocence and desire all tangled up in one deliciously long orgasm.
And then she was coming down, a laugh escaping her in a staccato burst. She gripped her mother and kissed her hard. With a quick twist, she had her mother underneath her, pinning her with her legs on either side of her torso. It was the older woman's turn to laugh, and she tried to sit up to chase her daughter's breasts, but the younger of the two pushed her back down and dipped low, scooting backwards. Her mother's eyes widened, and she whispered, "Oh. Oh honey..."
Her daughter shifted now, lifting her knees as her mother widened her own, and soon the young woman was bent with her lips to her mother's mound, her ass high in the air. I drank the last of my scotch and dropped behind her. She gave me one quick look, lips parted, and then she was feasting on her mother, a quiet moan escaping her before she tasted the pussy she once came from.
I settled my tumbler down and dropped behind the young woman, needing to get back in the game now that I had my show. I widened her legs and she glanced over her shoulder as I ran my thumbs across her cheeks and spread them to bury my tongue in that sweet young cunt. And she was sweet underneath a fine sweaty fragrance, just a soft hint of honeyed soaps. My nose pressed to her bleached bud and she moaned as I licked her. For a minute, I was wild, untamed, my experience flying out the window.
Control, I tried to tell myself as I heard the mother moan from the daughter's licking.
My dick was roaring back to life like I was a teenager again, but I wanted this young slut to come first from my tongue before I fucked her.
Forcing myself to take it slow, I ran my thumbs along her pussy lips as I licked her delicate, quivering core. She whimpered and strained back at me. "Just... like... that."
Twenty-one. So fucking young and beautiful, and on the cusp of something mad and wonderful with her mother. I was jealous, in my way. I wanted these two for myself. I wanted them...
...to stay.
Guys like me don't want that. Guys like me take what they want, give them a nice pat on the ass, call up a driver, and send them on their way in the Bentley or the Jaguar. Guys like me are one-night stand people by nature. Some people don't get happy endings. We just get endings, and that's okay. We learn to live with that, to take our pleasures where we can, and I had plenty of those.
Didn't I?
But I licked that young woman and I wanted her as much as I'd ever wanted anything for Christmas, and maybe my eyes lit on my tree too, just as her mother had.
Please, I thought, just for a moment. Something real like this. Something more.
"Oh baby, you're going to make me come, make Mommy come."
No. I didn't want something like this. I wanted this. Them.
The daughter went as wild as I felt, her tongue making slick sounds against her mother's pussy. I gripped her ass so hard I'd leave bruises, burying my tongue inside her as she did the same with her mother.
"Baby, ah, ahhhh, mmmm, fuck!" her mother cried out.
"Oh God, I'm going to come too," the young woman gasped.
Her mother brought her hands to her daughter's hair, clutching it as she rode out the aftereffects of her orgasm. Her words came out in a babbling stream of consciousness, "Yes come for him come for him baby and then he's going to fuck us ohhhh I love you I love you so much..."
"I love you too, I love you, I... I..." The young woman froze and shoved backwards, helping me drive my tongue as deep into her as she could get it. "Ohhhhh!"
Her pussy quivered, so wet she was leaving trails down her thighs. I gave her a few last lap s and leaned up. She twisted her head to look at me and I brought her head even further back to kiss her as I guided my cock to her still-twitching pussy. Her eyes widened and she cried out against my lips as I slid into her, filling her virginally tight cunt with inch after inch of me.
And she took it. Holy fuck, she took all of it.
"Oh, FUCK!" she cried out.
My madness came back to me. I let go of her hair, and still hilted deep inside her, I gripped her waist and lifted her. Her mother was trying to sit up but I growled, "Stay there," and brought her daughter forward to rest on top of her, breast to breast. They kissed frantically as I pulled back and thrust into the young pussy again.
But I wasn't just going to fuck her. With the daughter straddling her waist, I had a good angle to take her mother too. The forty-year-old's eyes went huge as I pushed my cock into her sopping wet depths, her fingers clutching at her daughter's shoulders.
I alternated between the two of them, blazing fast, hard strokes jolting them back and forth each time. Tits to tits, face to face, they held onto each other, kissing, panting, enduring as I only sped up, one hand on the young woman's ass, the other under her on her mother's hip.



"Fuck, you're both incredible," I grunted. "Take my fucking cock, that's it, take it you sluts..."
"Mmm, his sluts," the girl said, and her mother giggled throatily.
When I slammed into her again, the mother said, "All weekend, oh my God, a weekend full of this, oh, oh fuck..."
I nearly did it, told them to stay longer, to be mine. But now was not the time for that. I was the third wheel and I knew it, but it didn't mean I didn't have a purpose there, fucking them as they fell deeper in love. I played my role well. First the young woman came again, her body so fucking responsive, as she clung to her mother and dropped her forehead against her shoulder while she rocked back and forth.
"Get on my face, baby, ride me like in your stories," the mother gasped.
Stories? I didn't know what that meant but I didn't care. The young woman pulled off my cock and rushed to straddle her mother's face, knees spread wide, sinking down with an explosive, "Oh, fuck, yes, Mommy! Lick my pussy, please, God, lick my pussy, I love you, I love you, I love you!"
The sight of her ass bouncing -- and I mean bouncing -- on her mother's face drove me wild again and I shoved my entire cock into the older woman, grabbing her legs and bending them up as I did. Her mother cried out, clutching at her daughter's thighs and ass and anything she could reach as she audibly slurped on her pussy. I heard her gurgle, felt her shiver, but I wasn't done, far from it.
We fucked for what felt like an hour like that, the daughter keeping up that insane rhythm, only stopping once to face me so she could cup her tits and watch me as I fucked her mother. Her expression kept shifting between a sly grin and dazed pleasure. I don't know how often she came or if it was just a string of reactions from one or two of them, but she kept shivering now and then, little bursts of pleasure her body couldn't contain. And her mother was right there with her, her pussy milking me, begging me to stay right where I was and fill them.
I finally neared my climax, and said, "I'm close. I want both of you face to face again."
They didn't argue. They didn't ask me to pull out and come on them. They wanted this too, wrong or right. Who gave a fuck in that moment? They kissed, cradling each other as the mother shared her wet lips with her daughter. I plunged deep into them again, a few minutes more, and finally pulled myself to the edge of the mother. She tore her attention away from her daughter and looked at me to gasp, "Her first. Always her first."
I pulled out and slammed my cock home inside our young lover just in time, the first shots of my come going deep inside her, making her cry out. Just as fast I pulled out, one errant shot hitting her pussy lips before I shoved home into her mother, my last few loads going deep into her too.
I could do nothing but sit there for a minute, watching the young woman reach between her legs and feel me drizzling out of her and across her mother's pussy. They looked at me, both of them grinning, both of them utterly exhausted. I chuckled, squeezed the young woman's ass, and finally pulled out of the mother, my come cascading out and dribbling down to the carpet.
"You two... that was incredible," I said, my voice nearly a croak.
"Really?" the young woman asked.
"Believe it or not, it's not every day I get the privilege of fucking a gorgeous mother and her stunning daughter."
The young woman giggled at that and turned to kiss her mom. "Thank you. Best Christmas ever."
"I hope so, baby. Same here."
I helped them to their feet and guided them to my master bathroom. There were two other bathrooms in the condo and I slipped into one to brush my teeth and shower. I was the first to emerge, so I refilled my tumbler and stepped outside into the warm night in my robe.
The city sprawl in front of me was what sold me on the location, the jewels of the office lights, the smoky murmur of a glow from the street lamps, the live music from street performers, the restaurants. I loved that view. I missed the snow of my childhood but not very much.
The glass door slid open behind me, and the mother stepped out, a glass of wine in hand. "I hope you don't mind," she said, joining me wrapped in one of my thick guest robes.
"Not at all."
She sipped, and leaned on the balcony railing next to me, overlooking the city. "Gorgeous," she said.
"What's your name?" I asked.
She smiled. "I guess we never got around to that, did we?"
"No. I'm Nolan."
She nodded. "I'm Lia. She's Jen."
"Lia. Jen." I tasted the names and liked them. I finally turned to look at her. She stared back, and there was a tremble to her. "What was it you said when you lookeda t the tree?"
She said nothing, but looked amused at the question.
"What did you want for Christmas, Lia?"
"I just got it."
"Humor me."
She took another sip of wine. "For my daughter to be happy."
"She isn't?"
"I hope she is." She looked lost in thought, and was a moment in speaking. "Her father left us when she was fifteen. It should have been a struggle, but it wasn't, not really. Jen was as great a kid as I could have asked for. We were the best of friends, and I mean that." She turned towards the city again. "She went to college in our hometown and lived with me. I didn't think anything of it because I was just happy she was home and cared enough about me to stay. But every night, she would disappear for a while, an hour or two alone in her room. I got curious and I..." She smiled faintly. "I discovered some stories she'd written about us. Very, mm, sexy stories."
"Ah," I said.
"We talked about it and her feelings for me. She was mortified, of course, but I told her it was okay, that it was really okay. We've been building towards things ever since." She looked at me again. "I was never attracted to her until then. I swear. You must think I'm a terrible mother."
I chuckled. "No. You two, I think that's about the purest love I've ever seen."
Her lips parted, and she whispered, "Thank you. The tree... I was making a wish."
"For what?" I asked, wanting it to be for me to be in their lives but not daring to hope for it.
"That things work out."
"A good thing to wish for."
We sipped, and heard Jen call our names. Lia turned and rapped on the door. Jen joined us a minute later, her own glass of wine in hand.
"Everything okay?" she asked, tentatively reaching out to take her mother's hand.
"Great," Lia said. "I was just telling Nolan how we... came to realize our feelings for each other."
Jen reiterated the high points, me smiling faintly in the telling. They kissed again, and then kissed me. We went inside, and sat next to the tree, the two women cuddling into me tight.
Lia said softly to me, "You asked me what I want for Christmas, but you never said what you might want."
I thought about telling them, but I didn't. I'm not a relationship person. I'd hurt them. But they knew what went unspoken. They knew when I turned first Lia's head towards me and kissed her, then her daughter's. They knew when I took their glasses from them and guided them to my bed, where very few women ever actually slept. They knew that weekend, when I made love to them until I physically couldn't anymore, when I was so exhausted and sore that all I could do was hold them.
But I had to say it. I knew that. And when it finally came time for us all to say goodbye, I nearly did it. Nearly begged them to consider moving here, to see where this could lead. Instead, I guided them to the elevator and down to the underground parking garage. I kissed them one more time, saw them into the Bentley, and hesitated.
"Keep in touch," I said.
Lia and Jen looked at each other, and then me, and I closed the door on them, turning away and closing my eyes. I walked to the waiting elevator, headed up to my suite, and poured myself a double.
I raised my glass to the Christmas tree, drank, and nearly fumbled it when I heard a knock at the door -- and a pair of women giggling.
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I knew the call would come eventually, but Hannah's tears and inability to speak still stunned me into my own silence. I thought of a thousand days with my best friend Brandon, of his gleeful smile when he would win at video and board games, of the way he loved to reach out and swat my horn any time we drove by a hot woman on the street when I first got my driver's license, of fireworks and way too many goddamn hot dogs on the Fourth of July, his favorite holiday, and him waiting with eager anticipation as I unwrapped his presents to me on my least favorite, Christmas.
And I thought too of the last couple years, of hospital visits and his mumbled speech and the way he still tried to tell me dumb jokes even when his brain slipped further and further away from us every day. I was just there two days ago, and already I was clawing at myself for not going there the day before or that morning, before my shift at the gas station.
I thought about the unfairness of my best friend, my brother in everything but blood, dying at twenty. And I could say nothing except, "I'm on..." the way, I meant to finish, but even those two words were lost to a wall of pain that slammed itself in place.
Two customers waited in line. I stared at them blankly, and the man in front waggled his bag of chips in front of my face. I didn't think. I just reacted, slapping the bag out of his hand and sending it flying. He shouted more in surprise and maybe a little fear -- I was a tall, intimidating motherfucker even if I leaned towards gaunt -- and my coworker Michelle gasped, "Nick!" but I didn't care. I knew I'd be fired for that and I shut down emotionally. I took off my employee vest and walked out of there, never to come back again.
* * *
The Cavalier's bald tires could barely handle the ice and snow, but it wasn't them I was worried about. It was the low cat-sick sound the sedan made every time I had to hit the gas. It could no longer do more than forty, which was usually okay because I pretty much went to work, the hospital, and home, and that was it. No gym membership, no bars, no clubs, and definitely no road trips.
I hated to stop the damn car because I had a feeling I was always minutes or hours away from it breaking down entirely, and when that happened, it would mean walking thirteen blocks through bad Evanile streets to get to a bus every day. They didn't come to my neighborhood. Too much violence, too few people who mattered to the city. I couldn't do another car for a few years, not until I paid off my lone semester in college and a thousand or so in credit card debt. On top of that, I owed my roommates a hundred bucks in back utilities too. Quitting my job would probably mean Jimmy, the de facto head of the house and a self-righteous prick, would probably throw me out. At the moment, I had a hard time caring.
Hannah and her mom Deana lived on the far end of the city, and would be heading back there to begin the work of saying goodbye to Brandon. I drove as fast as I dared, but it still took me the better part of a frustrating forty-five minutes before I pulled up in front of their house, the car wheezing and shuddering to a stop.
Before I even got out, there was Deana Labine. In better days, I would have sucked in my gut at the sight of her or Hannah. The two of them were among my earliest crushes. Even with the pain of the last couple years, of the constant highs of Brandon's early victories with his surgeries and the later grimmer and grimmer news, I still held a lot of feelings for them. That was always going to be there, I supposed, even if now it came with a strange survivor's guilt, as though Brandon's sickness and death meant I shouldn't be human.
Because it was human to want to stare. Even in her worst days, Deana Labine was a stunning woman. Before Brandon's illness she carried some comfortable mom weight, complaining often about her belly bump, I think just to get a compliment out of me or whoever was listening, which it invariably did. Now she looked thin to me, though I was probably too close to her to really tell. Regardless, she had a model's face, strong-jawed, with high cheekbones and brown eyes that made me always wonder what she was thinking, feeling, wanting.
But that day, I felt nothing but sorrow as I stepped out of the car and slammed the creaking door shut. She took a few steps towards me on legs so shaky I thought she was going to collapse. I hurried to her despite the ice and my shoddy sneakers, and grabbed her up in a hug. She was crying, but hell, I'd been crying since I left work.
"I'm sorry," I whispered, "I'm so sorry."
I just kept repeating that dumbly over and over. Deana didn't try to silence me or say anything. Instead, she tightened her grip on me and hung on for what little life could be found that day. I don't remember going inside, but there was a man with us, Brandon's uncle Timothy, and he gently nudged me so he could shut the door behind us. Only then did Deana break away.
"Hannah?" I asked.
"Taking a few minutes to herself," Timothy said.
"Go up. She'll want to see you," Deana said.
"Are you sure?"
She nodded with enough force that I believed her. Whereas Deana's soul was as still as a pond on a windless day, Hannah was far more complex a creature, or at least she used to be. She was two years older than Brandon and me, and she loved to give me shit about my obvious crush on her when she wasn't calling us names or throwing fits about us doing anything at all. A typical teenager, then, but I bore it all because... well, she was fucking crazy hot.
Like her mom, Hannah had a face made for Instagram and maybe some adult-themed sites, a little narrower and less sharply-etched. Just as beautiful, but softer. Hannah was slimmer than her mom but there were still plenty of curves to drool over. One thing I loved about her was her hair. She kept it long and wavy. It looked like if you reached out, took a handful, and bit into it, you'd taste honey. I dreamed about that hair spread out on a bed or tugging on it as I took her from behind.
I headed upstairs to Hannah's room. It used to be Brandon's in high school, but once his motor functions started to go, they had to move him downstairs. I should have still thought of the room as his, considering how many nights we spent in there laughing and watching movies or playing games or just bullshitting, but it hadn't held that magic for me in a long while. It was now firmly Hannah's space in my head.
I knocked and got no response. "Hannah?" I asked.
I heard a muffled sniff, not from her room, but further down the hallway, from her mom's room. I headed down that way and called her name again.
"I'm in here," she said weakly.
"Is it okay to come in?"
"Sure."
I stepped inside, feeling a dash of funny guilt. I guess that was natural. Deana's room had always been off-limits. I'd only ever been in there a few times, once to sneak a peek at her bras and panties, but getting so flustered about maybe being caught that I fled before I even opened up her closet or her drawers.
It was a beautiful room, one of the highlights of the house. The creamy walls were tinged with just a touch of green. Not quite pastel but aiming in that direction. The bed was a low-slung four-post bed, big enough for an army. There were three good-sized windows, but the shades were drawn and no lights were on.
Hannah was curled up in the bed, a digital picture frame in hand and hooked up to a laptop. But both were dark, and I had a feeling I'd caught Hannah either napping or on the verge of sleep. She smiled weakly at me, and I walked slowly to her.
"Feels like... your mom should be getting angry at me... for being... oh fuck, Hannah, I'm sorry."
She sobbed and pushed herself upright. I swooped in on her, hugging her tight to my chest. We held each other a long time like that, much like her mother downstairs.
"He loved you so much," she whispered when we finally pulled apart, at least a few inches. "Thank you for being... being a brother to him."
"I wish I'd been by more often the last few weeks," I said, more to the friend I hoped was there with us than her.
"You can't do that," Hannah said. "I know you were there as much as you could be."
I wasn't, though, and Hannah knew that. In the last months, Brandon was unable to communicate in any coherent way. He would ramble nonsense words, and towards the end, a mishmash of baby-like syllables. That wasn't the worst, though. The worst was his silence. When all that was left of him was a body, I kind of broke. I wanted to be there in the end for Hannah and Deana, but I couldn't take it. I knew Brandon would forgive me but I wasn't about to forgive myself.
"What are you doing?" I asked tonelessly, and sat on the bed next to her.
"Oh. Mom's going to finalize the f..." Her words caught and I took her hand in mine. It was not a gesture either one of us was accustomed to but she didn't take her hand back, either. "The funeral. I figured I'd get a jump on the coffee hour. We're going to need pictures. I could have used the computer downstairs but Mom has the best ones on here, and I wanted to be alone."
"Do you want me to go?"
"No. What I want more than anything is a nap. I'm so tired. And I know Mom is too but I can't... I can't be down there with them all looking at us like... like this. I know I should be there for her, but..."
"I'll be here. I'll help her, where I can."
"Thank you, Nick."
Again, I did something reflexive, something I think in retrospect might have set a lot of ripples in motion. I brought her hand to my lips, and kissed her skin for a long moment. She let out a long sigh, and leaned her head against my shoulder.
"Beavis and Butthead," Hannah said, and I tried to smile for her. It was her oldest nickname for Brandon and me, and not just because Brandon had brown hair and I had sandy blond. We found his mom's old DVD set of the 90s show and we must have watched them a dozen times over one summer. We loved it.
Eventually she settled back into bed. I pulled one of her mom's throws over her and watched for a while as she browsed pictures. Eventually I realized the only reason she wasn't sleeping was because I was in the room, so I got up and left her there, shutting the door behind me again.
* * *
More family and friends arrived while I was upstairs with Hannah, and came in ebbs and flows throughout the day. I knew a lot of the people there from Vineport as I was almost more of a fixture in Deana's house than my own. She got me aside to ask me about Hannah, and I explained she was taking a nap and doing the best she could, under the circumstances. Deana accepted another hug from me, and I hated myself for noticing how good she smelled that day, her lotion like sherbet.
I hung around, helping where I could. The family ran out of parking room quickly in front of the house so I went to the neighbors and explained the situation. They all knew Brandon was sick, and told me yes, of course they were fine with people parking in front of their houses, given the circumstances. I shoveled their walks and driveways for the trouble and for something to do. One fifty-something neighbor that Brandon used to crush on hard tried to pay me but I shut her down gently.
Food was brought in by the boxful, so much of it that a lot of it needed to be separated out and frozen. I ran to the store with a cousin of Brandon's to pick up freezer bags, food storage containers, coffee, tea, and pop. It was more than I could afford but I put a few things into my own cart, paper plates, napkins, that sort of thing. It would mean using my credit card which I swore to myself I wouldn't do until it was paid off but I needed to do something for Deana and Hannah.
Back at the Labine place, Deana, Timothy, and the rest were talking to a funeral home director on speakerphone at the kitchen table. I deposited my items and helped the cousin put away all the drinks in a cooler and in the fridge. Another cousin, this time one of Deana's, pushed me towards the food. "Eat, honey. You look so skinny these days."
That's what happened when your one good meal a day is whatever meat is discount priced at the grocery store, I thought but didn't say. As far as I knew, neither Deana or Hannah was aware of how bad things had become for me since high school and I never intended to tell them. I didn't want pity. I just wanted to survive.
I took some casserole and vegetables and an iced tea. By that point Hannah was back among us, taking a lot of hugs. When I crashed out in the living room, she joined me with a bottled water and a bag of potato chips. At that point I realized I'd been shoveling down the food and there was almost nothing left on my plate. I forced myself to slow down and finally finished.
"Is your dad coming, hon?" a family friend asked Hannah, and she tensed.
Gordon Sellars. One of the dumbest motherfuckers to walk this planet. He cheated on one of the most beautiful women in the world, inside and out, and when Deana confronted him about it, he told her things that shocked me as a kid, and that was coming from my own house, where my father and mother kept up a Cold War just a few shades short of thermonuclear. Deana might have a huge heart, but to hear Brandon tell it, she went off on him like she'd never done before or since. At the end of it, she told him to get out and that she wanted a divorce. He sneered at her and told her she didn't have it in her to be alone. She did, and told the kids to pack up.
I didn't see Brandon, his mom, or his sister for two weeks. They went to stay with his grandparents in Florida. We talked every day, though, or messaged each other. Instead of being sad or angry, he and Hannah seemed happy. I didn't realize until then how bad things had been in private for them and their family, but now the dam was broken and Brandon told me a lot of stories about how his dad would get piss drunk and scream at them, or how when Deana told him to be more cautious driving, he would slam the accelerator to the floor and act like a maniac. I guess I knew with me his cheerfulness had always been artificial, but I didn't connect the dots that he hated his own family like that.
They divorced. Despite Gordon's best attempts to paint his wife as the devil, she got the house and the kids, and Gordon was slapped with a sizable alimony payment. Deana didn't want or need it for long. She landed a great promotion from a receptionist to a junior executive at the regional headquarters for a chain of gift stores.
That wasn't the end of Gordon. Oh no. He was that special kind of asshole who couldn't just walk out of their lives. Now living in Philly, when he stopped having to pay alimony, he tried to worm his way back into his kids' lives. Hannah thought he might be able to change and went to live with him for a while, but things went bad again. That Christmas, Deana and Brandon made an emergency run to Philly to pick up Hannah when she found their father doing cocaine at a Christmas party he was throwing. Gordon tried to deny the whole thing, and every so often since, tried to reinsert himself into his children's lives. But to my knowledge, he only came by once to visit Brandon in the hospital in the earliest days, when Brandon was still lucid enough to hear and understand his father's promise to come every time he ahd a chance. To experience Gordon twisting the knife one last time.
So in short? I hated the fuckin' asshole for the lot of them.
"He'll be here," Hannah said bluntly.
The family friend withdrew, sensing they hit a nerve, and I gave Hannah a one-armed hug. She snickered softly, and shook her head.
"All of them liked Dad," she said. "They never saw how awful he is. But he deserves to say goodbye too, I guess."
I didn't know about that but grunted something vaguely affirmative. She eventually got up to grab her laptop and work some more on the coffee hour planning, this time with my input on songs that Brandon loved and that were appropriate for the venue. It was a lot of Killers, a lot of Green Day, a lot of The Knocks. The last one got to me, because it was the last band that Brandon really got into. While I tried to stem my latest flow of tears, Hannah gave me a while, setting up another playlist, one just for us that we wouldn't play at the coffee hour. This one was filled with Brandon's other favorites, his love of eighties and nineties hip-hop and rap, Rob Zombie, and his bizarre taste in foreign death metal. We were laughing about that one when Deana broke free of the other proceedings, watching the two of us with a faint smile on her face before she was pulled into more funeral details.
But whatever gas Hannah had in her tank emptied fast, and the thin veneer of civility she kept up with her extended family began to fade. Before she got too caustic, she decided another nap was in order, and I followed her up a few minutes later to tape a sign on her door that said simply, "Please let her sleep."
* * *
The Labine extended family began to clear out about then, giving Deana the house back, at least for a little while. There would be more waves of family in friends in the days to come. Brandon was well-loved, though I wondered where all these people had been when he was in the hospital, when Deana needed them the most.
That thought was needlessly cruel. I did know a lot of them showed up at one point or another, and besides, wasn't I just as guilty of eventually abandoning Deana and Hannah to their grief?
I know why I didn't leave. I missed my brother. Neither Deana or Hannah tried to push me towards the door and I had a feeling I was wanted there. So I stayed, ignoring the "you're fired" call from my boss and the "you're fucking insane and if you don't pay us by the end of the week you're out on your ass" call from my roommate Jimmy, who probably heard about me quitting from mutual friends. I was cooked and I knew it, but I didn't care. Not right then. The two people I cared for most in this world now that Brandon was gone seemed to need me, and I was going to be there for them, even if it meant winding up having to ask my parents to take me in for a few months while I got my shit together.
I thought about all that while the last of the friends and family left. I was back on the couch, a throw pillow behind my head. Deana came out of the kitchen, a mug of tea in hand. She sat beside me and I hugged her. She leaned into me and shook like she was crying, but her eyes were dry. By that point, I guess her tank was empty too.
Again, I was all too aware of the soft, fruity scent of her lotion. I sniffed theatrically a few times and she looked up at me, curious. "What the heck kind of lotion did you use?" I asked.
"Do you like it?"
"I really, really, really do," I said, and I chuckled. It was maybe the first thing approximating a genuine laugh I had in a few days, and it made her smile too. The smell, the smile, the press of her breast against me, I couldn't help it. I hardened, and there was no hiding that from her.
Deana didn't call attention to it, not until I tried to pull a blanket over myself. She stopped me with a hand on mine, then took a deep, shuddering breath as her fingers went to my cock. Deana looked up into my eyes, a searching question on her face.
"I need..." she whispered. "I... I..."
I shouldn't have done what I did. Or... maybe I should have. I don't know. It was all kinds of psychologically fucked up, but I needed too. In any case, I kissed her. I halfway expected her to slap me. Hell, maybe I hoped for it, just to feel something other than grief. But Deana froze, not doing anything, her fingers a quarter inch from my hardness.
And then her lips met mine again.
Now and forever, that was pretty much it for me. Deana twisted on the couch, one knee on the cushion, one foot on the floor. She kissed me again, her lips parting, tongue seeking mine. So many of my oldest fantasies flooded through me in that moment. It was like a thousand variations of me roared, "Yes!" all at once and I was lost. I gripped the bottom of her shirt and tugged it up and over her breasts. She wore an old blue bra underneath, nothing fancy, but I'd never in my life wanted a woman as much as I wanted Deana in that moment.



She took the shirt from me and pulled it off the rest of the way, making her hair spill down her chest and across her upper back. She mounted me and tossed her head back as my hands went behind her back, searching for the clasp to her bra. She helped me and the bra was free, baring to me the breasts I wanted to see and touch and suck for years and years.
Deana cradled my head to one of them, rocking on my cock, grinding against me. I sucked her nipple and she gasped, rocking harder. "This is wrong," she whimpered, and I started to pull back but she tugged me right back to her nipple. "Oh fuck, oh Nick..."
My best friend's mom, and she was moaning for me, desperate for it. For long minutes, I rocked my hips up into hers, and she ground down harder on me, thrusting her chest against my desperately hungry mouth. I grabbed her tight ass and squeezed, wanting those jeans off her and right the hell now.
But she was too far gone, nearly on the edge of her first orgasm, and kept me right where I was, grinding hard on me, hips rising and falling as her breath quickened. I'd never seen a woman come this fast but that was exactly what she was doing. She clutched the back of my head and my neck, her fingernails digging in, and she cried out, "Ohhh, oh fuck!"
She came with a hard shimmy of her ass, and I sucked her tit even harder as she shivered against me. Without a word, she finally let go of her hold on my head and pulled away, staring down at me, her chest rising and falling.
"I need you too," I said, my voice more of a growl.
She stood up and jerked at the button to her jeans. I did the same to mine, lifting up off the couch and shoving them down along with my boxers far enough for what we craved. She dropped a pair of bikini briefs matching her bra and mounted me again, shoving me back against the leather and griding on my cock. She was so slick against me, so warm, and when Deana finally gripped my cock and held me up so she could drop onto me, it was fucking nirvana.
Her pussy twitched all around me as I gripped her ass and thrust back up at her, meeting her grinding measure for measure. Every inch of me slid into her warm, wet depths easily, and we held nothing back, thrusting, bouncing, grinding as hard we wanted. She kissed me again and brought my hands to her tits as she slammed up and down on me, chanting my name under her breath. "Nick, oh my Nick, Nick, f-fuck, you're... good... oh Nick..."
"Deana..." I moaned, squeezing her tits and leaning up to kiss her again. She kissed me back, head twisting as she dropped harder and harder on my cock. The scent of her sex filled the air and I was mad for it as she crested again, lips parting against mine, her eyelids fluttering.
I grabbed her waist as she was still coming and stood with her. She gasped, but even as I was spinning her around, she was trying to kiss me again. I dropped with her onto the couch, and her legs wrapped around mine as I hammered into her soaking wet pussy. Her bare pussy. With my bare cock.
"C-Condom," I said weakly, only thinking of it when I was on the brink. "I should pull out."
"No, no no, please, please, in me, in me, I need to feel it, I need something good today..."
All she had to do was tell me to stay. I did, cradling her in my arms as we rocked together. She slid a hand between us and played with her clit, her stuttered moans making me all the wilder. Her orgasms came twice, her hips jerking, her eyes nearly closing each time. I liked the way her mouth went wide open and the way her eyes would flutter back to life. I nuzzled her neck, her jaw, her lips again, and I whispered her name in the last. "Deana..."
"Come I me, baby, come in me, please..."
I did. My hips jerked a few times more and then I was coming, stiffening and stilling as I spilled inside her. I came and came into her unprotected pussy, and all I could think about was how beautiful she was in that moment, despite the sorrow.
Strangely enough, I did not feel guilty, or at least, not much. If anyone would have understood, it would have been Brandon. Oh sure, me fucking his mom would have been pretty weird and probably led to one of the few fights of our friendship, but he would have understood this, the need between us. I was a cynic, he was a romantic. And I don't think Deana felt all that guilty either. She held me afterwards, kissing my neck, my shoulder.
The only thing she asked me was, "When did you get so skinny?"
I chuckled softly and finally extricated myself from her. She sat up too, and without a word, sat on my lap, kissing me, stroking the hair away from my eyes. Warmth and love poured from her, but the words we both needed to say and hear spilled from her lips.
"Nick, I... I don't want to give you the wrong idea."
A terrible sadness filled me again, not the same as had pervaded me all day, but a feeling of loneliness. I kissed her chin, and dropped my head lower, nuzzling her breasts. "I know. It would be crazy, us being in a relationship."
"Yeah." A note of disappointment in her voice made me pull away and look up at her. She shrugged, smiling a bit uncomfortably. "It was good sex."
"Amazing."
"I'm not saying we can't do it again..."
"Good."
"But this... this week... I don't know. It's all going to be very confusing for me. I hope you understand that."
"I'm pretty confused about it too," I said. "But I'll tell you this. I love you." She drew in a sharp breath at that and I shook my head. "I mean, I've always loved you. In a lot of ways. And loving you means I'm here for you. Whatever you need. If that's this," I thrust up at her, making her smile again, "fine. If it's something else, distance, whatever... you tell me. I am here for you and Hannah. You have to know that."
"I do," she said softly, and leaned down to kiss me again. She drew a deep breath and let it out softly against my lips. "About her... if she needs you like, um... like I needed you tonight... you be hers. Okay?"
That shocked me, and I pulled back to stare at her. "I don't know that she feels that way."
"Yes. She does and she has since the beginning of Brandon's..." She swallowed and I nodded. "I know her as well as I know myself. She cares a lot about you, and this... this would hurt her. Very badly. So please, if she needs you, be with her, and let's never tell her about this."
"Okay," I said, completely floored. Hannah had a crush... on me?
* * *
I left shortly thereafter, heading back to my place to sleep. Jimmy came out to berate me, his voice getting louder and louder as I poured a glass of water, drained it, and poured another. I didn't say anything to him, and he shoved me on my way to my bedroom.
"You fucking walked out on your job, and now you're not going to say anything?" he shouted.
"My best friend died today," I said.
His eyes were ugly and animalistic. You might think what he said next would have only been uttered by movie villains trying their damnedest to do a cheesy impression of a Shakespearean villain, but I am here to tell you that James Carly actually said these words.
"And you think that makes a difference? That you're special? That you can just quit your job and give up?"
"Fuck off," I said, almost cheerful. I drank the rest of my water and shoved the plastic cup at him. He thought I was going to hit him and flinched backwards. I laughed and walked away.
"I want you out by the end of the week," he said.
"Sure, Jimmy."
My other two roommates watched all this silently up until that point. One of them said quietly, "Sorry about your friend, Nick."
"Yeah? Cool."
I walked to my room, shut the door on them, and crashed on the bed, staring up at the ceiling and thinking of a couple dumb kids, playing video games until the crack of dawn, and crying until I fell asleep.
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I desperately did not want to go home again. My parents and I weren't hostile with each other, but with every passing day, the weight of their judgment hung over me, especially in comparison to my two older brothers.
It started with college, which was a mistake from the get-go. I was never a great student in high school. I was more focused on girls, sports, and having a good time. I was a middling second-string quarterback, an okay first baseman, and in my last two years of high school, a pretty damn decent runner in track, though not quite good enough to land a scholarship. If I went to college, it was going to have to be on a student loan.
So that's what I did. I had a vague plan of picking up a degree in physical therapy, or maybe becoming a PE teacher, which seemed all right. If I'm being honest with myself, I was probably always doomed to fail. I didn't really take classes seriously, and I liked to drink a little bit much. What happened with Ann Lentz only sped up the whole process. In a way, I'm grateful to her for that. She probably saved me another seven thousand in debt.
She was something else, a Barbie doll brought to life. Short, blonde curly hair. Glossy red lipstick. A fake tan that she somehow always rocked to perfection. A body sculpted by many surgeries. Forty-five, and like a .45, she was a bullet to the head.
I met her when I was working in Student Life. She came in with her husband, the vice-chancellor of the school. He was showing her around the new building, and she pretended to be suitably wowed while all the while giving me a none-too-discreet once over.
In two days, she came back, and in about two more minutes, I had her on my boss's desk, her legs spread wide as I fucked the everloving bejesus out of her. We slept together a few more times after that, usually at her house and once in my dorm room, which got her off for some damn reason. She was dangerous, and I knew it. I absolutely knew it. But I was hooked on her, on the taboo sex, on being someone's eighteen-year-old stud.
But I started to hate myself for it. I didn't want to cuckold her husband. I didn't know if he was a good guy, an asshole, or something in between. All I knew was that he had lousy taste in honest women. I tried to break it off with Ann peacefully. Then when she showed up in fishnet stockings without any panties to my office, I had to be a little firmer.
She didn't like that, and went to her husband. Turns out, he was in on the whole thing and liked the idea of his wife fucking a student. I didn't appreciate that, and in the ensuing heated argument, I punched the guy. Whatever my story was, administration didn't want to hear it. They didn't even acknowledge me. I was kicked out before the week was done.
My parents were usually distant people, not exactly cold but with emotional walls always in place. That day, though, my father shouted at me for an hour. My mother cried and drank herself into a stupor. I was told I was an embarrassment, a failure, and I had no idea what I was going to do with myself.
They weren't wrong.
* * *
I still had a few days yet before my roommate Jimmy's deadline to get out, so I called everyone I knew looking for some place to couch surf while I found a new job -- easy, if you didn't mind assholes berating you while you worked behind a counter handing over burgers and fries. But finding an apartment or a place to rent? Not so easy. Jimmy was a friend of a friend, and got the word out quick I wasn't to be trusted because I couldn't pay utilities. Every door but one slammed in my face. My high school friends Steve and Kayla would be happy to take me in, they said, but they worked winter jobs at a ski resort during the winter and wouldn't be back for another month. It was something, at least, and I got a little emotional thanking them.
But a month with my parents was... well, a lot. I kept trying other people. A rental by myself was out of the question. There was no way I could afford first and last month's rent along with a security deposit, but I kept a running list of places anyways in the hopes that when I had enough money I could get a small place somewhere.
In the meantime, I called around and got interviews at three fast food places for the day after Brandon's funeral. I wasn't going to be any use to anyone until then, and besides, Deana was moving on it fast. It would only be a couple days.
I hung out there a lot that week. Deana and I didn't talk about our hookup, but she got me alone the night after we slept together and kissed me gently before pressing her head to my chest. I hugged her, and when Hannah walked in, she thought we were just being friendly and joined in, nestling her head against her mother's shoulder.
The morning before the funeral, Hannah called me up as I was boxing up the last of my things. "Hey, Mom and I were wondering if you had breakfast yet."
"No, not yet," I said.
"Mom's making a ham and egg casserole. Come on by before work."
I couldn't remember the last time I had a real breakfast apart from cereal. It was an unspoken rule that if you worked the midnight shift at the gas station, you could treat yourself to a couple donuts when you made them, so I guess that was the closest thing. The thought of real, hot breakfast made me practically jump for the door.
When I arrived, their house was devoid of company, and I think both Deana and Hannah seemed relieved by that. Not that they weren't appreciative of everyone's well wishes, gifts of food, and their support, but I could see the exhaustion in their eyes. That day, they weren't exactly happy, but they looked better rested, at the very least.
"Do you need it to go?" Deana asked. "I really should have thought of sending Hannah to bring it to you at work."
There it was. No way to dodge that question. "I had some trouble with my boss the other day. Going to be looking for a new job." They both looked at me, alarmed, and I hastily added, "It wasn't anything to do with Brandon or being here. They wanted to cut back my hours and if I wasn't going to be working forty a week, then I might as well work somewhere else I can get better pay and better hours."
I didn't think they bought it for a second, but in the moment, they had their own troubles going on. Deana said, "Do you have anything lined up?"
I talked about my job interviews as she cut us up pieces of the casserole. Both of them tried to eat healthy in general but all bets were off that wee and the casserole was almost nothing but cheesy greasy goodness. We all tried our best to act like it was old times, and you know, in moments, it really felt like it was, Hannah giving me shit, Deana metaphorically shaking her head, me loading the dishwasher after as thanks.
It was the minutes after everything was put away that got to me, though. Our conversation faded, and none of us quite met anyone else's eyes. We shut down, and Hannah started to cry.
We went to her, holding her, out of words and barely able to give her any warmth but being with her anyways.
It took some time but her tears finally abated, at least for the moment. She excused herself to was her face and touch up her makeup, but before she left, she looked back at me. "You want to go for a walk or something?"
"Sure."
When she was gone, Deana pushed me down gently in a chair and leaned over to kiss me. It was more than a friendly thing, and when my hand roamed her ass, she moaned softly against my mouth. "Be good to her," she whispered against my lips, then pulled away. "It's not so icy around Gazelle Park. That would make for a nice walk."
"Not going to join us?"
"No. Gordon is driving in later and I'd like to sharpen my knives before then." The joke caught me by surprise and I laughed harder than it probably warranted. She looked pleased with herself, and leaned against the counter. "I'd like to take care of a few things. Have some time to myself, think and decompress. And I might go by the funeral home just to..." Her voice trailed off and I nodded. "It's a lovely spot they have ready for him. Lots of sunshine."
"That's good," I said. "He'll get more out there than he ever did here."
Deana too laughed harder than the joke deserved. Despite the fact that she kept trying to pull back from me emotionally, there was still some immense pull there between us and I had to fight to keep from going to her and kissing her again. A good thing, too, because Hannah popped her head into the kitchen to ask me to fill some water bottles. I did, and in another ten minutes, she emerged in form fitting pink sweatpants and a long-sleeved faux turtleneck that did wonderful things for her breasts.
She caught me staring and smirked. Yeah, there was still some of the old Hannah there, and I grinned sheepishly back. "I'm not apologizing for staring at that. You know how you look."
"The butt look okay?" she asked innocently, and turned to show it off in profile.
"Don't know. I could use a closer look."
"Oh Lord," Deana said.
To my utter shock, Hannah strutted to the table -- and it could only be called that, a strut, crossing her legs in front of one another in an exaggerated model's walk. She twirled around and placed a hand on her butt. I don't know what came over me, but I gave her a spank. She yelped and blushed, but turned and asked, "Well?"
"They'll do," I said.
"They'll do?" Deana said. She came over and inspected her daughter's very fine behind. "Baby, that butt is perfection."
"Aw, thanks, Mom. Just showing off what you gave me."
She gave Deana a peck on the cheek and I followed suit without thinking about it. Hannah looked surprised at that and Deana pleased.
In Hannah's crossover, she said, "Mom needs that now and again."
"What? The kiss on the cheek?"
"Yeah. The last guy she dated was Warren and he wasn't much for PDA. She likes it. So make that a habit."
"I will." Feeling bold, I added, "You know she's right about your butt. It's god-tier booty."
She grinned. "Booty?"
"Yup."
"No one says that anymore." But her gaze flicked towards me, and it was definitely not my imagination that she was blushing. "Thanks. Maybe I needed that too."
We drove in comfortable silence to the park. As Deana suggested, the meandering paths were well kept by the city parks department and the parking areas were almost completely empty, since it was a weekday and in the middle of a Vineport cold snap. Lined in cherry trees whose blossoms would coat the ground in a few months and a copse of beeches called Dancers Grove because that's exactly what the gnarled trunks and arms looked like, it was a beautiful park.
Hannah took the week off from school. She was a senior that year at the same college I was kicked out of. We talked some about her classes. She was double majoring in business and economics, with the intent of opening her own hair salon someday. Having been working as an apprentice for a hair stylist since her freshman year, she was ready to be licensed but wanted to focus first on college. Even long before that, she practiced her skills on Brandon and me, usually without her mom's -- or our -- permission.
We laughed about that some, remembering a time when Brandon had to get a buzz cut after a particularly unfortunate attempt at a crew cut. She walked close to me, and for the first time in a while, I saw her genuine smile. It was a rare thing, even before Brandon's illness. She used it sparingly on purpose, because it was a weapon and a tool, capable of making guys like me fall forever for her.
Hannah caught me looking. "What?"
"It's good to see you smile. It's always made my day."
I reached around her and hugged her as we walked. She made a satisfied "hm" sound deep in her throat and bonked her head against my shoulder. I chuckled and kissed the top of her head.
"It makes me feel a little guilty even if I know he would tell me to lighten up," she said.
"Yeah. I know what you mean," I said. "Like breakfast with you and your mom this morning. I thought it was like old times and then I thought that it was wrong to think that."
"Pretty much," she said. She sighed. "The truth is, I think I kinda started letting go a long time ago. When he couldn't recognize me anymore, that was... that was the moment for me."
"Yeah," I said, my voice quiet and thin. "I think that was me when he kinda fell asleep." She knew what I meant, when Brandon stopped responding to any stimulus at all, and began his last few months of life support. "I'm really sorry I wasn't there the last couple weeks as much."
"No, hey. We get it. God, you two were so close." She pulled away. "Can I admit something and you not hate me for it?"
I thought about her mother's breathy moans and cries of my name when we slept together the night Brandon died and fought off a grimace. "You know I never would. I love you, Hannah."
"I love you too, dork. And don't make me cry again." She took off her beanie and brushed back her hair, using it as a means to collect her thoughts. "I'm glad you're not working today or tomorrow."
"Why is that?"
"Because I kinda want to use you."
"Well, all right, but what a way to ask a guy out."
"Shut up. I'm being serious. My dad's driving in today."
"Ohhh," I said.
"Yeah. With his new girlfriend. Rachel. And I'm so worn thin I don't want to deal with either of them. We've got a big family dinner tonight but do you mind if we hang out this afternoon?"
"Yeah, of course. I told your mom this, but anything you need."
"Anything?" she asked, her voice very small and very faint. Her hand went to my arm and stopped me.
I turned to her, thinking about her mom's words to me. That Hannah had a crush on me for a couple years, despite her attitude when we were teenagers. Her eyes glimmered and I thought maybe they weren't tears of sorrow, but maybe fear and anticipation. I took her hand, and brought my other to her cheek. She shivered, and I leaned down to kiss her.
It was wrong. I knew that. I had just slept with her mom days ago. Hannah deserved the truth, but not then, not when we were both coming together after years of wanting. Her hands went to my hair, my neck, clutching me tighter. Her soft body molded to mine so well.
My hands roamed her back, her neck, her ass and I moaned her name. "Hannah."
"Let's go to my place," she whispered back. She did not mean her mom's where she'd been camped out the last week or so, but the house she rented.
We walked back to her crossover as fast as we could, given the small patches of ice still on the ground. She kept blushing and eyeing me out of the corner of her eye. I couldn't help now and then pulling her tight to my side or touching her arm, her back, her hand. She didn't once try to stop me.
I might have been too drunk on Hannah to care about the consequences when we were walking but a melancholy guilt settled into me when we had to play nice on the drive. Several times I opened my mouth to tell her the truth, but I couldn't quite bring myself to do it. Not because of the sex, but because I didn't think Hannah needed any more pain at that moment. Or that was the shitty justification I told myself, anyway, even as I kept imagining her out of those clothes and writhing on her bed underneath me.
In the end, I guess I had too much of a guilty conscience. Fuck me.
Hannah shared a house with two roommates, a nice suburban place on a street full of similar houses. It might have been boring but it was crime and excitement free. Looking at that house, at her as she slid out of her side with a soft smile on her face, I felt my guts twist. Oh God, I thought. I'm sorry, Hannah. She was already so fucking miserable, and I was about to make it ten times worse.
"Hannah. Wait."
She froze, her butt half out of the car, and slid back in. "What?"
"I..." Thoughts of Deana on top of me, kissing me, moaning, my hands on her ass. "Before we do this, I need to tell you something."
"Don't," Hannah said softly.
"What?"
"Don't. I need you too much right now for this."
"I think you really ought to hear-"
"I know you think I do. But I don't because I think I know what you're going to say. Not until... not until the day after tomorrow. I don't want to talk about it until then."
"Hannah."
"Stop. I'm going to write out a note on my phone. I'm not going to show you what it says until after tomorrow. But when I do, you'll understand I am not stupid. Okay?"
"I never said you were stupid," I said, stung.
"I know. I just... I need you to listen. I want you to go in there with me and we are going to act like a couple horny teenagers and we're going to do things we will never unsee again. And then we can fight or whatever the day after. This is my decision." Hannah searched my eyes. "Unless you don't want to."
"I have always wanted you," I said.
She held my gaze for a moment, then leaned over and kissed me. We explored each other like that until the reality of trying to make out over the crossover's bulky center console made us pull back. She dug out her phone and typed out a message onto it. Then she put her phone away again, and we chased each other out into the graying day.
I followed her into the messy home. Her roommates were gone. Good, because we weren't about to hold back. I followed her through a living room that looked like it had been ransacked, given the way blankets were scattered everywhere and no less than six coffee mugs had been abandoned to a grimy fate.
I laughed and Hannah asked, "What?"
"Your house is dirtier than mine."
"Shut up!"
"It's true," I said and grabbed her to pin her up against a wall. She grinned and lunged forward to kiss me, hard. Although we just made out in the car and kissed in the park, it was that kiss I forever thought of as our first, because it was Hannah with her guard down for a moment. Maybe not the old Hannah. I don't think either of us would ever be the same people we were at the start of Brandon's illness and that was sad but it was okay. Because I got this Hannah, exposed and beautiful and vulnerable in a way I didn't know she could be.
She roped a leg around mine and I reached down between us to slide my hand into the waistband of her sweatpants. "Nick," she breathed against my lips as my fingers slid along the stretchy fabric of a thong, then down lower to the full, ripe lips of her sex. Her head bounced back against the wall as I explored her folds. She shivered and closed her eyes, her lips forming my name silently as I teased her and drew the wetness out of her like my fingers were a dowsing rod.
"Beautiful," I whispered. "So fucking beautiful."
Her smile went beatific until I slid my middle finger into her. Her eyes opened and her smile became something far darker. "Now when did you become so good at that?" she asked breathily.
"Oh, I've had practice."
"Like Kara?"
Kara was a close friend of hers and my first. She taught me the basics and set a monster loose on the world. We probably would have made a good couple if she didn't have to go off to college, and we still occasionally hooked up when she was back in town.
"Now what did she tell you?"
Hannah kissed me and reached between us to slip her own hand into my jeans. Her eyes widened, and she said, "No lies, apparently."
She withdrew her hand and cupped my face. Her hips rocked with my exploring finger. I found her spot fairly quickly, her bucking hips a sure sign.
"Keep doing that, mm, God..."
Damn, I loved her hot breath on my lips I filled my other hand with her ass and squeezed, a long-held wish fulfilled. Her breath quickened and I fought to keep the pace she liked, wanting to finger her as fast as I wanted to fuck her. My whole body pulsed with need of her, my best friend's sister, my Hannah.
It was her eyes that kept me grounded. There was something there, something searching in them that mirrored her mother's the night Deana and I slept together. They looked for something in mine, and they held me captive as she rocked against me. She must have found something that pleased her because her hand came up to my chin, my hair, and tugged me in for one more kiss before she closed her eyes and writhed on my finger.



She rode it out, head twisting gently to one side. It was my turn to bring my hand to her chin. I twisted her head towards me but she caught my fingers before they withdrew. Watching me, she sucked two fingers down as she reached for my other hand. This she pulled from her sweatpants, then slowly, staring up at me the entire time, Hannah dropped to her knees.
Her slim fingers undid the button to my jeans and tugged them down along with my underwear. That beautiful, sweet face against my cock was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, and the reality was so much better than my fantasies when she sucked my tip into her mouth. I stroked her hair as she slowly bobbed her head back and forth, taking her time with me and lavishing my underside with her tongue.
At the same time, she slowly brought her sweater up and over her big breasts. Her bra pushed them up proudly, as if presenting them for my inspection. I moaned in mock frustration when she popped off my cock.
"Oh, you don't want to see my boobs then?" she asked.
"Definitely do."
She tugged the sweater up and over her head. I took it from her and laid it out over the back of the nearest chair. When I returned to her, the only thing holding up her bra was her hands. She pulled them away, the bra coming free, and I was frozen in place. I might have had some experience, but Hannah's body was nothing short of incredible. Slim and trim in the waist, but flaring out from there and making me realize a blowjob was most definitely not what I wanted right then and there. I grabbed her under the arm and tugged her to her feet, pushing her back against the wall again as I filled my hand with one of her breasts and the other with her deliciously full ass.
"Fuck, you are incredible," I breathed, and crushed my lips to hers. When I pulled back, I said louder, "Your bedroom. Now."
She grinned and trotted away, giving me a great view of her ass in that thong. I watched for a moment, transfixed, then hurriedly dropped and grabbed my jeans up to find my wallet and a condom.
When I joined her again, she was on the bed on her knees and elbows, feet kicking against her butt as she looked back over her shoulder at me, honey blonde hair spilling down to the bedspread. Her thong was gone, leaving her completely bare to me. "I think this is how you told Kara you fantasized most about me?"
I groaned. "She told you?"
"Oh yes." Hannah blushed. "While I was eating her."
I was stunned into silence for a moment. I didn't know Hannah was bi. "Kara never said."
"She's not out yet either, so..."
"Yeah, I won't say a word."
"Good. Thank you." She stretched backwards. "But right now, I think I'd like something, mm, hard."
There was probably a comeback to that but my brain was most definitely not firing on all its cylinders. I came to the bed, unwrapping the condom. I climbed on the bed and rolled it on. She looked back at me. "If you don't mind getting tested, I'm on the pill. We could, um, do it bare if you're clean."
"Shit, I'll call the clinic the minute we're done."
She laughed, but it cut off quick when I stroked her bared pussy with my thumb. She had big full lips like Deana, and her bud was bleached. I'd never seen that before on a woman and I liked it.
Then it hit me. I mean, really hit me. I was about to have sex with Hannah Labine, the girl of my dreams. I might have dreamed about fucking her from behind like that, but for our first time, for this, I heard Deana's words as though she were speaking right into my ear. She needs you.
"I want to see your face the first time," I said softly.
Hannah looked at me again. "But..."
"If you really want it this way, of course I'll give it to you however you like it." I smacked one cheek lightly. "And I'm definitely going to want to try that eventually. But I care too much about you not to see your face this first time, if you want it that way too."
"Nick..." she whispered. Then slowly, she twisted onto her back and scooted up the bed to the pillows. I came to her and leaned in to kiss her while I stroked myself to full hardness again. Her eyes watered as her lips gently met mine, and we spoke no words as I lined myself up and slowly eased into her. There was just the soft release of breath from two people on the verge of realizing how deep their feelings for each other really ran. I loved Deana. I loved Hannah. I knew there were going to be complications there, and pain, and probably a lot of confusion and anger, but there was, at the core, love. Lust came second to that.
We made love for a long time, and it was not the sort of thing that translates well to a page. Our hips swayed in an easy back-and-forth, our lips met, our hands roamed, but mostly we just moved together. How long, I'm not sure. Half an hour, an hour. Her phone rang and we ignored it. One of her roommates came home and laughed out in the living room about the mess of clothes we left behind. We ignored her too. There was only each other for a while, and it was, to this day, some of the best sex of my life.
We could have stayed like that forever. I think we both would have, if we had any choice in the matter. But things end. Life. Relationships. Sex. Forever wasn't our reality. Our reality was having to leave that bed and deal with the real world, and Brandon's death, and her shitty father, and my lack of a job, and my impending prostration before the temple of my parents' house.
But not right then. Right then, we had each other, and it was how both of us got through what was to come.
* * *
Hannah took the first shower and touched up her makeup while I headed out to the living room wrapped in her fluffy robe. Her roommate, a happy-go-lucky bespectacled junior in college named Lizzie, looked up from her Kindle and grinned. "You look good in pink."
I folded my hands together and put them under my chin. "Good enough to be a model?"
"Oh yeah."
"Good to see you, Lizzie."
"You too. So, you two finally hooked up?"
"Uh. Yeah."
She grinned and poked a mismatched chair with her foot. "Sit. Details. Or I don't give you back your underwear." She sat up and produced my briefs, and promptly sat on them again.
I groaned and sat, but stole Lizzie's bowl of cheeseballs as revenge. We talked some the walk in the park. Knowing how close I was to Brandon and the emotions that must be running high between Hannah and myself, she tried to keep things light and I really appreciated that. Of course, she asked the big question, if Hannah and I were a couple.
"it's too early to put a label on it but you know she's been a friend forever."
"I love love love friends-to-lovers romances. Especially the pervy kind," Lizzie said, and clutched her Kindle close as she writhed on the chair.
I laughed, and about then, the doorbell rang. Just as Lizzie tossed me my underwear, whoever it was opened the door up and called, "Baby! Dad's here!"
Oh, fuck. Gordon.
He walked right in, and gave me a smirk that I vaguely remembered from my childhood. "Looks like a party's happening here."
When I knew him, Gordon was still trying to pretend like he wasn't graying, but now embraced it in the other direction with what was clearly a dye job probably worth as much as my car. Gray and white ran in tousled curls on his head. His face was too smooth not to have seen some plastic surgery, and I could swear he had lip injections done, though I wasn't a hundred percent certain on that. He might have been handsome without the smirk and lizard-like eyes, but with it and his gray suit, he looked every inch the asshole he was.
Behind him was one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen. Like Gordon, her hair was the first thing I noticed, dark blonde at the roots and fanning out in stylish waves to lighter shades. She had a strong-featured face with small, peach-kissed lips and eyes like a cloudy day. It was clear she was dressed to show off, in a tight pencil skirt, black blouse, and a matching blazer fringed in white. Curvy, but maybe not quite as curvy as Hannah or Deana. I wasn't sure, but I wouldn't have minded finding out. The one thing I couldn't pin down was her age. She could have been in her twenties or thirties, and unlike Gordon, I didn't think her flawless features were due to surgery.
"Hello again, Mr. Sellars," I said.
He frowned. "Do I know you?"
"You do. Nick. I'm... I was Brandon's best friend."
His frown didn't break for a long moment, but then he brought his hand up, finger pointed at the ceiling before it settled in my direction. "You're the kid who ate all the damn cookies in the pantry..." He started chuckling and I fought the urge to throw a right at his stupid, smug face. "...and the marshmallow cereal... and drank the soda... and puked a line from the dining room all the way to the front door, right?"
"I guess I am," I said, though I'd eaten four cookies, had one can of pop, and as it turned out, was suffering from a vicious stomach bug.
"Didn't have you pegged for the women's wear type." Gordon chuckled harder. The man never really laughed. It was more like a "huh huh huh."
The woman pushed around him and gave me a weary smile as she held out her hand. "I'm Rachel. So sorry to hear about Brandon. I wish I could have known him. He sounds like a wonderful person."
I shook. "Thanks. I... yeah, thanks." To Lizzie, who had watched all this with a cheeseball in hand and forgotten about, I said, "I'm going to go get dressed."
"Okay!" Lizzie chirped, stretching the word out. Ohhh-kay!
Hannah poked her head out of the bathroom. "Hey, Dad. Out in a second." When I snuck in there with her, she muttered, "How bad is it?"
"Well, he already brought up the pukestorm incident, so I'm ready to punch him."
She winced. "If you want to get out of here, I completely understand. I'm sure Lizzie could give you a ride back to Mom's."
"That'd probably make things easier for you, huh?"
"Sorry."
"Don't be." I kissed her. "if you need me, let me know."
She wrapped her arms around me and held me tight for a long minute. I thought of Deana, and I thought of that strange moment in the car when Hannah maybe hinted that she knew about the two of us hooking up. Or was she referring to something else? Regardless, she didn't want to talk about it for a couple days, so I said nothing about it, dressed, and took that ride from Lizzie, still feeling Gordon's cold eyes on me long after I left that place.
* * *
I packed up what little shit mattered in the morning and threw it into the trunk and backseat of my car. I dressed as best as I could, in dark blue jeans two sizes too big for me now and a black short-sleeve button-down that billowed out and made me look like a ship from the 1600s when the wind blew. And the wind blew plenty that fucking freezing, miserable day.
I had to talk to my parents before the funeral, or else I was going to be too emotional to think straight later. My car let out a particularly desperate gasp when I started it up. Just a while longer, I told myself. I can stay at home, pay off some bills, get a bus pass... things would be all right. It was going to suck having to go back home again, but it would be okay eventually. This was not the end of the world.
As evidenced by their cars in the driveway, they were both home. My dad had the TV on so loud the walls thundered with it. An old Bruce Willis Western thing. He didn't like any movies with actors he didn't recognize, so nothing made after about 2000 made the cut. I had no doubt my mom was in my old bedroom, now her hobby room, and grimacing about the noiseg but unwilling to say anything to keep the peace. My mom and brothers always tried to keep things level. I was the little asshole who always had to piss Dad off, and whoops, wouldn't you know it, here I went again.
He was half-dozing on the couch, sprawled out and watching the screen with half-lidded eyes. When he saw me, he gestured towards the back of the house, as if to say, "Your mom's that way." He was tall like me and both my brothers, and retirement brought on some extra weight to him. He wasn't quite fat yet, but veering in that direction. I couldn't really blame him on that account, though. For all my problems with my dad, he was a hell of a reliable guy and, until he hit sixty, he generally worked at least twenty hours of overtime a week delivering gas and propane to his company's customers. Forty-five years, he did that. That's respectable, and there's not a bit of irony to me saying that.
I shook my head at him and pointed at the TV. He paused the movie, and pushed himself up a little straighter and called out, "Eve? Nick's here."
"Oh hey, honey!" Mom called from her hobby room. Bingo, called that. She emerged, a tall woman in her own right, given over to a general thickness a long time ago but never carrying much more than that. She was a very youthful woman for her age with sparkling eyes and skin generally untouched by the sun she loved so much when she was out puttering in the garden. "Are you on your way to Brandon's funeral?"
She gave me a one-armed hug, about as much affection as we showed each other in that family. PDA was not a term in my parents' vocabulary. I had thought maybe they would go to the funeral since Brandon came over a lot, but they never even mentioned it as a possibility. Then again, while they were always polite to Brandon, I couldn't remember a time they really ever acted close to him, so going to the funeral would have been a token gesture on their part anyways.
"Soon," I said. "I had a favor to ask you."
"Oh boy," Dad said. "We knew this was coming."
Mom gave him a glance, the closest thing she would ever come to a "hush" from her. "What is it?"
I took a deep breath. "I lost my job."
"I heard you quit," Dad said. "Tried to hit a customer and walked out."
"Who told you...? I didn't try to hit him," I said. "I just heard the news about Brandon and the asshole..." I forced myself to keep my temper in check. "The guy was being a dick. I slapped some chips out of his hand and I quit."
"And now you need money?"
"A place to stay," I said. Stay calm. Stay calm. Stay calm. You knew he would want to score points on you. You deserve this. "I have interviews next week at a few restaurants and fast-food places. Good hours, good pay. I just need somewhere to stay."
"What's wrong with your house?" Dad asked. "Roommates kick you out?"
And there went my self-control. "Something like that," I said wearily.
"Or exactly like that? Your friend Tim reached out to us. Said he was worried. Said you owed some utilities."
"And they'll get the money as soon as I can get another job," I said.
"And live here, without having to worry about rent or food," Dad said.
"I could pay you rent, goddamn it," I snapped. "I never said I wouldn't."
"Don't swear, let's not swear at each other," Mom said.
Right over the top of her, Dad said, "You apparently can't pay rent, or else you wouldn't be in this situation. You are the poster boy for your generation, you know that? Can't hold a job, can't pay the rent, going to spend the rest of your life here where Mom and Dad can take care of it."
Hot tears of shame burned my eyes with such intensity that I couldn't do anything but blink for a few long seconds. My mom started to say something about me being able to stay there, but I never heard her finish the sentence. I walked out. Fuck it. I'd go to a shelter until my friends were back and I could live with them. I'd figure something out.
My mom followed me out, trying to plead with me, but I left her at the curb.
* * *
I used the last of my cash on gas and a tall cup of coffee. Whatever I needed until I got where I was going, I'd have to rely on the credit card for now. I vaguely wondered if I could pay first and last month's rent with it. Something to think about, I guess, but my mind wasn't capable of fixating on any one thing. I kept getting drawn back to Brandon, to the last good days with him in the hospital, playing an electronic memory game with him in the hopes that it would help him retain something just a little while longer. His speech was badly mangled by that point but it was the last time I could remember where his intent was clear. On the room's TV, game shows blared. During one trivia game, he kept guessing even if he knew the words coming out of his mouth weren't what he meant to say. Then he'd turn to me and grin, making fun of himself at the last and making me laugh too, even if the jerk made me feel guilty doing it.
I missed him so goddamn much.
Finally it was time. I drove first to Deana and Hannah's, but their place was crazy so I found an empty parking spot a block on and texted Hannah I'd meet them at the funeral home. She apologized again for her dad and when I asked how it was going with him, she sent me back a puking emoji.
The funeral home and cemetery were all in the same complex. The funeral home was a big square building, fronted by tall darkened glass panes. The lobby was a tasteful light blue-gray, the auditorium where the service would be held much larger and slightly darker in color. I was way early but there were already people milling around, mostly the funeral home director, the pastor, and staff. I introduced myself, but I was distracted by the casket up front and the man I'd come to say goodbye to, if that was ever possible. The casket was closed by Deana's request, but I laid a hand on it and stayed there for long minutes, my mind still dizzy and unable to focus.
When people started drifting in, I moved to the back until the flood of Brandon's family arrived. Hannah and Deana were near the front of the pack with Gordon and Rachel. Gordon eyed me with another smirk and offered his hand. I shook, and remained quiet as I hugged Deana and Hannah in turn.
But right away, the guy had to be an asshole. When I went to sit with them up front, Gordon said, "We're going to do family right up here, and friends in the next few rows, okay bud?"
"He IS family," Hannah spat.
Deana took her hand and squeezed. "Nick stays up here. It's what Brandon would want."
Gordon immediately turned on the charm, his widening smile open-mouthed, like he might try to swallow one of the chairs. "Of course."
More than once, I saw Deana and Hannah glance in Rachel's direction. The blonde was again dressed to kill in a plunging black dress that was more suitable for a night out than a funeral. She shifted from time to time, clearly uncomfortable, and her own gaze often drifted towards Hannah and her mom. But she stayed silent, listening to family and friends come and talk and offer well wishes.
More people flooded the funeral home, a lot of whom I knew. Brandon was well-loved, and I saw at least fifty or so of our classmates that day, people I would have loved to talked to another time. And don't get me wrong, it was great to see them and I appreciated them being there, but the stories they shared, the sympathies, eventually they all rolled into one ball of me nodding and trying to smile while Deana and Hannah did the same a few yards away.
The actual service was a lot shorter than my wait for it. There were songs, and the pastor led us in prayers, and there was a brief talk about Brandon's life, about how he inspired the best in others and brought a singular light into this world. Hannah was right beside me, Deana on the other side, and she held both our hands. I couldn't tell if she was shaking or I was.
Stories were welcomed about Brandon, and right off the bat, Gordon stood up and delivered a long, rambling spiel about the tragedy of watching his son disappear right before his eyes and to never take any loved ones for granted. I swear I thought I saw sparks actually fly from Deana's eyes at that one. He was not going to leave town without him missing a big chunk of his ass when she chewed it off.



We had planned it that I would tell the last story. I had a whole thing written up, a really good, sweet story about Brandon's Secret Santa crusade, something only he and I knew he did every year for needy friends in the community. But when it was my turn, I stood, I stared out at the crowd, and I just couldn't. I wanted to speak and maybe got out a few syllables, but that was it. Deana and Hannah stood up to guide me back to my seat, and I spent the rest of the funeral staring at the casket, feeling like I let Brandon down, the echoes of my father's disappointment as loud as the movie had been at his home.
Things ended with a song, but would continue for a little while longer graveside. We shuffled out there, Hannah holding onto my arm, her head sometimes drooping against my shoulder. I felt nothing but numb weariness.
She was pulled away at the grave by the necessities of the funeral. She, Deana, and Gordon stood by the head of the grave with the pastor as he spoke. Beside me, so softly I wasn't sure I heard her at first, Rachel said, "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." I glanced in her direction. She was looking steadfastly forward, but said out of the corner of her mouth, "For this and him and... everything."
"Thanks," I said.
We weren't long in that terrible cold. I didn't really hear the words or register that people were starting to walk away until Deana came to me. She hugged me tight, her head pressed to my chest. Hannah joined us and we three clung together. Gordon, walking away, was already chatting up the pastor and telling him what a wonderful son Brandon was, wonderful, and what a fantastic service it had been.
I muttered without thinking about it, "I've never wanted to punch someone as much as him in my life."
Hannah cracked up, and Deana muttered too, "Welcome to my world, kiddo."
I walked with them down to the parking lot, hugged them each again, and headed for my own car. The flow of traffic out of there paused long enough to let the Labines through.
Before I got in, I took a few minutes to stare out in the direction of Brandon's grave, and whispered, "I'm sorry, brother. I know it's weird. Me and them." I sighed. "You'd hit me in the balls so hard for the last few days, I swear to God."
The wind picked up again, and I shivered against it. In my car, I twisted the key in the ignition. The car wheezed, tried to turn over, and died. I stared blankly forward, tried it again, and got nothing. Just a click.
The perfect fucking cap to the day.
I stopped thinking for a while. A long while. I was more or less pointed towards Brandon's grave, and I just stared in that direction, no thoughts, no emotions, nothing. I moved beyond what I could take, and I broke.
The parking lot was empty now except two vehicles I thought might have belonged to staff. I got out, thought about knocking on the door to the funeral home for help, and instead, I collapsed. I don't know if I technically fainted or what, but all the power went out of me all at once. I only had enough energy to sit against the door, the wind cutting my skin, the cold enough to kill me if I was unlucky or lucky enough.
I closed my eyes. And I didn't open them again until someone sniffed.
Deana.
I don't think I realized I was dozing. It was all sort of a jumble of self-misery and loathing. But there she was, still achingly beautiful despite the reddened eyes and the black mourning dress and long charcoal coat.
"My car wouldn't start," I said.
"And you didn't call?" My eyes lost focus until her hand settled on mine. "Come on."
I stood, my teeth not quite chattering but close. She led me to her SUV and guided me in, hand on my back. I held out my freezing hands to the heater while she got in on the other side.
"I didn't mean to pull you away from the coffee hour," I said. "Or to make this about me."
"How bad is it, Nick?" she asked, her voice hoarse. "Please don't lie. How skinny you are, the job, the car. Tell me the truth, honey."
So I did. I told her about the job, and Jimmy, and my parents. I told her about the money I owed my roommates, my credit card debt, my everything. I told her I was trying to stand on my own two feet but it was time to admit I couldn't.
When I finished, she took my hand and brought it to her wet cheek. Then, one by one, she kissed my fingers. "Why didn't you think you could ask me for help?"
It was a question I hadn't allowed myself to think about, but I knew the answer regardless. "Because you and Hannah might have been the last two people who believed in me. I've disappointed everyone else in my life. I didn't want you to see me be a failure too."
"Oh. Oh, Nick... no. F-for Brandon at the very least..." She shook her head and clutched my hand tighter.
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
Deana couldn't speak for a long moment, but when she could, her voice was firm. "Let's get your things. You're staying with me. I would say Hannah but I don't think they can have another roommate." We stepped out, and she came around to my side to hug me. We held each other a long moment.
I held her, but said cautiously, "You should probably know, Hannah and I... we did sleep together."
"I figured. I caught her smiling a couple times yesterday texting you. She should have been on edge around Gordon and wasn't. Thank you. And if... when you two decide you're a couple, we won't do this anymore." She wrapped her hands around my head and pulled me in for a long, slow kiss. "But when you do, you be hers."
"I love the both of you."
"I know. I'm not saying it's going to be easy. But she is my number one."
"Of course."
We loaded my things into the SUV. A quick trip back to Brandon's grave had us both emotional again, but this time it came with a Zen look of determination on Deana's face when we walked back. As she drove back to the coffee hour, she had me look up the number for a towing service, and had me call them. She got the whole thing figured out. By the end of this, whatever "this" was, I was going to owe Deana everything, but I already did.
At the community center, the party for Brandon was still in full swing. Hannah saw us come in and worked her way through clusters of people vying for her attention to offer her well wishes. She came to us and hugged me, and as though I wasn't standing right there, she asked her mother, "Is he okay?"
"No, but he will be. He's going to be staying with me for a while."
That brought on an odd look from Hannah. She smiled, but it was sad and broken. All she said was simply, "Good."
The three of us hugged one more time. Then the two of them were pulled away by family and friends, leaving me standing there, hands in my frayed pockets, looking around the crowd.
And there, in the middle of it all, Rachel, Gordon's girlfriend, watched me.
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The quiet of the Labine home startled me into a wakefulness like I had just drank a pot of coffee. I knew that home could be quiet -- I'd stayed there so often I could navigate my way to the bathroom and kitchen in complete darkness -- but this was new and different. Weighted, somehow. Anticipatory.
Waking up under Brandon's blankets was unusual, but not so alien as that silence. My own bedding was fine, but Brandon's sheets and blankets were ungodly comfortable, cool beneath, warm above. I felt as rested as I ever had, despite a night of wandering dreams. I breathed deep the familiar clean and crisp smell of Deana's preferred laundry soap, and I felt... okay.
Was that wrong? I had no idea. But I did. For the first time in years, I felt like I finally had a foothold again.
It was too early yet for the morning light to sneak in, but I was awake and moving anyways. I turned on the light and took a few minutes to look over Brandon's things. He wasn't a poster guy, but his walls were lined in memories of his life, stories I knew as intimately as my own. The Red Sox pennant was from a playoff game when we were teenagers. The black-and-white picture of him in Dollywood was the last vacation he took with his mom, dad, and sister, back when he was twelve. The dog tag with "SNICKERS" on it belonged to his terrier, which passed when he was fourteen.
The lipstick-stained napkin was a pretty funny story. He used to obsess over a waitress, and we would go there at least once every couple weeks just so he could see her. Even when he was dating someone, he'd go. His crush was obvious. One year, we went there for his birthday, and Hannah got her aside for a minute or two. I think money was involved, but when she came back, she had on a fresh coat of lipstick, and first kissed Brandon's cheek, and then a clean napkin for him to take home, along with her signature. Daphne. A whole week we had to endure him saying he was in love.
Good memories.
After a while, I decided I wanted a workout. After all the good food I'd been eating lately -- let's face it, anything was better than what I'd been living on the last six months -- my body wanted even more self-love. I changed into a pair of sweatpants and a long-sleeved shirt, and headed out into the darkened house to the living room.
Deana kept some workout equipment in a closet off the living room. Kettlebells would work perfect for what I had in mind, nothing too strenuous, just a basic workout. I was doing some standing crunches when I heard soft creaks. Deana, coming downstairs.
She looked good, even first thing in the morning. It was the sleepy look in her eyes, the one that used to make me get up in the morning to have breakfast with her before the rest of the household woke, that I always loved. But the way she was dressed made my heart hammer faster than my workout, in clinging pajama bottoms and a tight spaghetti strapped tank.
"Did I wake you up?" she asked me.
"No. I was going to ask you the same thing. I didn't know you were up," I said.
Her eyes drifted to my abs as I did another slow crunch, then back up to my face. "I was responding to some work emails. I won't be back for another few days, but... I needed something to do. Mind some company?"
"I'd love it."
We worked out together for a half hour, our eyes never leaving each other despite Deana's desire that I be solely with Hannah. Several times one of her nipples would bounce free of her top, and she gave a soft "oops" each time until I could take no more. I dropped my kettlebell and went to her to pry hers from her fingers. When I dropped that one too and wrapped her in my arms, she nestled close to my chest and breathed, "We need a shower."
"Mm."
"Or better yet, a bath."
I loved that idea, and let her guide me upstairs, her hand on mine. My other hand roamed her magnificent ass until we made it into the bathroom. She worked the knobs for the tub's water while I brushed my teeth, watching her in the mirror. She saw me and smiled shyly.
"I've wanted you for a while," she said, coming to me and wrapping her arms around me from behind. "The day I really knew, you were eighteen, at one of your track meets. Don't get me wrong, you were always a handsome boy, but I never thought of you really like that. Elena Ward and I were sitting together and she said something like, 'You're lucky to have Nick drooling all over you. He's yummy.'" She undid the knot on my sweatpants and slid them down as I watched her eyes in the mirror, my toothbrush still in hand but forgotten about. "I was bad, because I looked and I really saw you for the first time. Your ass in your shorts. How sleek you were. How tall."
She reached for a bottle of lotion and squirted some into her hand. I turned around. Instead of stroking me, she spread the lotion between her breasts and tugged the top up and over her head. I gaped as Deana knelt in front of me, her breasts gleaming with the lotion.
As she took me between her big tits and squeezed, she said softly, "When you would stay over, I'd be upstairs, playing with one of my toys, thinking about you coming up there in the dark and taking me."
"Fuck," I moaned, thrusting my cock through her tits as she squeezed them tight around me.
"I never thought we could. It was always so taboo. But I just don't care anymore. I want you." She rocked up and down, her eyes holding mine, her expression dark and wanting. "And until Hannah decides you're hers, I want to do anything and everything with you, Nick." She kissed my glistening tip as it neared her chin. "Anything."
"I've wanted you forever," I said.
"I know, baby."
"No," I said, and pulled back from her. She stared up at me as I reached down to take her arm. She rose up, and I pulled her in tight, my hands roaming her ass in her pajama bottoms. "You don't. If you did, you wouldn't tell me things like you want me to do anything to you. Because I will want to." She gasped as I spun with her. She went with it, and when I twisted her around so she was facing the mirror, she watched me with fire equaling mine in her eyes. I yanked down her pajama bottoms and stared at her tremendous ass. It was the first time I really had a great look at it. "I'm going to want every inch of you, Deana."
With that, I sheathed myself inside her pussy in one hard thrust, shoving her forward. She dropped her hands to the bathroom vanity and stared, openmouthed, as I gripped her waist and pounded into her.
"I'm going to want this pussy."
"M-my p..." She seemed incapable of saying the word.
"Oh, I've got a dirty mouth," I said, and ran a hand down around one of her full, luscious ass cheeks.
Blushing furiously, she said, "Take it. Take my..."
"Say it," I said, shoving deep in her again and again, rocking her back and forth, her breasts bobbing with it.
"My pussy..." The word was a whimper coming out of her mouth. "My c-cunt..."
Now that floored me. I had a feeling she was testing the limits, her own or mine I wasn't sure, but I growled, "Yes. Your cunt. I want this cunt wrapped around my cock every chance I get." I think she was just as startled at the word coming out of my mouth as I was at hers. This was uncharted territory for both of us, and I loved it.
Oh... oh fuck, Nick... this is wrong, this is so wrong." But that sure as hell didn't stop her from rocking back at me, her ass and my hips slapping together.
"Tell me you believe that and I'll stop."
"Don't stop, don't you dare," she said.
I decided to be a little daring again. In for a penny, I guessed. "You like this cock in your pussy?"
Christ, I wanted to laugh at myself, at the B-tier porno quality words spilling out of my mouth, but she arched her back and slammed back against me, her eyes crazed. "I l-love this cock in me, in my pussy, oh, oh fuck, Nick, so... so young but... oh my fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!"
She strained upward as she came, her mouth falling open, her eyes fluttering. I grabbed her around the waist and shamelessly grabbed one of her breasts with my other hand as I plunged into her. I was lost to her, to the sight of her coming in my arms, to the faint pleasant smell of sweat from us both, to the mom of my dreams writhing against me as I buried my cock in her warm wetness.
It took every ounce of my willpower to pull out of her in time. She spun around and dropped, staring up at me as she gripped my cock and jacked it against her breasts. The sight was too much, and I painted her with a flood of my come.
"Look what you gave me, look at all this come," she cooed. Staring up at me as she ran her fingers through it. "Mm. Think I should play with it or try a taste?"
My brain short-circuited and all I could say was an eloquent, "Fagh?"
Deana giggled. "Both then? All right. Dirty boy." She ran a finger through a glob of it and brought it to her lips. She made a show of flicking her tongue against her finger, then swallowing the whole finger down, sucking it back and forth like it was my cock. I moaned, and she swirled the other globs against her breasts and cupped them for me.
"You are fucking incredible," I said, breathless.
She grinned, then gasped, "Oh shit, the water."
While she stood up, I snapped for the tub. It wasn't quite overflowing but it was pretty close. She laughed while I turned it off and tested it with my foot. Nice and hot, but not so hot it would boil us alive. Once we drained it a little bit, Deana waited for me to slide in first. I sat down and she joined me, giving me a terrific view of her ass before she settled down and nested back against me.
"I could get used to this," I said as I roped my arms around her.
"Me too," she said, leaning back and reaching for a loofah and a bath bomb. Soon the bath was filled with a delicate scent of vanilla. Once she soaped the loofah, I took it from her and ran it lazily across her skin.
The water relaxed us both, and quickly. It was the perfect comedown from the crazy sex. As I thought about her bucking back against me, I snickered. She twisted and smiled quizzically. "What?"
"Me. 'I'm going to want this pussy.' Jesus. I sounded like a bad actor."
She laughed softly and wiggled her ass back against my groin. "I loved it."
"Really?"
"Yes. Talk dirty to me all you want when we're in bed together. But be a gentleman to me everywhere else."
"Always," I said, and kissed the side of her neck. "What can I do to repay you for all of this, Deana?"
"You don't owe me a thing. I know you'll work hard and get back on your feet soon."
"There has to be something."
Rising up just far enough to push back against me, she said, "Well... there's that." I chuckled. "And pick up after yourself."
"Of course."
"And help with the lawn."
"Hopefully I'll be out of your hair by the time it warms up."
"I want you to stay. As long as you want me... this... please. Stay."
"You mean that?"
"Of course I do." She drew a deep breath and let it out. "There might be something else I ask you for. But I don't want to talk about it yet. It's something I need to think about."
"Whatever you need."
She quieted, and relaxed back against me. Much as I might like a round two, that water was so warm and relaxing I couldn't help closing my eyes as I held Deana close to me. Her breathing evened out too, and in the early morning hours, as the light slowly began to fill the world, we dozed together, safe, comfortable, at peace for a few minutes.
Deana was the one to break the quiet. She reached out with her foot and drained the tub. I grumbled, still half-asleep, and she chuckled throatily as she started back up the hot water. She twisted around on her hands and knees and gripped my cock as she filled my world with her lips and tongue and soft breathy words. She pushed my legs together and positioned me so I was lower in the tub, looking up at her. Her hands held me upright as she settled her knees on either side of me and dropped down.
She used me fast and hard, her eyes holding mine captive as she ground her hips down on me and bounced. The water rose up to my hips before I had enough sense to shut it off again, and I took over, gripping her ass and thrusting up at her while she twisted her head and cried out.
I felt a change, a chill in the air, something I should have paid attention to but didn't. I was too enraptured with Deana, with her curvy ass in my hands, the warmth of her cunt, the brush of her breasts against my chest. She came, and neither of us noticed the lizard-like eyes watching us from the open crack of the door.
* * *
I had a job interview that day at a burger place near where I used to live, but that was now a city away and wasn't going to work out. Still, I wanted to go talk to the manager myself, to show that I really had meant to come in for the interview. Deana drove me there and walked in with me. We talked about the vagaries of my situation and the manager made a call to another out in that direction to see if they had any openings. "My loss," she said, sighing theatrically. "You're pretty cute."
"You just made my day," I said.
That new interview was going to have to wait a couple days. In the meantime we made another stop, this time to pick up a transit pass. I made a mental promise to myself that someday, when I was on my feet again, I'd find a way to make all this up to Deana.
We headed back to her house, where Hannah was sacked out in the living room with a small plate of the meats and cheeses from the coffee hour the day before. She joined us at the kitchen table, where the two of them joined forces and helped me create a resume that made me sound like a wizard at stocking shelves and manning a register.
I stared at the printed copy when they were done. "You two are amazing. Seriously."
"I just wish you'd come to us sooner, dickhead," Hannah said. "What's the matter with you, starving yourself and nearly going homeless when you've got two gorgeous girls waiting to swoop in on you?"
I laughed, got up, and kissed her cheek for that.
"I want you to feel at home here," Deana told me. "You know how I like to keep my house and I know you're a good man. So I want you to feel free to help yourself to whatever's in the fridge or do whatever you need to."
"Thanks, Deana," I said, and came to peck her cheek too. "What do you two have going on tonight?"
They gave each other sour looks, and Deana said, "Dinner with Gordon and Rachel before they drive back."
"That reminds me," I said. "Yesterday at the funeral, she said she was sorry to me about the way he was acting."
"I wonder if she's smartening up too," Deana said. "God, I'd love to get her aside and tell her some stories."
"That dress though," Hannah said. "That pissed me off so much."
"It might not have been that simple," Deana said. "Maybe I'm trying to apologize for her, I don't know. But I'd bet a lot of money Gordon somehow talked her into that."
"That does sound like him. Are you coming with us?" Hannah asked me. "Dad's an asshole, but he'll want to pay and show off, so I guarantee you it'll be great food."
"If me being there is going to cause trouble, I don't want to stir the pot," I said.
"That's exactly why I want you there," Hannah said.
"Hannah," Deana said, though the effect was spoiled by the faint uptick of the corners of her mouth. "Join us. Please."
Our eyes held long enough for the air to crackle between us, and I finally caught myself. "Okay. Sure. Thanks."
Hannah watched us both, but said nothing.
* * *
It's amazing how many things can go wrong for a person all at once. I should know. I've dealt with a lot of shit piling on, but strangely enough, that night, it wasn't going to happen to me for a change.
Gordon Sellars did, in fact, want to show off for his ex-wife and daughter. He booked a table at a high-end restaurant in the outskirts of Evanile, the sort of place where the prices are so high they don't bother listing them on the menu, because if you had to ask, you couldn't afford it. Gordon, leading the charge in a brown suit, gave me a pointed look. I was dressed in much the same outfit as I wore to Brandon's funeral. He said to the hostess, "He doesn't own a jacket."
"Gordon," Deana said, weariness dripping from her voice. Rachel too looked less than pleased with his comment, but said nothing, hanging in the back of the group.
The hostess took it in stride and gave me a bright smile. "You're tall, but you look like an easy fit and we have several jackets that might work."
"Thanks," I said, feeling about an inch tall.
But the hostess was correct. A waiter came out with two jackets and the first one I tried on was a good fit. Hannah, Deana, and Rachel all commented I looked great, making Gordon glower.
Our server gave us a choice between a la carte dining options or a chef's tasting choice. Gordon, in his asshole element, gave the a la carte options a quick once over and fired off a list of what we'd be eating. Everyone ordered wine or whiskey, in Gordon's case, but when the waiter came to me, Gordon said, "He's twenty. You want a pop, Nicky? Maybe some milk?"
"Gordon!" Deana said more sharply. Beside me, Hannah reached under the table and took my hand.
"Water's fine for me, thanks," I said.
"Dad, can we not do this tonight?" Hannah asked. "With Brandon, with everything...?"
"What? Oh, I'm just giving the kid shit. Nicky, if I hurt your feelings, I truly apologize," Gordon said.
"No offense taken, Gordy," I said, and beside Gordon, Rachel choked on a laugh. Gordon's smile dimmed, and before he said anything, I said to Rachel, "I'm sorry we haven't had a chance to talk much. What is it you do for work, Rachel?"
"I'm a TV producer," she said, giving me a warm smile. Christ, she was beautiful. Her lips were painted that evening in a color somewhere between pink and peach, soft and immensely kissable. Her gray eyes held me sway and it took a moment to register what she said.
"Wait, really? Anything I might have heard of?"
"Charlene Schwartz's 'Country Mile?'"
"Oh my God," Hannah said, "I love that show." To me, she asked, "Have you seen it?"
"I've heard of it, I think," I said. "Travel show, right?"
"Exactly," Rachel said. "Charlene and our film crew visit hotels and bed and breakfasts all over the world and get in some culture and good food."
"Sounds great," Deana said.
"We are watching that sometime," Hannah said. "I love it. It's so smart and they're really kind on the show to all the people they see."
"Doesn't hurt much that the host is stacked either," Gordon said, drawing dead silence from the table. "Oh, what, did I say something politically incorrect? Jesus, lighten up."
"How about you, Gordon?" I asked. "How's the lawyering business?"
"Booming," he said, clearly pleased the attention was back on him. He launched into a story I couldn't follow, about litigation brought against one of his clients and how he usually didn't like things to go to court, but it was such a bullshit case that he and his client agreed it should be seen in a court just to shine light on cockroach litigators who would sue anyone or anything just to get some money. To keep the peace I tried to sound suitably impressed but my eyes glazed over a few minutes in and I was desperately grateful when our first course arrived. I don't think I was the only one.
As I tried the mushroom carpaccio, Gordon leveled his gaze across the table t me and gave me the full blast of his smirk. "Boring you?"
"Uh. No. Just different worlds, I guess."
"I understand. And what is it you do for work now? I understand you had a mishap in college, is that right?"
Hannah drained her glass of wine in one gulp as I cleared my throat. "Uh. Yeah. That's right. I was kicked out my freshman year. Right now, I'm between jobs, but I was working at a gas station the last year or so."



"So I've heard. Punched a customer's food right out of their hands."
Fantastic. He'd been asking around about me. "Yeah. I suppose so. It was the day Brandon died. My emotions were running a little high and the customer waved the bag right in front of my face."
Deana and Hannah both looked at me. They hadn't heard the full story, just a line of bullshit I fed them about reduced hours, and Hannah's lips parted. Her hand went to mine and I squeezed it.
Gordon looked like he was going to try for another cut, but Rachel interjected. "What kind of work are you looking for?" she asked me.
"Right now, it's basic entry level stuff."
"Bagging groceries?" Gordon asked.
"Gordon, that is enough," Rachel said very calmly. "I was asking him a question. Please don't be rude."
"Rude? Oh come on," Gordon said. But one look around the table and he raised his hands. "Fine. I'm the asshole."
Rachel's gaze returned to me. It was like she was peeling layers of me away, and the experience was pleasant. I liked her, I decided. Horrible taste in guys, but then again, Deana fell for Gordon's charms too.
"I have some interviews with some fast-food places," I said. "I'm going to apply to another restaurant or two, see if there isn't anywhere with full-time work."
"No shame in that," she said. "If you were closer you'd probably be my hookup for coffee every morning. A three-hundred-dollar coffee maker at home, but there's something about McDonald's first thing in the morning."
"Ohhhh, yes," Deana said.
The two of them and Hannah launched into harmless talk about guilty pleasure foods and their favorite restaurants, and the tension slowly seeped out of me. I focused on the food as I listened. The salmon was the definite highlight, served with some kind of mashed potato mixed with something with a lot of kick to it. Hannah told me later it was horseradish. It was utterly fantastic.
While we were finishing up with the main course, Hannah asked Rachel, "How did you and my dad meet?"
"Our production company is represented by his firm. I was involved in a lengthy situation I can't talk much about, but it brought me to their offices a couple times."
"Gordon was your lawyer?" I asked.
"No, but he made his services available if I needed them," Rachel said, trying to smile. "He charmed me into a few dates, and here we are. How about you and Hannah? Have you been dating long?"
"Oh, ah," I said. Hannah grinned at my discomfort. "No. Not long."
"So, you two are officially labeling yourselves a couple then?" Gordon asked, and I should have known from that nasty look on his face he had something waiting. I should not have been that blind. But would things have turned out the way they did if he didn't try to drop the bomb on us? I honestly don't know.
"They've been dancing around each other for years now, but just this week I think they really found each other," Deana told Rachel.
"Mom!" Hannah said, blushing hard. But her hand went to mine and squeezed, and I didn't let her go.
"That's so sweet," Rachel said. "When we walked in on them at Hannah's-"
"Oh no," I said.
"-they'd obviously been... you know. And he was sitting on the chair in her robe."
"The pink one?" Deana asked. When Rachel nodded emphatically, she nearly cried with laughter. I bore it all, glancing at Hannah and grinning.
The conversation shifted to dessert, and an obligatory talk about the holidays behind us and all the calories from sugar. Eventually, Rachel returned her attention to me. "So I don't mean to bring down the mood but I obviously didn't know Brandon as well as everyone here. Yesterday at the service, you were going to tell a story. Is that something you'd want to share? I'd love to know more about him." The question had the air of something she practiced saying, but she came across still as heartfelt.
"Oh. Yeah. Yeah, it's, ah, it's a good story," I said. "When I got my driver's license a couple years before we graduated, Brandon asked me for a favor that Christmas. He had some money saved from his job that summer and he wanted to use it on..." I took a moment, not getting as choked up as I had during the funeral, but needing to gather my thoughts and focus so I wasn't lost in the memory. Strangely, though, where there had been agony the day before, retelling this now felt good. "Well. Deana had been having a rough year..."
"Wait," Deana said, frowning. "He was the Secret Santa?"
"You didn't know?" I asked, completely surprised.
"We thought it was you," Hannah said.
"No, I drove him, but all the shopping, the wrapping, the cards, it was all him. I mean, everything."
Rachel, watching this with a smile, said, "The Secret Santa?"
Deana took over for a moment. "Someone mailed me a package that Christmas. Cookies and tea. It was lovely. It was unmarked, except for a little note inside a Christmas card that said, 'Hope this cheers you up this season.' I still..." She blinked away tears. "I still have that card and that note. A few of our friends and family got packages like that too."
"I never knew," Hannah said. "Wow."
"What do you mean, you were having a bad year?" Gordon asked. The whole table ignored him.
"Keep going," Rachel said, drawing an irritated look from Gordon but I did.
"Well, anyway, he had this idea. Make a list of people who have been having a bad year or who could use a pick me up. That first year, it was just a few people. Then it grew to about ten the year after. The year he got sick, it was twenty or thirty. He couldn't send them much but he made sure they got something." I drew a long breath. "And that was Brandon. Wanting to take care of other people even when he was getting sicker and sicker."
The table, even Gordon, was silent for a while at that. Rachel finally said softly, "He sounds wonderful."
"The best friend I ever had and the best guy I'll ever know," I said.
"The best brother," Hannah said. Deana couldn't speak but nodded.
"The best son," Gordon said. "And a fighter. Seeing him in that hospital bed still smiling and cracking jokes-"
"Don't," Hannah said, and in her voice was an anger I'd never heard from her before, low and carrying a threat of violence.
"What?" Gordon asked.
"You don't get to say seeing him was a struggle for you when you came to visit him once, Dad. Once."
His smile was strained now, his eyes glimmering with a reflection of her anger. "I know things haven't been right between you and me for a while, Hannah Banana, but I did love your brother. And I love you too. Me not being there physically doesn't change that."
"Oh, it absolutely does. Because even when you're there, you're not." To Rachel, Hannah said, "He is a horrible human being. The fucking worst."
"Hannah," Gordon warned. A couple people watched us now, but this was a rollercoaster and we were all strapped in.
"When him and Mom divorced, he convinced me he was a great guy. Bought me a car and invited me to come live with him. Only he was never home, never cared about me at school, never came to any of my basketball games."
"I work for a living, unlike some people at this table," he snapped. "And do you really want to talk about shitty parenting? Really?" He glared at Deana. "How about telling our darling daughter who it is you're fucking, Deana?"
There it was. Holy shit.
He stared at me and grinned as all around us, tables fell quiet. "I saw you two today, you little fucking punk. I was coming up the drive and what do I hear but my ex-wife's unmistakable sounds of ecstasy. Same old Deana, same old lockbox under the steps. I let myself in and saw her bouncing on you like a pogo stick." His cold, dead eyes flicked back to Hannah. "That's your mother, Hannah. So tell me, who's the better parent?"
To my surprise, to everyone's surprise, Hannah looked back at her dad... and smiled. "Good try. But I already knew that." Deana gasped. Rachel looked shocked, but said nothing. Hannah dug out her phone, and I remembered our exchange the day before the funeral before we slept together. I tried to tell her about Deana and me sleeping together, but she told me she didn't want to hear it, not until after the funeral. She wrote out a text too, something she told me she'd show me when it was time. Now it was.
--I know about you and Mom and I am okay with it--
I looked up sharply from the phone and at her. She took the phone back and gave it to her mom. Her mom read it, held a hand to her breast, and passed it to Rachel. Hannah said, "I wrote that two days ago because Nick tried to tell me about Mom and him. I already knew. I heard them." She turned her attention back on her father. "So you, Dad, win the Worst Parent trophy. Congratulations. And by the way? I never want to fucking speak to you again."
"And on that note," Rachel said, "I was going to do this when we got home, but it's well past time, Gordon, and I can't take another minute of this. We are so very through. This whole thing has been a nightmare."
"You're breaking up with me?" Gordon hissed, but again, everyone ignored him.
To Deana, Hannah, and me, "You three are lovely. I don't know about.... um... this..." She gestured at the phone. "But I am really sorry about him. He wanted me to dress like a whore for this, to show me off, to make you feel bad. He told me things about you, Deana, that I see now were terrible lies and I am so sorry for my part in this."
"I'm fucking out," Gordon, said, shoving back and tossing his napkin on the table. "Good luck finding a flight back until tomorrow, bitch." Gasps at that, and a waiter approached him.
"Sir, you still need to pay your bill."
I cracked up at that, and so did Hannah, after a moment. Rachel's eyes lit up too. As Gordon sputtered and dug out his wallet, Deana took a long sip of her wine and asked, "Rachel, would you like a ride?"
"To the hotel?"
"I was thinking Philadelphia, actually. Hannah and Nick have some things they need to talk about, and I would love to get to know you better."
"That sounds wonderful. A girls' road trip."
We stood and walked out, ignoring the stares and mutters of the people around us. In the night air, Gordon walked half-circles, his eyes wild, muttering under his breath. He turned toward us and shouted, "This is insane. This all fucking insane."
"Hannah," Deana said calmly, "Nick and I talked some about this. We agreed that if you two decided to see each other exclusively, he and I would stop. It was never my wish to make you uncomfortable."
"Looney!" Gordon shouted.
"We'll talk when you come home," Hannah said, wrapping an arm around me. "But I want to see you happy too, Mom, and when I'm not using him, I really don't mind you being with him too. He's very good, isn't he?"
"Oh my God, so good," Deana said, and Rachel giggled. "But honey, you and him..."
"I mean it. I'm okay with it. I want you to be happy and I'm not jealous. If you're not either."
"Oh, no, not at all."
Gordon stormed towards us, and I thought he was going to hit me. Instead, he stared down at his daughter, his chest rising and falling. Then he looked at the rest of us in turn. To all of us, he said, "I loved Brandon. You know, the rest of this shit I can take. But the thought of all of you riding your high horses and telling me I did not love my son, or you, Hannah, is..." And wonder of wonders, his voice broke. Was it faked? I still don't really know. He was a lawyer. It could have been an act. But if it was, then he belonged on a stage, not in front of a courtroom. "That is unacceptable. Seeing him in bed, hearing him try to speak..."
He came to Deana, though I put myself between them, not right in front of him, but close enough to let him know I was there and ready to step in. He ignored me and said to her, "I am not as strong as you. I couldn't have visited him every day. I don't think I could have done a full week. But I wanted to come more often. Even if it was just for a few minutes." He licked his lips. "But I knew you, all of you, didn't want me there. It was a no-win situation. I try to be there for my dy..." He shook his head. "For my dying son and piss you and Hannah off, or I stay away, and maybe the living ones would be a little happier without me, apparently the worst part of their fucking lives. That's the choice I had. Fuck all of you for hating me for that."
Two vehicles approached, the valets behind the wheels. When the Porsche pulled up to the curb and Gordon accepted the keys, he looked at Rachel. She shook her head, and he gave us all the middle finger as he slid in.
Our own ride home was an almost celebratory thing. Rachel and Deana would have about a four-hour drive ahead of them, and that was just one way. It was late to be on the road, but they both agreed that Gordon was vindictive enough that if he arrived first and went unchecked for too long,
We drove first to the hotel, where Rachel picked up her luggage, then we went back to Deana's. She let Hannah and I out at the curb, and I asked to speak to her alone for a moment. Hannah and Rachel talked while Deana stepped out on the other side.
"Will you and Rachel be okay?" I asked.
"Yes," she said. "I feel freer tonight than I did after the divorce. Isn't that odd?"
"It's a night for truths," I said. "And this is one of them. I still love you. And I always will. I will be here for Hannah and you. I don't want one of the other. I want both of you. And I know that's weird and if it's too much we'll figure that out. But that's where I'm at in this. So think about it when you're on the road."
"I will."
Hannah crept into view on the other side of the SUV, watching us with glee. "Kiss him!" she called.
Deana laughed softly, roped her arms around me, and did just that. It was a peck, but I chased her lips and made it a promise. The gloom hanging over me wasn't entirely gone and probably wouldn't be for a long, long time to come. But I wanted something again, and wanting something was the first step to healing. I wanted this. I wanted Deana and Hannah.
* * *
Hannah and I walked into Deana's house. She turned around, a wide, goofy smile on her face. I kissed her too, and she giggled. "You have a bit of Mom's lipstick on you."
"Oh shit, sorry."
"Don't be. I don't mind."
"But it's going to take some getting used to."
"Yes. Come on. Let's go upstairs. And tonight, I want to have silly, fun sex. Not sweet, make-me-fall-in-love-with-you-even-more sex."
I caught her arm. "Love, Hannah?"
"Oh come on. Of course. You told me you love me. I love you. And I know Mom does too." She caressed my face and kissed my nose. "We love you, Nick."
"This is not how I expected this conversation and Deana and I to go," I said, following her upstairs.
"I don't think it would have, if you didn't try to tell me the truth before we hooked up. You cared about us so much you put it all on the line. And you were so gentle with Mom after I saw you two together."
"Yeaaah, speaking of, how much did you see?"
We entered her room and she was already pulling up her dress as she kicked off her heels. "I woke up a little while before you made her... um... come. When I realized what must be going on, I couldn't believe it. I was so angry, because everything with Brandon and... but then I stood at the top of the stairwell and listened to you two talk and I knew it wasn't like you were, you know, doing it to be awful. You needed each other. And that was really beautiful and wonderful. I needed that too. So I seduced you."
"With the magic of the booty."
"You are always going to be such a dork."
I undressed her, trying not to tear the clothes off her in my haste to get her on that bed. Standing behind her when she was left in nothing but a thong, I gripped her ass and kissed her shoulder blade. "Your mom keeps pushing for us to be a couple. She says when you and I are one, it should just be the two of us. But Hannah, I care about her too."
She reached behind herself to take one of my hands and bring it to her breast. "Good. She deserves to be happy too."
As reluctant as I was to let go of Hannah, she had her mind set on action, and right the hell then and there. Wriggling free of my roaming hands, she twisted and plucked at the buttons to my shirt and jeans quickly, her eyes focused on my chest and abs. I kissed her as she got me down to my briefs, her hands gripping the elastic edges and tugging them down.
But it was Hannah's show that night and here was the bossy girl I knew from my teenage years, moving me like a marionette to the bed, pushing me down onto it, and when I tried to rise up to kiss her again, shoving my shoulders down.
"Uh uh. I'm riding that face."
And that is exactly what she did, ladies and gentlemen. With my legs hanging off the bed, I clung to her hips as she first lowered herself onto my mouth and then rode me with hard grinds of her hips. That night was the first time I experienced what a greedy lover Hannah could be, and I loved it. When she decided to take what she wanted from me, I always got as good as I gave. The thrill of her rocking on my face, the wetness soaking my mouth and chin, the string of orgasms she barely needed me for, they left me so fucking hard I would have come if I stroked myself for even just a minute.
And the words that spilled out of her? Fuck, that was hot too.
"Mmm, eat me, Nick, eat my fucking pussy, that's it, you're MY stud now, mine whenever I want it, oh fuck, ohhhhh, I'm going to fucking come on your face again, I'm gonna come I'm going... ohhhh-OH!"
But I did have my limits, and when she came for the third time like that, I grabbed her by the waist and yanked her off me. She pouted but I was already moving, sliding out from under her and off the bed and positioning her on the edge of it. Well, I say "positioning," but it was more like I yanked her back to the edge. I dropped to grab my wallet and my condoms again, and she growled over her shoulder, "Get tested, get tested, get tested, because I want that fucking dick in my pussy."
I shot upright, my last two condoms in hand. I slapped her ass as I tossed the extra onto the bed and quickly rolled on the other. She tensed and threw back her head as I shoved deep inside her, sure now she could take my length and she was ready for it good and hard.
"Take it, Hannah, take every fucking inch," I said, not sure who this dirty-talking guy was that emerged that day, but feeling more natural than I did that morning with her mother.
"Y-yes, every inch, oh my God, fuck me hard like that, fuck me baby..."
I was none too gentle when I gripped her ass, digging my fingers deep in her tight curves. Holy shit, did I love the sight of her thrusting back at me, one arm bent and her hand beside her neck, the fingers moving uncontrollably, the entirety of her body lost to pleasure.
And she felt so fucking good, too. It was wildly different than sex with Deana. Deana was warm and comfortable. Hannah's pussy pulled at my cock, tried to keep it in her tight depths. I was almost too much for her, but she never once complained. Just the opposite.
"Oh, oh fuck, Nick, harder, take me harder."
My hand at her waist went to her shoulder and I threw myself into the fucking, holding her in place while I rammed her sweet cunt. This was how I used to fantasize about her most, on her knees in front of me, that ass slapping back. My blood thundered in my ears at a fantasy fulfilled, and for a while, my mind was a haze of pure animalistic lust.
"Oh, ohhhhh, oh FUCK!" she wailed out, and came again.
Her pussy quaked around me and I held my cock deep. Hannah yanked off me and I grunted my frustration, but she gasped, "On your back."
I hurried onto the bed and dropped onto her pillows. She scrambled on top of me, ass facing me as she dropped down onto my cock. She held a hand on one ass cheek, the other against her forehead like she might have a fever, and just like on my face, Hannah rode me. The physical pleasure was one thing, but my God, having the sexpot sister of my best friend bucking on my cock was near divine.



"Holy shit, Hannah," I grunted, gripping her waist. "That's the fucking... sexiest..."
"Yes, ungh, yes, want you to... ungh... come in my pussy like Mom..."
That floored me. "Yeah?"
"Uh. Huh," she said, timing her words to drops of her juicy ass on my cock. "Want you to... fill me... up with your... your come, Nick. Oh fuck, mmm, mmm fuck... "
"I want that too, Hannah. Seeing you drip me."
"Oh fuck!" she cried out, her ass grinding hard and her head dipping down as she hit the brink again. "Big... cock... pulling out of my pussy..."
"After coming inside you."
"Yes! Inside me! Inside..." she stilled, her voice reaching a needing keen. "...me!"
She crashed forward and I shot for her, scrambling onto my knees again and spreading her legs wide as she quivered on her stomach. She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes half-lidded, and I shoved myself back into her tight pussy.
"N-Nick... my Nick... oh fuck... I'm going to give my a-ass to you... soon as I can... soon as I buy a, a, a plug..."
"Oh fuck," I gasped.
"Your big cock in me... coming where no one's fucked me... I'd be like a virgin again... for you..."
"Your ass. Oh shit, oh fuck."
"Yessss. It's all yours, mm..." She twisted her head even further and grinned. "Want to know what I was... ohhh, oh fuck that's good, right there, like that... "
I slapped one of her ass cheeks and grinned down at her. "Focus."
"Right, right... I was thinking the whole night about you and, mm, Rachel. Together."
"Fuuuuck," I moaned.
"Wouldn't that be hot? And, and, and like kinda taboo? I mean, me, watching, you with my dad's ex?"
My bucking hips did the answering for me. I was fantasizing it too, taking the pretty blonde maybe just like this while Hannah rested on her back beside us, playing with herself. Or maybe Rachel would have her head buried in Hannah's pussy, eating her out while I fucked her.
And another fantasy, a darker one. Maybe Deana there beside us too, a toy in hand as she watched the three of us,
I had fantasies of Hannah and Deana together before. I mean, fuck, as gorgeous as they were and given the appeal of the taboo, who wouldn't? But this image was by far the most powerful fantasy of them I ever had, and it would play out again that night and several times more in the days and weeks to come. Rachel. Deana. Hannah.
"Fuck!" I gasped, and I came.
When I stripped off the condom and tossed it into her garbage can, I wound up on my stomach beside Hannah, face buried in the bedspread. She giggled and twisted onto her side, roping a leg over one of mine. "You like that idea?"
"Uh huh," I said, incapable of anything more coherent.
"I felt a little dirty telling that to you. I know it's weird, her being with my dad and everything. But it's kinda hot, right?"
"Really fucking hot."
"Too bad she had to go home. She was checking you out the whole night."
I twisted my head towards her. "What? Really?"
"Oh my God, you are so dense sometimes. Yes. Really. I don't know how Mom would feel about sharing you with her, but I'd be okay with it if it ever happened. Especially if I could join in."
"Missed opportunity," I said wonderingly. I shifted and wrapped an arm around her. "Hey. Never feel weird about telling me your fantasies."
"Good, because I have a pirate kink like you wouldn't believe."
"Arrr."
"Don't get my motor started again until you can go." She wiggled closer and pressed her head to mine. "I do have other fantasies, stuff I want to tell you, but... just give me time. I trust you but this is all so new and I'm still so raw about Brandon. It'd be a lot right now for me."
"Sure. Take your time."
We cuddled a while before she spoke again. "I know one of your fantasies."
I thought about that powerful vision of the three of them with me and tensed. "Oh yeah?"
"It was a long time ago, but you and Gabe were staying over." Gabe was another high school friend. A good guy, but he all but disappeared after graduating and moving on to college. "You were talking about how hot I was in my cheerleader outfit."
"Ohhh yeah," I said. "I love that thing on you."
"Mm," she said, and pushed me on my back. "But that wasn't the fantasy I'm talking about. You told him..."
Hannah snaked her way down my body, and I groaned. "Oh shit, I remember."
She laughed throatily as she kissed my spent cock. "You told him you really wanted to see my mom in it too."
She suckled me, staring up at me with an impish smile. Her hand went between her legs, and I had a moment's thought.
Does that turn you on too, Hannah?
Nah. No way. I was projecting.
Wasn't I?
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"Do you love my mom?" Hannah asked me.
I swirled my fingers lazily across the bare skin of her back. She rested on her stomach cozied in next to me on her bed at Deana's, where she'd been staying more and more often in the month and change since Brandon's death and the start of our strange three-person relationship.
Or maybe it was our bed. Apart from one or two nights near the beginning of my stay at Deana's, I hadn't spent much time sleeping in Brandon's room. I either slept with Deana or Hannah, usually the latter at her mother's insistence. It was nice waking up to someone. It had been too long.
"You know I love the both of you," I said.
"I know, but like... love love?"
"Yeah. I do. We've talked about that," I said. "Why?"
"She's going to ask you to give her a baby, I think."
My head rose up and I gaped at her. She was very still, looking at my chest and not my face. "What?"
"She talked about it sometimes before Brandon got so sick. I mean in general, not with you. One more kid, maybe two. She misses it. And I found some new pregnancy kits in her bathroom. Have you two been careful?"
"Um."
No, we really hadn't. Deana asked me to come inside her the first time we slept together, and probably one out of three times after that. I should have asked her about the pill or the shot by that point, but the sex was so fucking incredible I shut that part of my brain off. I wasn't stupid. I knew what it could and would probably lead to. But I just didn't acknowledge it on a conscious level.
Hannah finally pushed up and blinked at me sleepily. "You haven't, have you?"
"No. I guess we haven't."
"Do you want a kid with her?"
I took a deep breath. "Oh jeez."
"What?"
"Nothing. I just... I went from barely hanging on to suddenly thinking about being a dad. Christ, I'm not father material."
"That's not true. You'd be the best dad."
"I don't know-"
"I do. You were there for Brandon. When he needed help taking care of himself and there was no one else around, you were there."
"He told you about that?"
"Yes. He did. And I've seen you with my cousins' kids. You care, Nick. And that's all the support a kid needs. You. Care." She settled back down and nestled her head on my arm. "You would not be like our dads."
Not exactly a high bar, that, but I kissed the top of her head. "Would you be okay with that? Me having a kid with your mom?"
"Yes," she said immediately. "I want her to be happy. And it wouldn't come until long after I was done with college and it would be fun to be an aunt and live here again." She looked up at me again. "Would that be okay?"
"Are you asking me permission to live in your own home again?" I shook my head. "What is with you tonight?"
"Rachel's flying in tomorrow. I just... the two of them, and you, and... I'm just kinda wondering if I can fit into all that."
"What do you mean, the two of them and me? Of course you fit in. Hannah, I'm not going to be happy with just you or your mom. I said it before. I want both of you. I mean that. I want it all."
"And Rachel?"
"If she fits into this, sure." We both knew Rachel was talking more and more about a move away from Philadelphia, and that part of the reason she was coming that weekend was ain interview half an hour from Evanile.
"Good," Hannah said. She chased my nipple with her lips and sucked at it for a moment before beginning a slow, lazy crawl down my body. "Because I overheard them. They're planning on fucking you dry this weekend."
"What?" I asked, laughing.
"Mm hm. And I'm going to finally do it. I'm going to come out to my mom tomorrow because I kinda want to play with Rachel too, if she's interested."
I thought about the looks Rachel had given Hannah when we met her, and almost told her I didn't think there would be any doubt the blonde was eager to have fun with her too. But then Hannah had my cock in her mouth, and for a while, there was just the two of us.
* * *
"Do you really want a kid with me?" I asked Deana the next morning.
She froze, her eyes scanning me with a look like a deer in the headlights. Her throat worked and several sounds like she was trying to cough out a hairball emerged from her before she squawked, "Hannah! Get down here!"
Hannah hurried down the stairs. The relentless winter was finally sliding away, and she was dressed like it was ninety degrees in long flaring shorts and a short-sleeved top. "Yeeeessss?" she asked as she came into the kitchen, an enticing bounce to her boobs.
"Did you tell Nick I wanted to have a baby with him?"
Hannah was good. She didn't flinch, but stole a muffin from a plate between the two of us at the table and said, "Wow, look at the time, classes start in an hour-"
"Hannah!" Deana said more sharply.
"Love you both, I'm totally cool with him draining his little swimmers in you, and I'm hoping for a baby sister, byeeeee!"
"Oh Jesus Christ," Deana muttered as Hannah fled. "I'm changing the locks."
"She found your pregnancy kits and she says you've been talking about another baby for a while. Even before Brandon got sick."
She quartered her muffin, and though she was using a butter knife to do it, I could still easily imagine her stabbing her daughter with it. "This is not how I wanted to do this."
"I'm sorry."
"No, don't be. I should have been up front with you from the beginning." She ate a bite of double chocolate chip muffin, swallowed, and sipped from a cup of herbal tea. "I do want another baby. Maybe more than one. Maybe a couple more. I'm still young enough I would only be in my sixties when they graduated. This, with Brandon, it hurt so much, just... ungodly amounts of pain, but it did something to me too. Made me want more life in mine." She looked at me. "I know that's a lot. You're twenty. And I knew what we were doing when we weren't careful. I... I'm sorry about that. Remember when I told you I was maybe going to ask you for a favor in return for living with me? Yeah. This is it."
"I thought about it all night. I want it," I said, picking at my own muffin. "I'm scared I'll be like my dad or Gordon, but maybe that means I just work harder at it. But I don't want to do it as a favor. I don't want that for my kid. I love you, Deana, but even if something happened to split us apart, I'd want to be a part of that kid's life."
"Thank you. That means everything to me."
"You don't have to thank me. You're an amazing mom. Getting to be a part of that... it's gonna be..." I clicked my tongue and thought, then slowly grinned. "I have no idea what it's going to be like. But that'll be fun."
She laughed. "Yeah. It definitely has its moments."
We studied each other as we ate. Deana blushed, and I pushed aside my plate. "You know, she told me something else too."
"What?" she asked throatily, her cheeks going an even deeper red.
I stood and came to her. She stared up at me as I reached for her plate and pushed it aside too. "That you and Rachel plan on draining me dry this weekend."
A wicked smile spread slowly across Deana's face as she reached for my jeans. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah."
"She'll be here in twenty minutes."
"Good. Plenty of time for what I really want to eat this morning."
She got my jeans down and I lifted her up from her chair. "And what is it you want to eat?" she breathed in my ear.
I didn't answer. Instead, I found the zipper to her skirt and slid it down. She pulled off her top as I knelt and took her skirt in hand to lay it out on the back of her chair. When I took the top and did the same, I turned to her. There was passion there crackling between us, but there was a warmth too. Things with Hannah were more complex. She was withholding something from me, a secret I thought I knew the shape of, but she needed to move at her own pace.
Deana was ready for this relationship. She was an open conduit, throwing herself into this not with wild abandon but steady determination. I loved her for that and for so much more. She was more than a fantasy, more than just the hot mom of my best friend, though admittedly that was definitely a part of the lust. No, Deana was my rock.
For whatever reason, she was shy that day. I'm not sure if it was the vulnerability of our talk about kids or what, but as I took Deana in, she wrapped an arm across her breasts and dropped her other hand to her pussy, even if she still had on briefs and a bra. I tucked two fingers under her chin and lifted her head. My lips came to hers, a soft, gentle kiss that I hoped conveyed how much I wanted a kid with her, that I was with her through that day and every day to come.
Like I was unwrapping a present, I took her hands and moved them aside to stare down at her body for the umpteenth time since coming to live there. "So fucking gorgeous," I growled.
"Tell me that every day."
I cupped the back of her neck and kissed her again. My other hand unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. I was still kissing her as I gripped her panties and tugged them down.
"Rachel really does want you too," she panted against my lips as I hoisted her up onto the kitchen table. I brought her to the edge of the table and spread her legs wide to kneel between them.
My hunger was on me, and I wasn't going to be denied. She laughed throatily and leaned back as I buried my face in her cunt and ate. By that point, I knew how Deana and Hannah liked it, Hannah with pressure on her clit and mound, and preferably on top where she could ride me to her own pleasure., Deana needed a more nuanced touch, so I treated her clit like a delicacy, savoring it with slow, easy licks before I sated my hunger in her depths, my tongue lapping up every bit of her juices I could.
"Mmm, Nick, baby, just like that," she moaned.
That sound, Deana's moaning, was what I imagined the finest booze would be like in sound form, rich, throaty, dark. The blend of sultry and soft did more to make me hard than even her incredible body laid out before my hungry mouth and questing fingers. She was a woman to get drunk on, and I drank plenty.
"Ohhh, fuck, oh my Nick, mmm, baby... I'm gonna... I'm gonna come, you always make me come so fast..."
I teased her clit again, my fingers moving to her lips and drawing the wetness around her lips. She arched her back and writhed in the moments before her orgasm.
"Ohhh, oh shit oh shit oh shit, oh, that's it, that's..." She went silent and came, her hips thrusting up at me with sharp little jerks, her fingers twitching. Then she was half-laughing, half-sobbing, and I was on her again, shooting up her body to claim her lips with my own, soaked with her juices. She kissed me hungrily, her hands squeezing my ass as I drove my cock into her without pause.
She was still coming down from her first orgasm and the sensations made her tense in all sorts of delicious ways. "Fuck, Deana," I growled, slamming into her again and again. "Look at you coming for me."
"C-coming for you..." she agreed, her eyes rolling up, her hips rocking.
"The hottest mom in the world and you're mine."
"Yours!" she cried out. The doorbell rang and instead of looking in that direction, she clung harder to me, nails digging into my back. "I'm, ungh, yours, I'm yours, Nick, oh God, fill me up, baby, make me pregnant, make me pregnant..."
The front door opened, and a soft, sweet voice called, "Hello? Hope you don't mind... oh. Oh!"
Now Deana and I did look, and I grinned. Rachel stared at us, mouth open to say something that never escaped her lips. Instead, she watched as I plunged harder and harder into Deana, making her tits rock with my need.
I thought she might turn around and walk out, giving us some privacy. Instead, Rachel's lips worked, and slowly, she smiled.
"Now that is a hello," she said, coming towards us and stripping out of her coat.
"Nick's... going to make me... pregnant," Deana said, a note of delirious glee to her tone.
"So he agreed then?" Rachel smiled fondly at me. "I'm glad. She'll look even more beautiful pregnant, won't she?"
I looked back at my Deana, who stared at me adoringly. "If that's even possible."
Deana leaned up and I kissed her, my hand going to her hip and roaming underneath to her ass. Against my lips, she said, "I have... something to confess..."
"What's that?" I asked, my thrusts getting harder and harder still.
Instead of answering, Deana curled a finger at Rachel. I could have drooled as I watched the gorgeous blonde come in close, lean over the table, and kiss Deana. Her hand went to my ass, her fingers splaying over Deana's as the two slowly made out. When Rachel pulled back, she stood upright and turned my head to kiss me too.
I knew Hannah was bi. She and I both speculated her mother was too, given the way she got so giggly whenever she talked to Rachel. That talk between mother and daughter later that day was going to be very interesting, when both of them realized they shared something else other than killer genes.
"Come inside her," Rachel murmured, stroking my flexing ass. "Then I'll give you a hint as to what you're going to be missing this afternoon when you're at work, stud."
"Fuuuuck," I moaned.
My attention twisted back to Deana, and I thought about Rachel's words, how beautiful Deana would be pregnant. Something stirred inside me, an unknown desire. I wanted it. I wanted her full with my kid, her belly beautiful and round. Never had I thought before about pregnant women as being sexual creatures, but the thought of Deana pregnant with my kid did something to me that day, and one of my greatest kinks was born.
"Pregnant," I said, my mind gone to fantasy. Even Rachel with her hands roaming Deana's taut stomach and my ass was background noise in that moment to the thought of one of my greatest fantasies and first loves pregnant... with my baby.
"Pregnant," she repeated, searching my eyes and liking what she saw there, especially when I leaned down to kiss her again. Her knees bent and she clutched at my head and my back. "Oh, Nick, Nick..."
"Show her how you come, baby," I said.
"Yesss... coming for you... oh, Rachel, he's so good... makes you feel..." Her eyes closed and her breath caught. Rachel's hand covered one of Deana's and she said nothing, watching, something between awe and lust on her face. Deana came, and I wasn't far behind, thrusting wildly into her, my hand on her shoulder, holding her in place as we rocked the table back and forth.
"Fuuuuuck!" I growled, and I released deep inside her, pumping, pumping, pumping. Hands on me again, Rachel's, and she pulled me aside and pushed me into a chair. Both women watched me, Deana with her head twisted, Rachel out of the corner of her eye. The gorgeous blonde knelt before my Deana, and dropped her mouth to the hot mother's cunt.
She licked and sucked what she could of me out of Deana, and kept going. My phone's timer went off, my twenty-minute warning to grab a shower and get to the bus stop. But I sat there, transfixed for a few minutes, as Rachel and Deana made that first time together a show for me.
* * *
It's a real controversial statement, I know, but the worst part of my job at the Wich Barn was the customers. If you don't think a caste system exists in the United States, try dealing with some self-entitled asshole who comes to your fast food place like Mike Tyson on a bender when you forget his pickles. And then there are the pitiers, who treat you like a wounded rabbit they happened to encounter in the wild. Of course, they're slightly better because they sometimes sneak you tips, but still.
My coworkers were a mixed bag. Since we had an ever-revolving door of high school and college kids, it was hard to get to know anyone for long. But my manage Andell was really a decent guy. When I went into my job interview a few days after Brandon's funeral, we talked first thing about my temper and walking out of my last job. But when I told Andell what happened, and that I wanted to do better not just for my own sake and need to pay my debts, but because I wanted to prove myself to the two people in my life who picked me up again, he hired me right then. No more questions needed.
I didn't know what that was, not right at first. It took a week or so of bullshitting for that to come to light.
Andell had a hell of a lot of fascinating stories. When he was my age, he did a stint in prison for getting crazy high, stealing someone's boat at a marina, and punching an officer when they found him wrecked on shore a couple miles away.
That story was funny, but its aftermath was more sobering. "My girlfriend and I had a baby," he said. "Back then I used to blame the drugs on them and the stress and all that shit. But Keila and my girl, they were an excuse, not the problem. I didn't see that until I was a year in and she moved to Arizona. For a long time, she wouldn't talk to me and I knew I deserved it."
"Did you ever get to see them again?" I asked.
Andell nodded. He was a cheerfully fat man who had carried a lot of muscle to him and it still showed. Handsome once, he had a certain sort of natural charisma to him and was generally well liked by the customers and his long-term employees.
"When my baby turned three. I flew down for a weekend. Man, you should have seen me bouncing in that plane. I was one happy duck." I laughed and he gave me a wide grin. "Best weekend of my life, I swear. I stayed in this old shithole of a hotel. The lock was busted, the hot water didn't work, and someone broke into my rental car and tried to steal the radio. But I got to see my daughter. We got to play on the swings and the slide and I got to show Keila I was fightin' it. Day by day, but I was fightin'."
"Did you two ever get back together?"
"No. That wasn't ever gonna happen. Before I was arrested, she asked me to stop using. Begged me. She had to move on and I guess I did too. We still love each other but it's different. She's got a whole damn army of kids now. Hang on." He dug out his phone and tapped away. Beaming, he held it out. "That's my daughter. Angela. She just got those done for her senior pictures."
I took the phone and had to smile. The girl, who was just a year or two younger than me, was the spitting image of her father, at least in terms of his smile and her eyes. "Beautiful."
"Isn't she just? Flying down for graduation in May and it's got me crying now and then. All grown up." He put away his phone and slapped me on my back. "That's why I hired you."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You might not have stolen someone's fishing boat or did enough drugs to make you think you were talking to Tupac, but I talked to you and I saw a kid just like me trying to claw his way out and respect himself again."
"Thanks, Andell."
"Now get the bread prepped."
So yeah. I liked him.
The day of Rachel's arrival back in Evanile, I spent most my time floating through the job with a big, goofy grin on my face. Not even a group of asshole teenagers or cleaning the bathrooms could dampen my day. It was, as I thought, absolute murder fantasizing about what Deana and Rachel were up to, but I was also floating high on the idea that I was going to be a father, assuming I got the job done.
Halfway through my shift, Andell caught a moment's break and studied me. "You got something going on, don't you?"
"I do. And if you try to call me in this weekend, it's going to mean quadruple pay."
The clock never moved slower than it did that day.
Right before my shift ended, a familiar face walked through the door as I was preparing sandwiches for a frazzled pair of parents and their two sons. I took a moment to drink Hannah in, then returned my focus to the job at hand, specifically the mother telling me in exhausted detail all the things her pickiest eater wouldn't like. She didn't mean it as spiteful, but more as an exasperated soul.



Behind her, Hannah said, "I happen to know your server, and he wouldn't eat watermelon until he was like... fifteen, all because he actually thought one would grow inside his stomach If he swallowed a seed."
The mother's mood immeasurably improved at that, and she asked, "Really?"
"But watermelon's good!" one of the boys said, as though I had committed a serious crime.
"I love it now," I said.
Hannah continued serenely, "And if you overcook one of his grilled cheeses even just a little bit, he is the biggest baby."
"She says that, but what she means is she overcooked one for me once so much she set off the smoke alarm."
"Are you two a couple?" the mother asked.
We grinned at each other. "We are."
"Ohhh, you two are adorable," the mom said.
The dad cut in impatiently. "Can I get the creamy Italian dressing on that?"
My job to a T, ladies and gentlemen.
Hannah didn't exchange any more stories, but did buy a bag of chips and an iced tea. While I finished up, she sat at a table and ate, a lot of distance on her face as she looked out the window. I didn't know why until we were driving back to her mom's place.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Oh, just... I know my mom loves me. But coming out to her... it's a lot."
I thought of Rachel lapping at her mother's pussy that morning and fought down an urge to tell her the truth, that Deana was bi too. But that was not my truth to share. Instead, I took Hannah's hand and squeezed. "I think you could tell her anything and she'd still love you, Hannah."
"Not everything," she whispered, so faint I almost didn't hear it. Then, louder, she said, "You don't mind entertaining Rachel for a while?"
"Not one bit. You're really okay with me hooking up with her? It's not too late to say no."
"As long as you and Mom are okay with me hooking up with her too."
"I absolutely am and good God do I want to be in the middle of that boob sandwich."
She shook her head. "Oh God. I'm going to tell them you said that. Boob sandwich. You're not going to get laid for months. How did it go with Mom this morning? Did you two talk about the baby thing?"
"Yeah. And you were right. She does want more kids. And with me, which I know she loves me, but it's still crazy to think about. Even with everything the three of us have done, I still look at the two of you and see my best friend's mom and his sister. And that's still a really weird thing."
"I know what you mean. Sometimes I forget that we're all grown up and I expect you to be, like, twelve again." She was silent a minute. "And I still think sometimes he might just walk in the door, you know?"
"Yeah. I do. When I take the bus to work, it goes right by the Listing Pirate. I think about how much time we spent in that stupid store and it's like I get this funny feeling, like I'm living two lives and in one of them, we're walking out of there. I guess it's always going to be hard."
"I hear his voice all the time," Hannah said. "Especially at home. I keep thinking he's there and he's just... not. I wish he was there for this tonight. He'd make some stupid joke about checking out asses together."
Trying to make my voice sound thinner like Brandon's, I said, "Sweet. Now my sister's going to steal all my girlfriends."
"Sweet," she said, doing her own impersonation of Brandon's favorite word.
"So sweet."
She laughed, and reached out to squeeze my leg. "Thanks."
* * *
Deana knew Hannah wanted some time with her that evening but didn't know the reason why. She seemed worried about it, but there was no way to tell her it was okay.
In the meantime, I showered and changed while the three of them talked about takeout and put in an order at a favorite family Italian restaurant of the Labine family. My own parents took me there once on their recommendation, looked at the menu, and my dad declared it wasn't "our kind of food" before we wound up at an Applebee's. I mean, don't get me wrong, I fucking love Applebee's, but I think you get the point. The prices weren't crazy. My dad just saw all the "strange" ways they spelled things like parmesan and noped out. Cultured, I am not.
When I emerged, Rachel twirled the keys of her rental. "Ready to dazzle me, big guy?" she asked.
I came to her, wrapped one arm around her, and as Hannah and Deana both watched, I leaned in to kiss her. I intended it to be a silly thing, but her closeness and the feel of her in my arms made me change my mind, and I turned it immediately into something more searching. My hand around her back went to her ass in her skirt and squeezed, while my other roamed her back, pulling her tighter to me, making her gasp against my lips.
When I finally let her go, she took a half-step backwards, her lipstick just slightly smeared. "That... was a kiss," she said.
"Your lipstick-" Hannah said.
"Leave it," I said. "I want people to know she's mine this weekend."
Um. What? Where the hell did that line come from? The person I was just two months ago and the person I was now couldn't have been more different.
Then again, it seemed to work. Rachel looked at me like she might jump me right then and there, and Deana's own gaze got very, very cloudy, like she was thinking the same thing.
Finally, Rachel looked away from me and at the other two. "He is, um... very yummy, isn't he?"
"You haven't seen anything yet," Hannah said. "Wait until he takes you to bed and you see what he's working with." At Deana and Rachel's guilty grins, she asked, "What?"
"Rachel got in just before I left for work," I said. "She might have caught your mom and I at the kitchen table, ah, working on that little baby project."
"No," Hannah gasped. Then she gaped at the table. "Oh God, I eat here!"
"Tiiiime to go," I said, grabbing Rachel's arm and tugging her to the door.
Outside, in the beginnings of a light misting rain, I came around the rental to open Rachel's door for her. Instead of getting in, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down for another kiss. My hands roamed her again and I pushed her back against the rear door, loving the way her lips kept retreating and fluttering against mine, a fever of kisses.
I wanted to do more. I know she felt my hardness press against her, and I was sure if I hiked up that skirt, I'd find her wet and ready for me. But a block away was someone on a bike, and another neighbor was driving towards us. Too many people.
Reluctantly, I pulled away from Rachel, but cupped her face and came in for one more gentle kiss.
"Come live here," I said. "Be a part of this."
"I think I'm already sold," she said.
We got in. Rachel reversed out of the driveway before either one of us spoke. "I've been thinking a lot about it," she said.
"About the four of us?"
"Mm hm. Deana has told me about how you two came together after your friend's death, and I hope it doesn't come across as macabre, but I think that's a really beautiful thing."
"Hannah too. We had crushes on each other for a while, but that was the first time we slept together."
"That's really sweet. They both love you a lot."
"I love them," I said. "With all my heart. I would have been the luckiest guy in the world with just one of them, and with two... I don't know. Sometimes I feel guilty because I'm so happy now, because all this piggybacked on Brandon's funeral."
"Do you think he'd want you to feel guilty?"
"No. I really don't. I've thought about that a lot. I don't know what his reaction would be to me sleeping with his mom, but he knew about my crush on them."
"What did he do about that?"
I smiled, remembering. "Every time I'd stop and stare at one of them, he would smack me in the junk with the back of his hand. Not mean, just like a slap, basically. Then he'd tell me, 'No. No. Bad Nick. Bad.'"
"Like you were a puppy."
"Exactly," I said. "But there was this time, with Hannah, her boyfriend broke up with her right before her junior prom. She was heartbroken. Full on 'the world is ending' ugly tears and lots of slammed doors."
"I had a few of those days," Rachel said.
Our turn was coming up. I said, "Take the next right."
"I should have had you drive," she said. "But I suppose I'd better get used to the bright lights of Evanile. Anyways, what happened with Hannah?"
"Well, Brandon was playing a game and I was half-asleep on his bed watching him. Hannah and Deana were arguing about something dumb, not taking out the garbage or something. Brandon turned to me and said, 'You should ask her to prom.' I didn't think he was serious, so I laughed and told him yeah, right. But he really was, and he said, 'You wouldn't hurt her like that. You wouldn't be an asshole. You're what she needs right now.'"
"Oh my God, that is the sweetest thing."
"Yeah."
"Did you?"
"Yeaaaah. Kind of."
"Kind of?" she asked.
"In my fumbling teenager way. I was only fifteen or sixteen. I had a couple girlfriends by that point but Hannah always made me feel like the most awkward human being in the world. When she was alone and watching TV, I kinda did this stoop-shouldered shuffle out there, like I was being punished. I was so embarrassed and nervous and... it was Hannah, the girl of my dreams."
"Aw."
"I think my exact words were, 'Hey, um, look, you can go with me if it would make you stop yelling at everyone.'"
"No," Rachel gasped.
"Not my best moment."
She laughed, and I grinned too, thinking of Hannah jumping to her feet and getting right in my face, shouting that she was most definitely not shouting at everyone. She was furious with me for weeks after that, which in teenager time felt like an eternity.
After a moment, I asked, "Did Gordon give you hell in Philadelphia after that dinner?"
"No, not really. He didn't come home for a couple days, and when he did, I was gone. We were only at the phase where we were staying over, not really living together yet. He left me a couple messages, mostly ranting about the three of you, and then he tried to send flowers. I gave them to my assistant."
We talked a little bit about the road trip Deana and Rachel took that night of the dinner, and by that point, we were at the restaurant. We were told we still had another twenty minutes to wait so we sat at a small table and ordered two lemonades.
"I want to know more about you," I said. "What's this job interview you've got going tomorrow?"
"Oh! The Powder Day hotel chain, have you ever heard of them?" I shook my head. "They're an upscale place, sort of like a mini-spa and resort and hotel all rolled into one. Anyways, their headquarters are half an hour from here. Their head of online marketing is retiring this year. I've worked with them before producing some of their welcoming package videos, and they've been courting me for the position."
"So, like, social media and YouTube and stuff?"
"Yes, exactly. The pay is a little less than what I'm making now, but the cost of living is going to balance that out."
Our waiter brought us the lemonades, strawberry mango for me, regular for her. They were my favorite part of the place.
"And you wouldn't miss working in TV?" I asked.
"No, not really. My whole career was such a straight shot. I'm not complaining, not at all, but I'm ready to try something different. I loved acting in high school plays, and that was what I wanted to do in college, get a theater degree. So I did, and I had a lot of fun on stage. But my junior year, I fell on some ice and broke my arm. It wouldn't have ruined the play but after my director and I talked about it, we both thought it was a great opportunity for me to do some stage management and my understudy to step up. I really liked it, and I wanted to learn more and more about other parts of production. That became my career, doing stage management in Stamford."
"And what made you jump to television?"
"Friends in the industry. And the fact that I was starving and living with two of the bitchiest roommates in the world."
"Been there," I said. "Not Deana and Hannah, obviously."
She snickered. "It's great motivation, isn't it?"
"Oh, the best."
"Anyways, I jumped ship and started with the live production side for a news channel in Philadelphia. It went well, really well, and I took on more responsibilities and switched channels in my late twenties. Now I'm a full-blown producer. It should be a dream come true, but..."
"But what?"
"I don't want to come across as ungrateful for my opportunities and my luck in life. I really don't."
"No, hey," I said, reaching across the table and taking her hand. "It's okay. I'm here to listen."
"Deana said you're good at that. You always have been." Her thumb roamed the back of my hand, sending delicious little bolts of electricity up and down my spine each time. "It can be a really emotionally hard industry. I mean, you've seen the worst of it in the headlines. Things get nasty now and again. Old habits die hard and all, but it's more than that. It's a culture of disdain. People see me and they think I've blown my way to where I am, even if where I am isn't actually all that glamorous. I'm a metaphorical fireman. I put out people's dramas. And it's exhausting, Nick."
"I can't imagine. This new job, it would be better?"
"That's what I'm really curious about. I don't know. And I don't think this meeting tomorrow is really going to give me the answer to that. But it would be a change, and right now, I know that's what I need. I need to try something different before I'm chain-smoking and driving myself in to a heart attack in my forties."
Talk turned to other things, mostly my new job. Not once did she sound condescending or pitying about me working in fast food, mostly because she did much the same her first two years in college as a server in her cafeteria for her work-learn program. She was down-to-earth, sometimes pulling back shyly when she thought she was talking too much, but I was entranced by her words, her voice, the quiet presence of her. It would be silly and overly dramatic to say that it was love in those first few hours we had together, but there was a definite spark there, one I was eager to explore.
The food took longer to prepare than we anticipated, but that was okay. Rachel swapped to wine when I agreed to drive us back, and we even got a compliment on being a cute couple by a passing middle-aged woman. I liked that, and we both said our thanks while Rachel blushed like a teenager.
And when we finally did leave, I was sure of one thing. Rachel belonged with us.
* * *
We entered into a quiet house, and at first, I thought there might be trouble. But in the living room were Hannah and Deana, huddled together under a blanket, the TV off and a box of tissues beside them on the couch.
"Oh no," Rachel said. "Is everything okay?"
Hannah looked up, red-eyed, and smiled. "Everything is so much better than I hoped for. I, um... Rachel... I just came out as bi."
"And I told Hannah I was the same," Deana said, and kissed her daughter on the side of the head.
Rachel blinked and dropped her bag of food on the table. "Oh my gosh, that's wonderful. Honey, that's amazing. Do you need the house for a while? What can we do for you?"
"No, no, please, stay. I just wanted you to know because..." Hannah's eyes darted first to me, then her mom, and she stood up slowly. "Um. I hope... that is... if it's not too weird..."
She stepped closer to Rachel, and the blonde cocked her head, a slight smile crossing her face. "Ohhh." Rachel glanced at Deana, who smiled and dipped her head in a nod.
They both made the same move, leaning in. Hannah's trembling hand rose, then fell again. Rachel took it before their lips connected, a soft kiss of acceptance, of a blooming friendship and relationship. I don't mean to say it was not a sexual kiss. There was that energy too. But emotions were too high in that moment for any of us to trust ourselves to do more than make statements.
I left them to gather plates and silverware while they talked for a minute. Deana said, "I want you two to feel as comfortable with each other as I do with Nick and the pair of you. Is everyone okay with that?"
"Yes," I said.
"Definitely," Rachel said.
"Same," Hannah said.
The mood was celebratory, and the drinks flowed pretty easily as we ate dinner. There was a movie on in the background but hell if I can remember what we watched. I'm sure I wasn't the only one distracted.
At one point, as she opened another bottle of wine, Hannah asked, "So you two today...?"
Deana and Rachel looked at each other, and Deana giggled. "Oh, we might have fooled around."
"She is insatiable," Rachel said. We were rotating chairs pretty frequently, and at that point, Rachel was tucked in beside me, while Hannah and Deana sat on a loveseat and a recliner, respectively.
"Okay," Hannah said, bouncing in her chair. "Okay, okay, okay. Have you, um... have you two been with a lot of other women?"
"Hannah!" Deana said, blushing furiously. Or maybe that was the wine. We were all buzzed by then.
"Just two," Rachel said. "Well, three, after today. You?"
"Just my friend Kara," Hannah said. She clapped a hand over her mouth. "Oh my God, she's not out yet. I shouldn't have said that."
Deana said, "Nothing leaves this room. And don't worry. I knew. I saw her staring at your butt more than a few times."
"Thank you," Hannah said. Then she scrunched up her face and stared at her mom. "Oh. My. God. You and Jade."
Jade was a close family friend of theirs, a gorgeous woman of Irish and Chinese heritage with the most beautiful smile. Petite and sweet, that's about the best way to describe her. She was a lesbian who rarely dated, I knew that much. Brandon had the biggest crush on her. Hell, I did too.
And now I realized Hannah was right.
"Well... yes," Deana said. "But it was only a casual thing. We were friends for a long time before we slept together."
"I wondered why she stopped coming around. Did you two have a falling out?" Hannah asked.
"Mm. Kind of? I wanted more of a relationship. She wanted some fun."
"Is that what we are then?" Rachel asked. "In a relationship?"
"I guess that depends on if you move down," Deana said. "I don't want to pressure you, but yes, I could see this becoming a regular thing."
"Me too," Hannah said. "You're so sweet and beautiful and just... you need to move here! I'm not letting you say no."
Rachel laughed throatily and her hand went high on my hip. "I'm leaning more and more towards a yes every minute."
"I'm all for it," I said. I had my arm wrapped around her and took the opportunity to roam her breast. She mock-gasped, but leaned in to nuzzle my neck with her lips, stirring me to life.
"So what did you two get up to while we talked?" Deana asked.
"Mm," Rachel murmured against my neck. "We did a little making out right in front of your house."
"Gave the neighbors an eyeful," I agreed. The warm breath on my skin was driving me mad, and now I openly groped her tit, squeezing it and searching out the nipple under her top and bra.
"Details," Hannah said, bouncing again.
Rachel twisted so she had better access, nibbling on my ear now before she turned to the other two. "He pushed me back up against the car and had his hands all over me. Nearly made me..." She blushed and faltered.
"Come," Hannah breathed.
Deana took a long swig of her wine and said just as quietly, "Oh my."
I moved the hand at Rachel's breast down to her ass. She had a firm little bottom, smaller than either Hannah or Deana's, athletic and taut. I squeezed ad she moaned against my neck. Without thinking much about it, I pulled her tighter to me, and she came willingly, lifting a knee and half-straddling me in a scene not all that far off from how Deana and I first hooked up.
I sought her lips as she ground on my hip, moaning my name softly. "Nick... mm... Nick..."



I gave Deana and Hannah both a quick glance. Hannah grinned as she watched. Deana looked entranced, her eyes half-lidded, her lips pursed like she was the one kissing me or Rachel. I dropped my hand to the hem of Rachel's skirt and she moved faster on me, grinding harder, moaning as I pulled the fabric slowly up.
"Oh fuck," Hannah whispered. "Rachel, your butt is perfect."
Rachel moaned wordlessly, climbing the rest of the way on me. Under her skirt she wore a pair of frilly bikini briefs, and I filled my hands with her cheeks, kneading them as she started to undulate on my hardness through my jeans.
We were all buzzed but none of us was so drunk as to not know this was taboo. Rachel and I were openly dry-fucking right in front of a mother and daughter, and they were clearly getting off on it. But none of us spoke a word about stopping. No one said a word about this being wrong. They watched, and I took.
My blood roaring in my ears, I grabbed Rachel's top and pulled it up and over her breasts. She took it the rest of the way, again so much like my first time with Deana. One of her nipples half-peeked out of her bra from my earlier groping, but soon she freed herself from even that, dropping the bra behind her. I gripped her shoulders and plunged my mouth to one of her nipples, sucking it between my teeth and nipping gently, the way Hannah liked it.
"Oh fuck!" Rachel gasped. "Oh my God, oh fuck, we're doing this..."
"Suck her, baby," Deana whimpered. "Oh Rachel, look how beautiful you are with him."
"So beautiful," Hannah agreed feverishly.
Rachel now rode my cock through the fabric of her panties and my jeans. Her hips moved with a natural rhythm, like an exotic dancer moving to a beat. Her skin tasted like almond and vanilla, her breasts white where she'd obviously been tanning in preparation for this. I loved how full and thick her nipples were, almost as big as Deana's.
"Nick, oh, mmm, mm, I'm... I'm..."
"Come for me," I said, looking up into her eyes as I reached down and squeezed her ass again, pulling her tighter against my thrusting cock. "Then I want to taste you."
"Ohhhh, fuck!" she cried out. "Yessss! Your tongue... in me!"
She undulated hard two more time, her fingers digging into my shoulders as she squeezed her eyes shut. She looked almost in pain as she came, and then it was like the sun coming out, a dazed smile formed as her eyes fluttered back open.
I gripped her by the hips and stood, glad I'd been hitting the weights hard lately, because Rachel was so light in my arms. She scratched at my back and neck through my shirt and kissed my forehead as I twisted with her and dropped her on the couch.
She jerked her skirt up and I tugged her panties down before I knelt between her widespread legs. Her lips were thin, delicate things, barely peeking out from against her skin. I ran my thumbs along the edges of them, drunk on this moment, on the dizzying ramifications of it. I was going to eat Rachel out right in front of Deana and Hannah.
So many boundaries were broken that night, and I'll be honest with you right here and now. I was second fiddle to the women that night. Rachel looked down at me only sparingly, her gaze mostly flicking between Hannah and Deana. That evening was all about those three. It was about accepting each other and the lusts between them. I was more than okay with that.
I brought my mouth to Rachel's sweet, delicate cunt, and I lapped up the moisture there. She was so wet, just like my other girls always were. I collected every drop I could on my tongue, my fingers spreading her wide so I could go even deeper. Usually I was far more controlled, but the three of them watching one another had me incensed, and now my tongue was wild.
Behind me, though I could not see them, I heard Deana's quiet moans and Hannah's more urgent ones. They hadn't moved from their chairs, but as I licked Rachel's pussy and rubbed her clit with my thumbs, I heard them shift.
"Hannah... Deana... oh, mmm... ohhhh..." Rachel whimpered. "Oh Hannah, oh my God..."
I could only guess what my girlfriend was doing, but even just those whimpered words stoked the intensity of the moment. Rachel's thighs pressed against my ears, her fingers running through my hair. At first she had a delicate touch, but soon, she gripped my hair by the roots and squeezed.
"Baby..." Deana gasped.
"Oh Mom, she's beautiful, and... and you're beautiful too..."
" I love you, I love you so much..."
"I love... you too..."
"Oh, oh God, I'm coming again," Rachel croaked.
"Yessss," Deana hissed. "Come for us."
"Ahhh, ahhhh, ooooooohhh!"
Rachel quivered against me, fingernails digging into my scalp. Her ass bunny-hopped upwards two, three times, and I kept on going, licking her clit now, slashing it with my tongue before circling it with alternating speeds.
"Ohhh, oh Nick, ohhh, I can't, I can't..."
I pulled back, wiping at my mouth. I started to tell her how delicious she tasted but there were hands on me, pulling me upright. I turned. Deana grabbed me face and pulled me down for a sloppy kiss. Only then did I realize she was completely naked, save for a pair of panties drenched with her need. She pulled me towards her chair and undressed me. I helped her get my jeans partly down but then I looked across the room and saw Hannah, naked too save for a thong, her hand buried in the material, watching us with fire-engine red cheeks and a slack-jawed expression.
Hannah and Deana... had been masturbating right in front of each other.
"Jesus," I said, more of a croak. Deana got me out of my clothes, and I was shoved down onto the chair. Deana twisted around, ass to me. Her panties dropped and on the other side of the room, so did Hannah's. I gripped my cock and helped guide her down on top of me. She positioned herself and absolutely slammed down on top of me, taking me right in front of her daughter and our new lover.
Deana was so fucking wet already that every time she thrust that MILF ass down on me, droplets of her desire hit the chair like the fine rain outside. I wrapped an arm around her waist and met her each time.
"Oh wow..." Rachel gasped. She was still sprawled out like she had been when I ate her, legs wide, butt slinked down on the couch like she was a deflated balloon. Her beautiful blonde hair spilled down across one eye and she brushed it aside, watching Deana buck up and down on my cock.
"You're taking so much of him," Hannah said, her hand working inside her panties.
"So much of him... so much of his cock..." Deana said.
"His cock," Hannah agreed fervently. "It's bulging in you. Oh Mom, you're so sexy riding him like that..."
"My baby girl," Deana said. She strained upwards and dropped down hard again. Her hands shot for my knees and she froze, save for a thrusting forward of her chest. "Ohhh, mmm, Rachel... this is wild..."
"So wild," Rachel agreed breathlessly. "She's right, oh my God, you're so sexy like that."
"Fuck, I'm coming already," Deana said.
"He's going to make you pregnant," Rachel said. "All full of life again."
"Preg... nant..." Deana said dreamily. "Oh... oh, fuck, ohhh, Hannah, I've got such a dirty mouth..."
"Me too," Hannah said, fingers working even faster. "It's okay, it's okay, right?"
I didn't think she was just talking about her language, but I was too busy thrusting up into Deana and trying to keep from coming yet to give it much thought.
"Not ashamed I'm so... mm... dirty?" Deana asked, rocking back against me again. The way her fingernails were clenching and unclenching, I didn't think she was going to last long.
"I'm not embarrassed if you're not," Hannah said.
"Good... my baby..."
"Oh Mom, ohhhhh, I'm close..."
"Me too, mm, right there, right like that, Nick, oh fuck, put your hand over my clit, baby."
I did, nuzzling her button as she gyrated on top of me. Rachel stood up, coming closer and watching, her hand at her pussy again, her palm against her clit and her mound, rubbing hard.
"Rachel, Hannah, I... I..." Deana fell silent until she jerked up and down, no control, her nerves all firing at once. She tried to ride it out, tried to keep going, but she came up off me and fell forward onto her knees. She crawled to Rachel and clutched at her leg like Deana needed her for balance. Then, shocking everyone I think, she crammed her face against Rachel's soaking cunt, her hungry noises making Hannah giggle until I was on her.
I had a moment's thought of bringing my cock to her lips, to let her taste her mother's pussy juices, but we weren't there, not quite yet. Instead, I picked her up off the chair and brought her down to the carpet, where both of us could look at her mother eating out our new blonde lover.
But first, Hannah cradled my face in her hands. "I love you, Nick, I love you, thank you for keeping our secrets and..." I slid into her and her head rolled back, her hands clawing at my back. "Oh fuck! Always... so big, inside me."
Deana stopped what she was doing long enough to stare adoringly at her daughter, and then Rachel had a similar idea to mine. She knelt, legs away from the two of us, so Deana could watch me fuck her daughter while she ate out Rachel. The four of us ended up parallel to each other, a frenzy of licking and fucking nearing its crescendo.
But Hannah had one more thing to say to me. Her fingers danced trails across my face and neck and shoulders and back up again. "Have to come in Rachel. She has to be ours, Nick. I'm not letting her go without her saying she'll come... oh... oh fuck... come back to us."
I was close, so very close, but I nodded, and held right to the edge, my teeth gritted as I drove in and out of Hannah. There was no slowing down. I was gone to my lust and all I could do was try to endure. Up until that morning, I'd never been with two women at the same time, and here I was, trying to fuck three of them into mind-blowing orgasms.
But I did hang on.
Hannah's head craned towards Rachel and her mother. While I slid a hand under her ass and brought it up to hit her spot at one of her favorite angles, her hand went to her lips and sucked two fingers into her mouth before they fell free again.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck..." Hannah cried out. "Nick, let me get on top, let me see them."
Happily I obliged. I don't think I would have made it to Rachel that day if I hadn't taken that moment's respite and pulled out of Hannah. We were only apart for a matter of seconds while I dropped onto my back and she hurried on top of me. Hannah rode me reverse cowgirl, bouncing on my dick like her mom had, watching Deana eat out Rachel.
And I had a better view too. Rachel's head twisted towards us, rocking and writhing on that carpet, clearly riding an edge too. Deana watched the two of us almost exclusively, her eyes half-lidded slits, her mouth and nose slick with Rachel's pussy juices. She caught me looking and arched an eyebrow, smiling, as if to ask, "Can you last?"
I realized in that moment I could. I gripped Hannah's ass with one hand and gave her a good spank. I alternated cheeks at random, loving the way her curvy taut ass bounced each time she slapped down on my thighs.
Finally, minutes later, she ground down harder on me, moaning, "Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhhh, ohohhh, Mom, Rachel... oh my God, oh fuck ahhhhhh!"
Her voice went high and I think she came, but I was not through with my Hannah yet. I pulled out of her and she nearly dropped forward into the position I wanted her, hands on her knees, panting her lust. She looked over her shoulder at me as I knee-walked to her and roughly pushed her shoulders down towards the carpet. She crossed her arms and thrust her ass up high in the air, wailing out, "Ohhhhh, FUCK!" when I drove deep into her sopping wet cunt.
While I drove in and out of her pussy, I licked my thumbs and teased her asshole with them. Over the last month she'd been wearing bigger and bigger plugs, readying herself for me. I don't know where the savage thought came from, but I wanted nothing more in that moment than to run and grab the lube and take Hannah's ass right in front of Deana, to own the last part of her virginity as her mother watched.
But not that day. That day, I pounded into Hannah from behind, manic thrusts that nearly drove her face-first into the carpet. She cried out her pleasure, then wailed it. "Niiiiiiiiiick!"
And then I could take no more. I had to have Rachel at the last. Had to finish inside her.
"Rachel. Are you on the pill?" I grunted.
"Yesss, but I want it, I want to be pregnant like Deana will be, is that okay?"
I didn't know if this was something she thought about or not before that insane day, but the thought of Deana and Rachel both pregnant and naked and in bed with me left me a roaring, mindless creature ready to explode. I yanked out of Hannah, only dimly aware of her dropping and making happy gurgling noises as she twisted onto her side and curled up to watch us.
Deana came away from Rachel's pussy, her face sloppy with the blonde's juices, and I kissed her, driving my tongue into her mouth. She pulled back and gasped, "Fuck her, baby, come inside her, make her ours."
I drove into Rachel. The blonde was so fucking tight she was almost virginal, and I kid you not, in about three thrusts, she came. But I was not done. I grabbed her legs and yanked them sky high, nearly bending her over backwards as I pounded into her sweet, tight cunt. This was sex on another level for me, primal, nothing contained, no dams in place. I fucked Rachel like I wanted to own that pussy, and I did in that moment, and for as long as we had together.
Her blonde hair spilled across her face, and Deana brushed it aside, leaning down to kiss her and coo at her. "Be ours, be ours, whatever happens tomorrow, you have to be a part of this."
Rachel looked dazed, her eyes unfocused, a smile unlike any I'd ever seen on her face. She looked like I felt when the anesthesiologist gave me something for the pain when I broke an arm once. "Yes," she said, her voice hoarse. "All of it. I want all of it."
She came again not long after, feet kicking in midair, all the energy sapped out of her. Hannah came to us, a hand on my shoulder, another on Rachel's mound. She and Deana looked across Rachel with trepidation, shyness, and maybe a little fear and realization of what they had just done in front of each other. But that was for later. For now, they stroked Rachel's skin, kissed her, took her hands.
Made her belong.
I came, and for a while, could register nothing, except the couch against my back as someone -- two someones -- helped me get my bearings. Then Rachel dropped beside me, and I finally stirred back to life, taking her hand as she leaned her head against me and nuzzled my shoulder.
Hannah and Deana stared at one another. Hannah raised trembling hands to her face, and started crying. "Oh my God, Hannah," Deana said. "I'm sorry. I let that get way out of control. I shouldn't... I shouldn't have started doing that right in front of you."
"Mom..." Hannah said.
"No, I'm a terrible mother," Deana said.
"No. Stop!" Hannah said. She stood up and started to snatch up her clothes off the ground.
"It won't happen again. We... we just had too much to drink and, and-"
"I hope it does," Hannah said, finally looking at all of us one by one, then finally settling on her mother. Her voice was hard, her words brittle. "Because I've been in love with you for the longest time."
Hannah fled, and all of us stared after her.
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"What did the doctor say?"
Brandon sat on the floor in the living room, his legs spread in a vee, his back to the couch. Between his knees was a plastic barrel full of pub mix, his favorite snack in the world. He grinned up at me, his smile the same despite the red in his eyes from crying.
I knew. I didn't want to consciously acknowledge it, but I saw those eyes and I was already shutting everything down.
"Dude, we got snack cakes, we got chips, we got everything."
I kicked his thigh. Not hard, just more or less nudging him "Shut up and tell me what the doctor said."
"And Mom bought us egg rolls and yakisoba noodles from Costco. It's gonna be sweet."
"Brandon..."
"I was thinking we watch all the Death Race movies on my tablet and we play Forza-"
"Stop!" I shouted. There was no joy to my voice. It was as close to angry as I'd come with him since we were thirteen and he got on my Bottlegenie social media page and told all the girls in my class I loved them. You couldn't get mad at Brandon. Well... Hannah could, but Hannah would get mad at an apple for not being an orange, so she didn't count.
He sighed with all the drama and theatricality he could muster, which was a lot. "All right, fine. They say I have a second butthole in my brain."
I couldn't do it. Because I could see the Brandon no one else could, not even his mom or his sister. I could see how terrified he was. It was in the way his hand twitched. The way his eyes wouldn't quite meet mine.
I walked out of his house. Less than a minute later, he called me, knowing I would answer because it was him, and I always would, no matter what.
"Get back here," he said, and now his voice was hoarse.
"Fuck you," I said morosely. "Tell me what's going on."
He sniffed and was quiet for a moment. Then, finally, "It's a lot easier to do this when you're not here but I don't want to tell you over the phone."
I was only as far as the driver's side of my car. "No more bullshit for a little while."
"Okay." The fact he didn't argue or crack another joke blasted the last of my defenses and I was crying before I walked in the Labine house again.
Then again, so was he.
He looked up at me. I held out a hand and he grabbed it, pulling himself upright so I could give him a monster hug. We didn't talk for a long, long time, and then I tried to give him all the old platitudes, that medical science was doing amazing things, that there were pills and surgeries and I'd been looking a lot of this shit up and it was going to be okay.
Like we were reading the script backwards, he told me quietly, "It's cancer."
"So it's not a second asshole in your brain?"
Startled, Brandon took a step back. And like that, eh grinned, and it was the old Brandon grin, big and toothy and still a little bit innocent, even if the guy had more girlfriends than even I did by that point.
Wisely, slowly, as to emphasize the importance of his words, "You gotta see the snacks. It's going to be the best weekend ever."
* * *
Now.
I woke in Hannah's bed, though she wasn't in it. She left the night before, fleeing back to the house she still shared with her roommates. I couldn't blame her, not after the revelations of the insane previous night. Not only had she and Deana come out as bi together to each other, but the four of us, including Rachel, our newest lover, had performed some pretty wicked shit in front of each other. Even that was nothing compared to what came after, when Hannah confessed to her mother that she was in love with her.
I was the first awake. After the marathon fuck session the night before, Deana and Rachel were both out for a while. I showered downstairs so as to not wake them up, changed, and thought about Deana's words.
"Let her have her space."
No. Fuck that. I wanted to see my Hannah.
I left a note for Deana and explained where I was going and that I needed to borrow her car. I stopped first at a bakery and bought a half-dozen donuts for her roommates as well as a much-needed coffee for myself.
Then it was on to Hannah's. Her roommates weren't up and moving but she had given me a key a couple weeks ago and I let myself in. A sleepy-eyed Lizzie poked her head out of one bedroom and I whispered, "Sorry, just sneaking in to see Hannah. Donut?"
Her sleepy irritation bloomed into a smile at that, and soon she was sitting at the kitchen table, poring over the selection while I rid myself of my coat and shoes and headed into Hannah's room.
She was still asleep, curled up on her side and facing me. Beautiful as ever, her honey blonde hair spilling across her pillow in tangled waves, her lips parted. I undressed down to my boxers and eased into bed behind her, knee-walking across the mattress.
She shifted and turned. "Nick..."
"We don't have to say anything. I just want to hold you for a while. But if you tell me to go, I will."
Instead, she pulled down the covers and I tucked in behind her. She twisted back into her original position, jutting her butt against me as I spooned her. I pulled the covers back up around us, marveling at how warm she was, how soft.
"Do you want to get married someday?" she asked me in the quiet morning.
I kissed her shoulder. "Sure."
* * *
My phone went off about two hours later. Hannah muttered at me but to get to it I was gong to have to do the same ninja crawl out of bed, so she fumbled out instead since she was closer and grabbed it out of my jeans. By then it had gone to voicemail.
"It's my mom," she said. "I guess I have to talk to her sometime, don't I?"
"Sometime," I agreed, "but probably not right now if you don't want to."
"No. I should." She looked at her door. "I'm going to get showered. Tell her... tell her we'll come by soon."
"Okay."
She looked at me again. "I meant it. Earlier. I want all four of us to be together, but you and me..."
"Yeah," I said, my throat working. "I'd like that too."
"Good. Propose to me someday. Not right now. But someday."
I laughed helplessly. "Okay. When?"
"Someday, Nick," she said, exasperated. The moment deflated, and she sagged. I went to her, phone still in hand, and hugged her tight. "How bad did I fuck up las night? Be honest."
I thought about that. Deana hadn't wanted to talk about her daughter's confession but she hadn't seemed mad about it either. And there was another thing, something I thought about a lot the night before. "Your mom was the first one to masturbate last night. Remember that?"
"Yeah, but..."
"I'm not saying it means what you hope. I don't know how she feels about that. But there were a lot of looks between you two, a lot of words that... yeah. I think she'll be all right with it. If not today, then eventually."
She squeezed me tighter. "Thanks. Love your butt."
"And I love yours. So, so much."
Hannah snickered as I squeezed the part in question and spun away. I watched her go, then sat on her bed and called Deana back.
Immediately when she answered, she asked, "Is she okay?"
"She's scared you're upset with her."
"No. I'm not upset. I don't know what I am. Lost, maybe."
"I hear you. We'll come by. She knows she needs to talk to you."
"Okay. But if she's more comfortable staying away for a while, you two be together."
You have to look after them, Brandon whispered in a memory. They're going to need you.
This definitely wasn't how he imagined it. I was sure about that.
"She wants me to propose someday."
Deana let out a chuckle that sounded, of all things, relieved. "Oh, that would be lovely."
"How's Rachel?"
"Just coming out of the shower."
Thinking of one of our first times together, I smiled. "Tomorrow you should introduce her to your bathtub, the same way you did me."
"Oooh, now that's an idea. See you two soon, I hope. But take care of my girl."
"Always. Love you."
"And I love you."
I hung up and dressed. When I emerged from the bedroom, Lizzie was drinking a cup of coffee and watching her tablet, earbuds in place. She smiled and pulled one out as I came into the kitchen to snag some coffee and a donut. We talked a little bit as I ate a maple bar, and by that point, Hannah came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a pink robe whose comfortableness I was familiar with firsthand.
Another roommate, Claire, joined us. When we finished the donuts, Hannah dressed and we got ready to go to Deana's again. I felt good and mellow. Things would be all right. I knew that in my heart. This drama between Hannah and Deana needed to play itself out for them to reach whatever they wanted to be.
And was I bothered by that? No. It would be a strange thing, certainly, but I had already accepted my love of Hannah and Deana as a part of who I was. It only made sense to me they would love each other too, not just as mother and daughter, but as something more. And Deana did love Hannah in that way, I was certain of that after the night before.
And Rachel! I had hoped and suspected she would become a part of this, but now it was almost a certainty. She had been the catalyst to the previous night's crazy passions, so I had zero doubt in my mind she was going to be okay with Deana and Hannah.
Of course there would be problems. This could never be made public. That would be easier with four of us, especially if Rachel and Deana played the couple as Hannah and I did. Behind the scenes, the four of us would be an item, but in the face of the world, that would have to be how we presented ourselves.
My mind should have reeled with all this -- not to mention the fact that both Deana and Rachel wanted kids from me -- but instead I felt a calm serenity. These were fires that could be dealt with, if we all worked together.
At the Labine home before Hannah made it to the front door, she stopped to brace herself. I wrapped her in my arms and kissed her forehead. She shivered against me.
"Everything will be all right," I murmured.
She nodded, sniffed, and we finally broke apart. She led the way in. Deana was just coming out of the kitchen, coffee mug in hand. In her haste to set it down, she nearly dropped it, the coffee sloshing over the edge and making her hiss. She ignored it though, and rushed towards her daughter.
"Oh baby, please don't ever run away again like that," she said.
"Mom..."
They hugged. And hugged. And hugged. At the top of the stairs, Rachel appeared in one of Deana's kimono-like robes. I gave her a wave and a smile, and she smiled back, pointing at the two of them and making a heart out of both hands. I left Deana and Hannah to talk, and headed up there.
"Everything okay?" she whispered to me.
"I think it will be."
I took her in my arms and kissed her. I wanted alone time with her, and I knew Deana and Hannah needed the same, so I guided Rachel backwards, one hand on the small of her back, the other working the sash of her robe. Her soft, musical laugh excited me, and I moved faster, now pushing her back to Deana's bedroom as the kimono dropped to the floor, leaving my gorgeous Rachel naked.
She squirreled away from me and I took some time to shed my clothes as she crawled onto the bed and waited for me. I couldn't help a long, hungry examination of every inch of Rachel's slim, trim body, from her long legs to her slim hips and waist. She licked her fingers and ran them down to her folds, still puffy from our fun the night before.
"When is your interview?" I asked, sliding onto the bed.
"Not for another three hours."
"Oh good. By the time I'm done with you, that'll give you, mm, five minutes to get there on time."
She laughed and coiled her arms around me as I loomed above her. We kissed, and really, that's all it was for a while, both of us just enjoying the press of the other's lips, her eyes dancing. She told me later she felt it too, a tranquility like everything wasn't just going to wind up okay, but already was. Neither of us had any real fear as to what was happening downstairs. It was all okay.
"Would you make love to me, Nick?" she asked. "Before it all gets wild again?"
I smiled and kissed her one more time. My answer came in the form of me slowly inching my way down her body, my beautiful Rachel. I stopped to kiss everything I wanted to, and that was a lot. I kissed the soft hollow of her neck. I kissed her shoulders. I kissed the sides of her breasts, the valley between, the large nipples. Those too I sucked and played with, but not for long. I was intent at that moment on her arms, which I picked up and kissed along in a fast blaze that left her giggling. Then came her fingers, and her wrists, and she wiggled when I finally turned my attention to her abs.
"You are incredible," I said.
"Mm, you are too," Rachel said as I kissed her stomach.
I took my time there, teasing my way slowly down left to right until I reached her mound. She watched me, idly sucking a finger and then tracing it around one of her nipples, teasing them into full hardness. When I finally arrived at her clit, she arched her back and let out a deeply contented sigh. I smiled and kissed her nub before settling in for a good, long oral session.
As I've mentioned, that house could be eerily quiet, but at times, the silence could settle itself around you in a cloak, making you feel like the world outside didn't exist. For us, that was the case now. As I ran gentle circles around Rachel's clit and teased her pussy lips with the lightest of laps, there was no time but what we had right then and there. Hannah liked to fuck. Deana liked to be fucked. But Rachel, I was to discover, liked things slow and easy.
Well. Generally.
My pace began to quicken, my tongue sliding down to Rachel's delicate folds as I drew out her pleasure with my fingertips at her clit. I took long laps of her pussy from the base to her hood, staring up at her cloudy eyes as she watched me, still teasing her nipples and sucking her fingers. I brought her to a slow, aching climax that way, not so much an explosion of pleasure as a distant rumble of it, thunder on the horizon. She pulled at my hair and I came up her body to kiss her and show her my need for her, my cock hard and resting between us.
She pushed at my shoulders until I wound up on my back. Rachel ground against my length, her wet pussy sliding along me and driving me crazy for her. She smiled sleepily down at me and finally guided me to her entrance, dropping with slow relish. Her eyes closed as I filled her, and she whispered, "Yes, ohhh, that's so good."
Two faces peered in at us from the hallway. Deana. Hannah. They'd both been doing some crying again, but neither of them looked upset now, wide grins on their faces. I curled a finger at them and they came in, both of them naked as the day they were born, their clothes in little piles down the hallway.
They crawled onto the bed, one on either side of me. Hannah rested on her side, nuzzling into my chest as she stared mostly at me, and occasionally up at Rachel as the blonde rocked atop me. Deana settled onto her back, one knee bent, a hand already going to her pussy. I turned my head to each one in turn, kissing them with all the gentleness I'd shown Rachel, and they kissed me back, passion flowing between the three of us.
"Are you two okay?" Rachel asked.
"Baby?" Deana asked Hannah.
Hannah giggled softly and pushed herself up onto one elbow. She leaned across me as Deana sat up too. They met halfway across my chest, their lips seeking each other out. Both Rachel and I drew a breath, but like me, she was entranced by this, not turned off.
They both moved up to kiss Rachel too. As their lips met, Rachel rocked faster on top of me. Not hard, not yet, but with a definite building rhythm. My attention was torn between the three of them. Hannah. Deana. Rachel.
Deana's hand went to Rachel's mound. After a moment, so did Hannah's. They kissed her, their lips at her cheeks, her shoulders, her neck, her arms. Their fingers worked her clit together, not quite figuring out a rhythm, but there was so much heart and heat in that moment it didn't really matter. Rachel was always going to get there.
When she was close, Rachel dropped low and kissed me, her hips moving on mine with growing need. I was enchanted by the hypnotic movements, so easy, so rhythmic, and the gray in her eyes held me captive. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight as her pace quickened and quickened. Behind her, Deana and Hannah trailed fingers across her ass and her back. No one really spoke, but everyone made noise, pants, soft sighs, moans. We filled the air until finally Rachel gasped, "Nick..."
I gripped her tighter and thrust up into her with more need, taking over for her as she lost herself to the moment. Her eyes closed and I murmured, "Look at me. Let me see your beautiful eyes when you come."
She opened them, her gaze locked with mine. Her back arched and she ground against me, her breath catching. Hannah and Deana kissed her skin, fingers still moving, and Rachel cried out. This time, her orgasm hit her hard, and she clenched up tight on top of me, her toes curling and fingers digging into her thighs.
She came, and though I wanted to hold on like the night before, I couldn't. There was too much of a charge. I held her tight and pumped up into her another minute, my teeth gritted, my hands all over her back and her ass. I came into her, grunting, "Rachel, oh shit, Rachel!"
"Yes, baby, yessss, let me feel you, oh God, I love that..."
I held her tight for a minute, but there were hands there prying my fingers away. Hannah. I told you at one point she could be a greedy lover and she took what she wanted now, Getting Rachel on her back as my cream still trickled from her pussy. Hannah dipped down and brushed her honey blonde hair out of her eyes before dropping her mouth to Rachel's pussy, licking me up. I twisted onto my back and Deana was there, climbing on top of me and dropping her pussy onto my face.
And like that, the atmosphere in the room changed. Rachel gasped and giggled when Hannah ran her tongue all the way down to the other woman's bud, then back up again to her button. Deana bounced away on my face, her hand locked with one of Rachel's. And I did what I did best, playing the parts they needed from me, enjoying myself in the pleasure of the others.
"Bring that butt up here so I can eat you out too, honey," Rachel said.
"Mmmmmmm, okay," Hannah said, and threw herself around until she was sitting right on Rachel's face, the same way her mother was doing to me. Mother and daughter leaned in to kiss each other noisily before Hannah tossed back her hair again and leaned down to devour Rachel's pussy in a sixty-nine.
I had pushed up Deana just far enough to take all this in, and she barked at me, "Man slut, you'd better not be slacking under MY roof."
"No, ma'am," I said, and pulled her down on top of me again to eagerly lick and lap at the hot mom's pussy.
"That's better," she sighed, bouncing on my jaw a little for good measure.
"Tell him who's boss, Mom," Hannah said under Rachel.
"He needs to be punished. Maybe I won't suck his cock," Deana said. "His yummy... big... cock."
"So yummy," Hannah agreed fervently.
Deana descended down onto me, enveloping my still-spent cock with her warm, wet mouth. She sucked me clean as I kept licking her pussy, running my thumbs over her bud and along her cheeks as I did. With a few minutes yet before I recovered, I was determined to make her come first, so I pulled her tighter against me, going for broke.
"Ohhhh, Nick," she gasped around me.
On the other side of the bed, Rachel moaned, "Hannah, girl, you are delicious."
"Mmank oo," Hannah said, her voice muffled against Rachel's own pussy. She came up for air. "You are too."
My cock soon started stirring again under Deana's care, and it wasn't long before Deana was bobbing away on me, sucking and slurping with unbridled enthusiasm. Her breathy moans came out of her with a delicious beat, tickling my dick and sending shivers up and down my spine. When she came, she ground so hard against me I couldn't breathe for a few seconds while she quaked on top of me, riding it out.



Just as I was starting to think about pinching her ass so I could get her to move, she lifted her hips and pulled her mouth off me with a flourished "mwah." Over her shoulder, she said, "I want to watch this and I know you do too. So take me from behind."
"You are bossy today," I said.
"Complaining?"
I grinned. "Not a bit."
She twisted so she was on her hands and knees perpendicular to Hannah and Rachel. I got behind her and gave her ass a playful spank.
I took her, my cock plunging deep and hard my first thrust. I didn't fuck anyone that day as hard as we fucked the day before, since we were all still sore and feeling it. But Deana came close to that wild frenzy. She bounced back against me, her big breasts keeping time in a way that kept distracting Hannah and Rachel both.
But the two of them were riding a sexual high too, and despite having already come, Rachel was starting to moan breathily in a not-quite-rhythm, her toes curling, her feet doing these cute little swirls.
"Ohhh, my baby, so beautiful eating her out..." Deana said. She reached out and Hannah took her hand and squeezed before returning her attention to Rachel's pussy.
"Can I, mmm, m-make a request?" Hannah asked, gasping as she dropped her hips against Rachel's mouth.
"Anything," Deana and Rachel both said at the same time, making Hannah giggle.
"I've been... getting ready for Nick to take my ass. He's going to be the first. Can that be how he finishes?"
"Oh fuck," Deana gasped.
"Yes, oh my God, yes," Rachel said.
Deana looked at me over her shoulder. "Are you ready for that, Nick? To take my... ohhhh, oh fuck... my daughter's nice and curvy butt?"
"Fuck yes," I grunted, trying to keep control. "And someday I'm going to do the same to you, Deana. And you too, Rachel."
"Yesss, ohhh, oh fuck, mmmm, take our asses," Rachel gasped.
"We're yours, and you're ours, baby," Deana said to me, her voice deep and breathy, her words punctuated by my thrusts.
"Yours," I said.
"Ours... and our pussies are yours... our mouths-"
"Ohhh, ohhh, I'm coming, I'm coming again," Rachel cried out.
"-our asses," Deana finished, bouncing harder back against me.
We watched as Rachel jerked underneath Hannah, her breath lost, her body electric. Finally she gasped, "Hannah, can't... sorry, I'm so sensitive after I..."
Hannah pulled away hastily. "It's okay, it's okay, don't apologize, I loved it, I loved watching you come."
"Get on your back, baby," Deana told her daughter. "I'm going to help you get there and then we'll help you get ready for Nick."
I froze. Rachel gaped at the two of them. Hannah stared at her mom, her eyes huge. "Are you... are you sure?"
Deana pulled free of me and came to her daughter. They kissed again. Both of them trembled with need and trepidation, their hands exploring each other's faces. Mother and daughter, the women I crushed so hard on, were about to cross a line they could never come back from.
Hannah slowly dropped back against her mother's pillows, her eyes still big and barely blinking. Her mother positioned herself between her knees, and looked over her shoulder at me. I came to her and slid back into her. She sighed with pleasure, then looked back at her daughter.
"Hannah, baby, I need to ask you one last time. Are you sure about this?"
"Are you?"
"Yes," Deana said emphatically.
"I love you, Mom. Not just... like a daughter."
Deana smiled, and it was one of the most beautiful smiles from one of the world's most beautiful women. Rachel brought a hand to her breast above her heart as Deana whispered, "I love you too."
And she dropped to lick her daughter's pussy.
Rachel came to me. I was too stunned to move for a while, just watching as Deana explored Hannah for the first time. Rachel's hand clutched mine, her attention on the pair too. "Oh wow," she whispered.
"Yeah," I said, and finally the motors in my brain fired up again. I began to pump into Deana, my throat working as I looked between Hannah's rapt face and Deana's curvy bottom rocking back to meet my cock.
With my other hand still clasping Rachel's, I gripped Deana's waist. I don't know how long we spent like that, all of us swaying together, thrusting, licking, or in Rachel's case, exploring. She was not idle, but kept mostly to light touches of all three of us, her fingers dragging across backs, breasts, faces, butts. She looked as shocked as I felt, but later, all of us agreed that this was right. Maybe not by society's standards. But we loved one another and that was enough for us.
Deana had to shift positions, and I got her on her back, her knees bent. Hannah dropped down on top of her face, watching me with adoring eyes. At my command, Rachel straddled Deana's torso, the object of a lot of fawning and touching by both Hannah and myself. It would take us some time to figure out the machinery of a four-way, to learn that it worked best if we squared off into partners, but in those earliest moments, there was an exuberance that made up for our lack of experience.
We loved, and were loved. It was the beginning of something strange and wonderful and dangerous.
Deana came, and soon, so did Hannah.
Hannah looked up at me, smiled, and said, "I'm ready."
I pulled out of Deana, and she twisted onto her knees beside us as Rachel did the same on the other side. Deana, quietly, said, "Rachel, keep him hard. I'll be right back."
Rachel came to me and stroked me as we kissed. Hannah watched, snuggling tighter into the bed until her mother came back with a bottle of lube, towels, and wipes. She disappeared again and came back with a bowl of hot water.
"Turn over, baby," she told Hannah. "I'm going to get you ready for him."
She and Hannah laid out the towels, and Hannah rested on them, arms folded beneath her chin. She shivered when her mother's lubed fingers slid around her ring, but laughed when Deana spanked her butt.
The good humor slipped away as Deana slid her fingers into her daughter, testing her, getting her ready for me. Then, finally, she came to me and Rachel took the lube to get me ready too.
"This first time, maybe she should be on top," Rachel suggested. "That way she can control how deep you go."
"Good idea," Deana said. "Nick, sit on the edge of the bed, please."
"Okay," Hannah said, "but sometime I really want to try it this way too."
"Don't let us talk you out of it," Rachel said. "If this is how you want it, that should be your decision."
Hannah thought about it, looked at me, and got back on her hands and knees. "I trust Nick," she said simply.
And with that, we were ready. She was tight, but with the plugs she had been practicing with, she accepted me without pain, just a new kind of pleasure. I went slow, no more than an inch or so deep, and I pulled out and used a lot more lube, again at Rachel's coaching. Both she and Deana stroked Hannah's sides until my girlfriend, ever the taker, grumbled, "I wanted one of you under me eating my pussy when this happened."
I laughed and pulled back. Deana practically pushed Rachel down onto the bed, and Hannah repositioned herself over our beautiful blonde girlfriend. Slowly we started back up again, this time with Rachel licking Hannah's pussy.
It was sweet, and it was fun, and it was more than a little dirty. Hannah came fast, the dual sensations driving her to a high-keened explosion of breath, I wasn't far behind, and in the end, it was Deana's eyes I held. I mouthed the words, "Thank you." She came to me, kissed me gently, and whispered in my ear, "Always."
* * *
I helped Brandon stand up and onto his bed. He wouldn't meet my eyes and I didn't like the vacant look to his face. I didn't know how to tell him it was okay.
He settled back onto the fresh sheets and pads I laid down for him. "Could you help me scoot up a bit?" he asked, his tone lifeless.
"Yeah. Of course."
"Don't pity me."
"I..." I wanted to say I wasn't, but that wasn't true, was it? I guess I was, and it shamed me too. "Sorry."
He laughed weakly. "No, I'm sorry. Where's my phone?"
It was a question I heard now at least fifteen times an hour. I ran and grabbed it from the bathroom, nearly slipping and falling on all the water we left behind. I dropped a couple of thick towels down and pushed them around with my feet. When the worst of the water was cleaned up, I jogged to toss the towels in the dryer. The sheets and his clothes were still going in the washer. Hannah and Deana would be back any minute, and I had no idea how I was going to explain things. Brandon had been so embarrassed. He didn't want either of them to know, and I couldn't blame him, even if I didn't care. I just wanted my friend to be okay.
"Nick?" he called.
"Coming," I yelled back. I hurried back to him and winced when I saw my wet footprints and the trails of the wheelchair tracking across the carpet from the bath to the bedroom. I'd need to try to towel those away as best I could too.
I came back and he was trying to sit upright. "I lost my phone," he said.
"I got it, man, I got it right here," I said. I held it out and he dropped back, his muscles quivering from the effort. That afternoon he seemed so lively and energetic, and got around the house just fine. Hannah and Deana wouldn't have left us if it didn't seem like one of his good days. But now he looked frail, gray, and childlike. Christ, he'd lost so much weight.
"I'm sorry," he said for the millionth time.
"It's okay. You'd do the same for me. I'm just glad your mom and Dr. Pain showed me how to help you out." Dr. Pain was Brandon's not-quite-joking nickname for his physical therapist, who was just about a licensed torturer in his opinion.
"Yeah." He reached a trembling hand out to his blankets, but couldn't make his fingers pincer them. "Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!" he shouted. I reached for the blankets but he glared at me. "Don't. I can get it, I can just wriggle my... my..." He grunted in frustration, the word "hands" gone to him for a moment before he shouted it. "Hands! My hands!"
And he dd. He slid one under the blankets and used his arm like a big spatula, flipping the blankets halfway across his body. Still glowering at me, he wiggled into place and finally relaxed. I didn't mind the anger. I welcomed that shit. Anger, I understood. Anger meant he was fighting.
We didn't say much. I hit play on the movie we'd been watching before all this and I stared at the screen. Tony Labeoux, Mercenary Attorney. It was, up to that day, one of my favorites, but any time I'd watch it after that, I would think of that night and want to cry. Well into my thirties and forties, I couldn't stand thinking about it. It wasn't Brandon's helplessness. I couldn't explain that properly to him. It was the cancer, taking everything from him. From us. I felt so old, but I was only nineteen. And Brandon was even younger.
"Fuck you, cancer," I snarled.
"Eat a dick, cancer," he said. "Where's my phone?"
"I got your goddamn phone right here," I said, hoisting it up and showing it to him.
"Am I asking a bunch again?"
"All night, ya shithead."
He laughed, and it was a good sound. Maybe tinged with exhaustion and a hint of shyness after what we just had to endure together, but it was a Brandon laugh, full-bodied. We didn't get those enough.
Finally I looked at him. "I don't give a crap about having to help you."
"I know. But it still sucks."
"Yeah. It does. But if it needs to happen again, I'm here."
He slowly waved a hand in front of his face, then slowly, with great concentration, he made a fist and grimaced. "Finally." He reached for the covers again and this time pulled them tighter around himself without any trouble. A few minutes passed, and I thought he was asleep. I was going to go steal an orange from the fridge when he said, "I saw you looking at mah ding-dong in the shower."
I cracked up. "You wish."
"It's all right. Who could blame you? It's too big not to stare at."
"I don't think an inch is all that big."
"Huge," he continued on. "It's like God stuffed a couple of bowling balls and a two-by-four down my pants. Elephants look at me and go, 'Damn, dude.'"
"Jesus," I said. And I laughed. I laughed until it wasn't laughter anymore, but something more terrible, because I knew that there weren't going to be a lot of laughs left between us, and no one in this world could make me laugh like him. We had always brought out the best in each other, and without that, I didn't know who I would be, and it scared me.
He couldn't sit up, not that day, but he pushed himself far enough he could put a hand on my back. "Hey. Come on. Stop."
"I can't, I can't, I just..."
"You can. My f... f... f..." His face went sour, and then he tried again. "It'll be okay. Someday your balls will drop and you'll have one to play with too. So don't cry, little cowboy."
That got a real laugh out of me. I brushed his hand away, and muttered, "Asshole."
* * *
Rachel got the job, because of course she did. Two months after that crazy weekend, and she would be ours forever.
But there was other big news too. Three weeks after Rachel left us to go back home, Deana took a certain test and discovered she was pregnant. I was going to be a father. Deana was going to be a mother again. And Hannah would have a brother or a sister.
A few days before Rachel moved, I was going to work a morning shift and fly out in the afternoon to help her pack her things into a moving truck and bring her home. I borrowed Deana's car that day, because there were two places I wanted to visit before I drove back home to shower and get ready for the flight.
The first was my parents'. Like the last time I came to visit, Dad was in his chair, watching the TV at a volume loud enough to split the earth. When I entered, he looked up at me, a certain residual sullenness still in his eyes. We hadn't made up yet from our fight, but I was ready to move on. I didn't know if he felt the same way until I held up the bags of sandwiches and chips I brought from work. His look changed. He seemed lost in that moment, or maybe that's just me projecting. I don't know. He didn't stop the movie, and we didn't say much to each other, but he took some food. Mom and I ate outside, sitting in old plastic chairs and watching the squirrels chase each other. We talked about her neighbors, and my relationship with Hannah, and little things.
And it was okay. We would heal.
One more stop, and you know where it was.
The weather was well and truly warm, a slight breeze the only reminder of the bitter chill of the long winter. Flowers were already starting to poke up through the earth and everything felt right on the verge of bursting open with color. Terribly cliched for the end of a story like this and the beginning of a new chapter in my life, I know, but it was the truth, and it comforted me.
I had time, so I sat by his gravestone and dug out my phone. On it were pictures of the baby, still such a small nubbin it could hardly be seen in the picture, but it was there.
"So weird news," I said. "I, uh, kinda got your mom pregnant. And Hannah's getting baby crazy too. So.. you know, that's something." Silence, but I grinned like he made a joke anyways, because I knew he would have. "Even bigger news? They finally released Knife of Brauntar on phones and I got half an hour to kill."
I started up one of Brandon's favorite games, but I never made it farther than the main menu music. I set the phone beside me, and stared out at the rows and rows of people's sons, daughters, mothers, fathers. I looked out at beauty and terrible sorrow and I thought of my best friend's laughter.
I wondered what my child's would sound like.
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It was hard to justify buying the lake house even if I had no reason to feel guilty about it. That's the joy of coming up poor. You analyze every purchase, big or small, and even if, say, a late spring snowfall caved in half your damn rental, it's hard to justify buying anything that isn't strictly necessary.
Still, I needed a new home, and the books were doing astonishing numbers. Four years of peddling paperbacks at craft fairs and vendor shows on my days off finally netted me a conversation with the right person, a bigwig editor taking a break from visiting her father in a local hospital. I didn't even try to sell her on the books. That was the amazing thing. We talked about the hospital, and my own experiences with my grandparents there. She picked up one of my books mostly as an idle gesture. The covers were crap, designed by yours truly to save me a few hundred bucks I couldn't afford. I screamed "desperate indie author" and I knew it, so my expectations were nil and none.
But when she started reading the blurb on the back, she cracked the book open. That was a good sign. People usually bought and liked one of my books if I could get them to read a few paragraphs. That was always the tricky part though. I was not a salesman. I was a writer. In this day and age, you have to be both to be successful.
She liked what she read, and bought all five of the books in the series, along with my standalones. Her name was Clarice Portman, and meeting her that day changed my life forever.
Now I was a bona fide bestseller just two years after her company published one of my new novels. Two more since then kept me in good toilet paper and lunchmeat from the deli, not from a plastic sleeve. The real serious money, the lake house money, came from my back catalog. I used my first check from the publishing company to buy the old books new covers and sales skyrocketed and never came down. I was still amazed by that, and to be honest, I always thought the axe was going to fall. Someone at the publishing house was going to realize they made a mistake, or the lawyers were going to charge my house en masse and tell me I had to surrender half the zeroes in my bank account. But no, this was real, and when Mother Nature decided to take a wet cold number two on my rental and collapse the roof, I realized I didn't have a landlord at all anymore.
Living near Overlark Lake had always been a dream of mine since I was a kid. A cousin of a cousin of a cousin owned a small cabin-style home up there and we used to go out sometimes on the weekend and fish from his dock. I loved it, even if the distant relative fifty times removed didn't really like all us kids much and only tolerated us because my mom, though unlicensed at the time, helped him with his taxes.
In any case, I loved that lake. It's about twenty or thirty miles long, with a half-dozen smaller lakes dotting the pine-laden landscape all around it along with streams chock full of brookies. It's only started to become popular, a blessing in this day and age when real estate developers hear "water" and snap up the land, which I guess I contributed to, but I was something of a native in that I only lived half an hour away to start with, so I didn't feel too guilty about it.
The real estate agent who showed me around told me I was making a "great investment," and that I could flip any house I bought in just a few years for huge profits. I didn't care about that. I cared about an office with a view of the woods or the water -- or both, preferably -- and a modern kitchen with plenty of counterspace. If you've never had counterpace, it's orgasmic. I cared about walking paths and birds and squirrels and deer. I cared about quiet and solitude, and growing old somewhere my soul could rest easy.
There were three move-in ready houses. The first I dismissed out of hand because it was so big. Four bedrooms? I didn't need that many. But it did have a killer view of the lake from one of them, and it was the house I kept thinking about when I was shown the others. The price tag was at the severe high end of my budget, and if there were other buyers interested who offered above the asking price, I was sunk. But in a few weeks, while I was talking to my agent, I got another call. The house was mine, if I was still interested.
I definitely was.
* * *
Move-in weekend was something else. I walked through that house a dozen times, a big stupid grin on my face. It would take time to fill it up with furniture but I didn't mind that. I had a bed, a desk, a computer, and some odds and ends I picked up during my temporary stay in a one-bedroom apartment. It was enough for now.
That was about the end of May. Although I bought the place to get more work done in the peace and quiet of Overlark, I don't think I wrote more than a hundred words a day that first month. I was too busy getting in touch with something I needed on a primal level, nature and woods and, yes, even the clouds of mosquitos and horseflies the lake attracted.
I walked everywhere, and I mean everywhere. There was an actual small town called Overlark too, a couple miles from my place. I walked there often for lunch at one of the few restaurants or for groceries. In the evening, when it cooled some, I would take a nice long walk down random dirt roads, getting to know my neighbors and the area. One evening, I walked way too far and my flashlight died, so I cheerily stumped down the highway back home until a deputy picked me up. After a chiding about being prepared and the dangers of wildlife even at that hour, we ended up cruising the back roads most of his shift so he could show me some prize walking paths I never would have known about.
A house relatively close to me stood empty until mid-to-late June. Then it filled with lively young women who, judging from their youthful looks and well-developed curves, must have been college-aged or so. When I say they were partiers, I don't mean they had a bunch of people there at night. But the lights were frequently on there well past midnight, and music spilled from their place constantly.
You might think that annoyed me, but it didn't. The houses were spread out far enough I could barely hear the noise over the lake, and to be honest, I didn't exactly mind the thought of a bunch of young hot women living that close. I didn't creep on them or anything, but seeing them on occasion through the trees made for nice idle fantasies and fuel for my books. It would have stayed that way had I not been out for a walk one day and one of them called my name.
Or a nickname, anyways, one I hadn't heard for a long time.
* * *
I was back at the writing grindstone, chewing my way through the latest in a steamy suspense series. As always, I knew where I wanted the characters to go and a few critical scenes, but I was struggling with a too-perfect villain and a too-perfect scene where he trapped the leading couple in an abandoned toy store. The easy solution would be to knock down the number of bad guys in the scene, but it didn't make a lot of sense given the build-up involved a big car chase scene. Half those numbers suddenly disappearing didn't work. At worst, I could whittle down the car chase but every instinct in me told me that was the wrong move. I read and reread that scene a dozen times and I liked it the way it was. But the toy store... now that was the issue.
It was a problem I was chewing on as I went for one of my countless nature walks, the air pregnant with the threat of rain but me ignorant to it, lost in my thoughts and the notepad and pen I held loosely in one hand. This time, I was on a path that led all around the lake, one of the best maintained of the bunch. It was a favorite for joggers and bikers, and when I heard the unmistakable pounding of dirt behind me, I moved to one side.
"You'd better get out of the way, old man. Don't want to knock you over."
Old man? "Who the hell...?" I asked, and turned.
The young woman jogging stunned me into trailing off. Much as I'd love to say I noticed her face first, she was dressed to show off her curves in tight, ridiculously skimpy running shorts and a sports bra with straps crisscrossing her bouncy chest. She carried a comfortable amount of thickness that I loved in women, not fat, but with full hips and a soft stomach I would have loved to use as a pillow.
I couldn't help staring, and then finally my eyes traveled up to her equally stunning face. Her long nose was its defining feature. It gave her character, a lovely flaw in a lovely face. It hit me. I knew that nose, and those dark eyes but I couldn't put a name to the face, nor could I remember the context in which I'd seen her before. At one of the diners, maybe? I was friendly with a lot of people there but no one would have called me "old man" with such teasing familiarity.
Her sly smile widened at what must have been the most flustered expression of my entire life. That smile brought about a memory. Two, actually. A teenager five or six years who used to jog on my street, trying to lose weight at the same time I was trying to do the same. She used to babysit for friends of mine, and had glasses then, and braces, and her nose had been far too big for her face, but now she'd grown into it. God, how she'd grown into it.
"My God, Eva?" I asked.
"You got it!" she said and stopped just shy of me. Her hand went to her long, dark hair reflexively. I liked the stylish threads of dishwater blonde streaking one side but badly wanted to see it freed from her ponytail. What was I thinking? Eva was still at least ten or twelve years younger than me. "I thought maybe you didn't remember."
"Not at first."
I was dumbstruck into silence again. Jesus, had so much time passed? I thought at first it was five years, but now that I thought about it, it had to be seven or so. She must be... twenty-one or twenty-two now. Far too young for my thirty-three, but my body was going to respond to her good looks whether she was taboo or not.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I shouldn't be staring but... wow. I can't believe I'm looking at the same person."
That sly grin was going to give me all sorts of inspiration, her white teeth gleaming behind the soft pink lips I wanted to explore.
Jesus, get ahold of yourself, I thought.
"It's all right," she said. "Last time you saw me I was still fighting to get in shape."
"I'd say you won." I shook my head. "What am I saying? What am I doing? How are you? What the heck are you doing here?"
"Oh! I'm your neighbor! For at least a few weeks."
"You're with the college girls," I said.
"That's right. It's Cheyenne's place. Her parents, really, but you know."
"I don't. I haven't introduced myself to them yet. But don't tell me you've been living here this whole time and I didn't notice."
"No, no, it's-"
About then, the rain started to fall. We both glanced up, and she groaned. I said hastily, "I'm closer, if you want to get out of this rain."
"Please!" she said.
We ran for it. I wondered if she was uncomfortable coming to a relative stranger's house dressed like that, a single man no less, but she didn't seem to mind, especially not in that rain. It was like God was dropping water balloons on us, fat drops that smacked our bare skin even through the pines.
I kept my lakeside door unlocked when I was walking and we charged inside, Eva laughing, me trying not to stare at her spectacularly curvy ass in those shorts. I turned and shut the door just as the thunder started. It was just a dull rumble but it would intensify fast. I don't know why but thunderstorms always sounded so much louder out there in the middle of nowhere.
"I love the storms here," she said breathlessly, tugging her hair free of her ponytail. The way the frizzled locks spilled down her back and across her shoulder drew my eyes, and I was in some serious need of cooling down or else I was going to embarrass myself in front of her.
"Uh, let me get you a towel," I said. "Do you want to call your friends and let them know where you are?"
"Why? Wait, are you the Jason Vorhees of Overlark?"
"No, uh, beautiful young woman, weirdo older man in his thirties..."
"Weirdo," she mimicked me as we removed our shoes. "Mr. Bartlett, I saw you roll around on the Iverson's lawn with their puppies. I think I'm pretty safe."
I laughed. "I forgot about the Iversons."
"Did you know she's a pastor now?"
"I did. In, what, Arizona now, right?"
"That's it."
That entrance led into the ground-floor basement, which sounds like an oxymoron, but the house sat on a severe slope. "Wow," Eva said, looking around down there. I loved a good workout as a break from writing and kept my free weights and a rowing machine in a corner down there. That was about it for the moment. "If you are a serial killer, this is the perfect murder room."
"I was thinking I'd turn it into a library, but buying the place pretty much cleaned me out so it has to wait. Not a lot of furniture upstairs either."
"I like the idea of filling it up slowly," she said, running her hand over an exposed beam. "Make a home out of it, and give all the stuff meaning."
"Hang on, I need to write that down if you don't mind me stealing it for a book someday."
"Oh yeah! Congratulations on the books! Holy crap, that's awesome."
"Thanks," I said, and threw down what she said about filling the house slowly. "Your parents were one of the first ones to buy one of my paperbacks back when I was just getting started in the indie world. That always meant something to me. How are they doing?"
I headed towards the stairs and she followed me. "They're good. Living in LaBelle now."
We made small talk like that. Upstairs on the first floor, she took a seat on my couch, and I brought her both a towel and a throw. She thanked me and rubbed her hair and shoulders down with the towel while I grabbed some water for her and started the electric kettle for tea. When I returned to her, she was texting someone and finished it up quick.
"Letting Cheyenne and the others know I'm not out in this weather," she said, and slid her phone back into an armband holster. "I love, love, love this house. Is it just you here? I heard about Hayley."
"Oh jeez, that's been a while," I said. Hayley was my girlfriend before Eva and her family moved out of the neighborhood and Pike Bridge in general. "And yeah, it's just me."
"I can't believe she'd cheat on you. She seemed so much nicer than that."
"Yeah, it took me by surprise too," I said, and shrugged. "The truth is though we'd been heading towards a breakup. I think walking in on her like that, it was kind of a relief."
"You two were together a long time."
"Yeah, three years."
"Well, I still think she's a bitch."
I laughed. "Kind of hard to reconcile the girl who apologized for saying 'damn' to me once and you."
"Oh, I swore a ton. I still do, under the right circumstances."
Wait, was that... was Eva flirting with me? Nah. No way. Of course not.
Right?
"How about you?" I asked. "Got a guy in your life?"
"No, not for a while now. I had a steady boyfriend my sophomore and junior year, but we wanted different things. How about you?"
"No one for a while," I said, and that was true. I had some fun dates and a few flash-in the-pan relationships but no one had really snagged me in a while and the last couple years had me focused on my publishing deal and writing, "But you. You were saying you're staying here the next few weeks?"
"Oh right! Yeah. Cheyenne's parents own that place. She's working this summer at a horse ranch about ten miles north of here, so they're letting her stay there. It's a pretty good-sized place too so Cheyenne invited a few of us to come stay. We all go to college together." She shook her head and gave me a sheepish grin. "Or we did, anyways. I graduated."
"Oh hey, congratulations. And here I was thinking to myself if you were a freshman or a sophomore."
She laughed. "No, bit older than that. Twenty-two. Anyways, I'm going to be starting at CovetCo in a few weeks. I'm living it up here and trying to find a place to stay long-term."
"Oh wow, CovetCo?" I asked. CovetCo was one of the biggest up-and-coming big retailers, notable because unlike other competitors they didn't allow third-party sellers and kept a rein on the price of everyday goods. They weren't saints, but they also weren't selling six rolls of paper towels for twenty dollars like their competitors
The electric kettle flicked off and I stood. "What are you going to be doing for them?"
"Translation work. Spanish, French, and Portuguese. That was my major, Portuguese. I planned on getting a business degree but my advisor found out I was fluent in Spanish and trying to learn French. She told me how much translators can make, at least until technology makes us irrelevant." She shrugged. "Same as everyone, I suppose."
"Amazing," I said. "I always knew you were bright, but that's incredible."
I poured oolong tea for both of us and offered her lunch. She confessed she was starving. I started to pull the stuff out to make some Philly cheesesteaks, which was what I'd been planning for lunch anyways, then paused when my hand landed on the hoagie rolls.
"You okay to have carbs? I don't want to wreck your diet or anything."
By that point she was leaning against the countertop, and when I looked back at her, I had the strongest urge to lift her up onto it, spread her legs, and take her. I fought it down.
"I appreciate that. I went through a whole no-carbs thing my last couple years of high school and I was miserable with it. I found out I do better in moderation. All I had this morning was some yogurt and fruit, so I'm all yours." She hastily added, "I mean, I'm all good. I'm... I can have... you know what I mean."
"Glad I'm not the only one stammering here."
She laughed nervously. "Yeah, I'm all over the place today. Were you working on something on your walk? A new book?"
"Yeah, notes for a scene I'm trying to hammer my way through. It's not going so great. I wrote the heroes into a corner they can't escape from."
To ease her nerves -- and yeah, okay, my own too because holy hell Eva was an incredibly sexy young woman -- I rambled on about the scene I was writing and the buildup. By the time I finished, I had the roast beef finely chopped and frying in a pan along with some onions and we'd both finished our tea. Eva flicked on the kettle again for more, then looked at me, shy and nervous again.
"Um, is that all right, Mr. Bartlett?"
"Alex, please. And make yourself at home." Thunder boomed and I winced. "As long as we have power, anyways."
I put the hoagies in the toaster oven to crisp up a little. Eva watched, and said, "You know... that toy store, are you basing that on Gilbert's?"
"I am! Good catch." Gilbert's was a big toy store in New Bainbridge, an hour's drive from Pike Bridge, the small community where Eva and I were both from. It closed its doors around twenty years ago and had never been bought or demolished, leaving it the source of a lot of gossip and ghost stories. It was a really cool building, with Roman-esque columns built halfway into its walls and topped with a gigantic metal structure festooned with a cartoon cowboy and a dinosaur. It wasn't as scary as it sounds, but I planned on fictionalizing it a great deal to make it seem almost apocalyptic.
"If that's the case, and you wanted your people to have an escape route, what putting a small building on the back end, towards the employee parking lot? Then you could have the heroes climb up to the second floor and jump out on top of that. Then they'd only have to deal with a few bad guys, maybe take one of their cars, and they're gone."
The solution was simple and elegant. I gaped at her and muttered, "Gordian Knot" before darting for my notepad and scribbling that down. She laughed throatily and pulled the buns from the toaster oven before they could burn.



We ate, and caught up some more. The storm did its damnedest to silence us, and then, just as fast as it came on, it was over. The sun broke through, and apart from the damp earth outside, it was like it had never happened. We moved outside, standing on the deck and talking a few minutes more. I didn't want Eva to go. It was more than her good looks. I was having a pleasant time, and our conversation flowed far more naturally than any I had in years. Still, she had her life, and I had mine, and soon enough I was seeing her down the stairs back to the path down to the lake and her own home.
"Don't be a stranger," she said.
"Same to you. If you need anything, you know where I am."
I watched her go. The way her ass jiggled in those jeans, I couldn't help but think of her on her hands and knees, me thrusting into her, that ass rippling. She must have sensed my eyes lingering on her, because she looked over her shoulder...
...and smiled.
* * *
I spent that entire afternoon hammering out the scene pretty much as Eva suggested, the words flowing out of me to such a degree I forgot to stop and stretch, and went to bed that night with a cramp in my back and neck. My sleep, as you can imagine, was full of images of a certain long-nosed, full-bodied beauty smiling at me.
Ever since I started getting into working out again in my mid-twenties, mornings had always been my ideal time to do it. Back then, it was because of my schedule. I commuted from Pike Bridge to the city to work a boring office job, and by the time I got home at night, I was too drained with it all to get in much of a workout. So instead, on the advice of my brother, a health nut, I tried working out first thing in the morning. To my surprise, it worked. I had lots more energy for the drive, I came into work feeling happier, and it led eventually to me dropping a good thirty or forty pounds.
Now I worked out religiously in the cool mornings. Sometime after seven, I was doing half-kneeling presses with my kettlebells, a fine sheen of sweat on me. Whereas I'd once been what could conservatively be called chubby, I now leaned more towards... well, lean. I wasn't shredded -- I liked food way too much for that -- but I had a nice, solid pad of muscles. I could probably stand to get in more cardio, and now I had the perfect excuse in Eva and her college friends, if they liked to jog too.
That thought led to another. I wanted to see her again, and I really did owe her a thank you for helping me with that scene the day before. I could combine the two, I thought, and I knew how. She liked the tea the day before, and mentioned she once had an electric kettle but it was lost in a move. So once I finished up my workout and showered, I decided a drive into Pike Bridge was in order.
What was supposed to be a quick trip ended up being a few hours. I picked up groceries I couldn't get out in the countryside, had an impromptu breakfast with my brother and his wife, and spent the bulk of my time trying to track down an electric kettle, which I wound up finding at the hardware store, of all places. While I was there, Ross Walsh, the manager, pointed out to me that it was the Fourth of July in just days, and hey, didn't I need a barbeque?
I did, I decided, and we crammed it into the back of my Jeep. By that point, I was feeling good and mellow, and decided it was late enough in the day I could drop in on Eva and her friends without waking anyone up.
The funny thing about the lake homes was that I could walk and tell you pretty much where and how far anyone's home was. But driving, I got all mixed up. Even if I knew Eva's house was just four or five houses from mine, I thought it was a longer drive than that, and wound up having to turn around.
When I did pull into their driveway and parked behind a pastel blue Beetle, I was greeted in the best possible way. The house, like mine, had a wraparound porch that encompassed three sides, and like mine, it had a set of stairs leading down to the driveway. Down those stairs came Eva in the tiniest -- and I mean tiniest -- pair of denim cutoffs I'd ever seen, along with a cropped cherry red top that made her bounce in ways that seemed to defy gravity.
Fuck me. I should have bought another bottle of lotion because whether or not it was moral, I was going to need it that summer.
Until that moment, I wasn't sure if I was being too stalkerish or clingy or whatever, but her smile was wide and genuine, and as I stepped out, she said, "Alex! Hey!"
"Hey," I said. She came to me and gave me a hug, no doubt as a means to kill me by heart attack. Her nipples were very stiff, and there was a very distinct lack of a bra between us. Fuck fuck fuck, absolutely no chance I wasn't going to stiffen. When she pulled back, I fought the urge to clear my throat. "I, ah, I wanted to say thank you for your help yesterday walking through that scene with me. So I got you a thank you gift."
"Ohhh, you didn't have to do that."
"It's nothing big. I needed to run to Pike Bridge anyways so I picked you up an electric kettle and a tea assortment."
"Ohhh, thank you! That's perfect."
I heard a French door slide open as I dug in the back for the tea and the kettle. When I turned back to Eva, another young woman was coming down the steps, also in a crop top and in creamy shorts that didn't do much less to hide her thighs than Eva's. And fuck me, she was just as busty, with deep brown skin and frizzy hair that came down to her shoulders. She had huge eyes, and I don't mean that as innuendo, though her breasts were certainly plentiful too. Those eyes danced as she grinned wide.
"Is this him?" she asked.
"This is him," Eva said. "Alex, Cheyenne. Look, he got me a kettle!"
Cheyenne's smile became quizzical. "A... kettle?"
"Ah, she mentioned she lost hers in a move, so I thought since she seemed to like her tea... yeah, kind of dumb."
Eva smacked my arm as she cradled the kettle to her breast with the other. "Don't you say that. I love it. Really. I do."
"Oh, I didn't mean... that's me, always ruining a moment," Cheyenne said. "But I'm glad she finally came over and said hello. Took her long enough."
"Cheyenne!" Eva said, blushing hard.
"Uh," I said, utterly floored at what I imagined I was hearing. "Sorry?"
"Oh, she has a big-time crush on you."
"Cheyenne!" Eva said again, more sharply, but her friend reached out and covered her mouth playfully and kept going.
"When her parents told her you were living out here now, she practically begged me to come stay so she could say-"
"Oh my God, Cheyenne!"
"Wait. She told me..." I said.
"Oh, I know what she told you," Cheyenne said, grinning wide. "We have gone through a serious battery shortage in this house since she came here."
Eva darted for the house, clutching her tea kettle the whole way. She turned around at the door, and bellowed, "I'm going to murder you."
"No, you're not. You'd go the next three weeks without getting your thighs around his yummy head, and you'd regret it the rest of your life." Cheyenne eyed me up and down as Eva yanked open the door and stormed inside. "She has had a thing for you for forever. When you got famous, we never heard the end of it."
"I... Eva? Really?"
"Oh come on. Don't tell me you don't have a little something for her too."
"She was my neighbor's kid."
"She's not anymore. And I don't think anyone would drive an hour one way to pick up a gift like that for someone who wasn't on his radar."
"Ah jeez," I said, my cheeks burning.
"Listen, she's not crazy or anything. I don't mean she came out here to stalk you. She came out here because she wanted to shoot her shot. If that's really not what you want, let her down gentle. Okay? She's my best friend and... she deserves the best. To be happy. So just be sweet to her."
"I... I will. Uh. Do you all have plans for Fourth of July?"
She laughed. "Oh yeah. Margaritas, bikinis, watching the fireworks. Why?"
"I just bought a barbeque, because how do you live on the lake without one? I was thinking burgers and ribs, if you and your friends are interested."
"And Eva."
"Yeah, if she's not too embarrassed."
"She won't be. She's shy, but she didn't put on those shorts this morning just to hang out with us."
"You mean..."
"You, Mr. Writer Man. She was hoping you'd come by, or she'd see you on a walk again." With that, Cheyenne turned and sashayed her way to the house, her own ass nearly as tempting and juicy as Eva's. She looked over her shoulder at me and winked.
A bottle of lotion? Fuck, I was going to need gallons.
* * *
Without knowing how to reach out to Eva and tell her she didn't need to be embarrassed, I let her make the next move, and it came sooner than I expected. That night, I was having a beer out on the deck and listening to the crickets and other wildlife, along with the faint music drifting to me from what had to be Eva's place. My closest next-door neighbors were grilling something that smelled damn good, and I was just thinking about testing out my own barbeque when I got an email ding on my phone.
I glanced at it and smiled. Eva had sent me a friend request on Bottlegenie, the least douchebaggy of the social media apps. Ostensibly I was on all of them but gladly gave over my public persona to the publishing house's PR people. My private account was reserved only for friends and family. I spent all of about half a second before I tapped the "accept" button, come what may. I wanted her. She wanted me. I thought there would be hell to pay from her parents, who really were good people, but whatever remained of my resistance to Eva died a very quiet, very passive death that night and I was lost to her.
I opened the app to shamelessly ogle at her page, which made me wish, again, I had invested in a lotion company at some point during that day. Eva had a link posted with a fairly innocuous message attached -- "For my modeling shots, check out my professional page!" I clicked on that, and leaned forward.
"Holy shit," I murmured.
Eva wasn't just going to be a translator. Eva was a fucking model, or influencer, or whatever you want to call it. A hundred fifty thousand subscribers. A page full of pics of her and her friends that week in one-pieces, bikinis, short shorts and hand bras. There were frontal shots, back shots, and my favorite, a recent pic taken just that day of five of them on towels on the lakeside beach, the shot clearly showing off their thongs disappearing into the cracks of their amazing asses.
I sat back, utterly and complexly dumbfounded. I didn't move for a solid minute, not until I got a message ding. Eva, sending me a private message on her similarly private friend and family page that I'd just friended.
EVA -- I've been trying to figure out what to say. I'm so embarrassed. --
I liked that she typed in complete sentences with proper capitalization and punctuation, but it wasn't surprising. Whatever impression I've given you so far, Eva above all else was bright. That's just sort of hard to convey in a story primarily about her boobs and butt.
ME -- Hey. No need to be embarrassed. I'm flattered. --
EVA -- I sense a but. --
ME -- Hah. No but. Honestly, I think you know I was checking you out too. --
EVA -- That is a relief. --
ME -- Not grossed out by the guy more than ten years older than you? --
EVA -- Nope. What's your number? I want to talk. --
I gave it to her, and a few moments later, I got a call. I picked up, smiling.
"Hey," I said.
"Hey," she said. "I, um... I'm not usually this tongue-tied. Tell me something. Anything."
"I'm checking you out online. I didn't know you were a model. But it makes sense."
"Liking what you're seeing?"
"I think you know the answer to that."
"Mm."
"You want to come over?" I asked.
"I really, really, really do," she said, but sighed. "I don't know if I'm ready for it yet."
"That's all right. Take your time. Whatever you need. If it creeps you out, But I should tell you, I am staring pretty damn hard at this booty shot you posted today of you and your friends. You especially."
She laughed softly. "Stare all you want. I was hoping you'd find that."
"Where are you? I can hear the music from your place but I don't hear it through your phone."
"Sitting down at your dock, actually."
"Want company? I swear, no moves made tonight."
"That would be nice."
"On my way."
I hung up, ran inside, and grabbed what remained of the six-pack of beer from my fridge. I also grabbed a flashlight, because those woods could get dark at night. Not the cozy dark you'd think, either, but a black so complete you can't see your hand in front of your face. Usually there are houselights on and you can see enough, but sometimes not.
The path was thick with frogs that night. The crickets must have brought them out. More than a few birds rustled in the trees too, and across the lake, I heard an owl hooting. The night was hot but there was a steady breeze, and as I neared the lake, I could hear the waters lapping at the shore. It was a beautiful night to fall a little bit in love.
She sat on the dock, feet dangling in the water. She had an electric lantern next to her and a sweating sports bottle in hand. Her body tensed when she heard my feet hit the dock, and then she relaxed. Maybe it was the romantic in me, but I thought in that moment, much like me on the phone, she was giving up some resistance and fear of this.
I didn't know what to say, so I said nothing. I put down the beer and flicked off the flashlight before settling in next to her. Eva dipped her head against my shoulder, and I wrapped an arm around her. With my other hand, I fished out a beer and twisted the cap off. I offered it to her and she sat upright to set aside her sports bottle, take the beer, and drink.
We each downed most of a bottle in silence. Finally Eva said, "I was worried you might think I was weird for coming out here when I found out you lived here. I didn't want to seem crazy."
"I was worried you might think I was creepy for staring."
"Oh no. That I liked." She looked up at me. "I've got baggage, Alex. I've not had the best luck with guys."
The stars were so beautiful on the dappled water, not quite black from all the lights of the houses around the lake, but seemingly almost darker in the spots where the reflections couldn't touch. Shadows could be comforting in their own odd way, as though they and the light were dancing. It seemed to me that evening that was the case.
"Me too," I finally said, and it was true. "But I think we all do. It's all about finding someone whose baggage fits in the closet best with yours."
She lifted her beer to her lips and said around the lip, "It's almost like you're a writer."
"Your parents are going to kill me."
"Mm," she said, and took another long couple swallows of beer. "No. They knew full well I was coming out here to stalk you."
"They did?"
She nestled into me again and set her bottle of beer down. "Mm hm. Mom knew I had a crush on you as a teenager and still do. When she found out you were living here, she could have kept it quiet and I'd never have known. But she told me about you being here, and in the next sentence she said, 'Isn't your friend Cheyenne living out there this summer?' So I think you're Mom-approved."
I chuckled. "So you really did come out here to stalk me."
"Oh yeah. Big time. Seriously, does that weird you out?"
"No. You seem like a gentle sort of stalker. I'll let it slide."
"You'd better. My tits are worth it."
Much as I wanted to find that out for myself, holding her that night was all I limited myself to. We killed the six-pack talking about college. Both of us went to the same one in New Bainbridge -- go Gargoyles -- and I was pleased to learn not a lot had changed. She had one of my favorite professors for a freshman English class, and a mutually loathed science professor in her sophomore year.
"Cheyenne and the others will graduate next year," she said.
"I like her. After you went inside, she was pretty protective of you. Told me to be good to you or let you down gently."
"Mm. That's Cheyenne. She's a party girl but she's a momma hen at heart."
"Seems like it."
"Walk me back home? I'm a little buzzed."
"Of course."
I helped her to her feet. She leaned hard against me, grinning up at me lopsidedly. I knew she was more than buzzed and it was cute.
"I have something else I'm not telling you," Eva said.
"Oh yeah?" I asked.
"Don't worry. It's a fun secret. Not a big lie again like I told you about living here this summer."
I chuckled as I led her down the dock. "I didn't think of it as a big lie."
"Don't you want to know what it is?"
"Of course. I want to know everything about you."
"Mm. It's a fun, sexy secret. And that's all I'm going to say. You'll find out soon enough."
We walked on down the path, my flashlight swirling across the ground ahead of us. A deer shot across the path a little late at night for them to be out, but it was still so swelteringly hot I sure couldn't fault the little thing for needing a drink from the lake.
"I really love this place," Eva said. "I spent a couple weeks here two years ago with Cheyenne and her parents, I'm glad I got a chance to come back."
"You're always welcome at my place. I mean, look at the size of it. I went a little overboard."
She laughed softly. "I thought that's why you might be living with someone."
"No, there hasn't been anybody in a while. Been a pretty crazy couple years. You said you had a steady boyfriend in college. Ever think about getting married?"
"I wanted to. A family, kids, the whole thing. He wasn't a bad guy but that scared him off. Breaking up was hard but in the end I think I was more into the idea of having those things than him. I needed to learn to take a step back and look at the big picture, what I really want out of a person and not just a relationship, you know?"
"I do," I said. "I've been through that a few times. You're happy in the moment and you think that's enough. You see what a person is, but you don't want to see them. Or you think they'll eventually fit into your view of them, or the other way around."
"Yeaaaah. This got deep, old man."
"It did." I struggled to find something else to talk about, anything, and said lamely, "Did Cheyenne talk to you about the Fourth?"
"Oh! Yeah! You sure you can handle a bunch of college girls and one wandering graduate who's kind of all sorts of stupid about you?"
"It'll be a challenge, but I'll manage it, somehow."
"I'll bet."
We walked in comfortable silence the rest of the way. By now the party music had faded to reasonable levels, given the late hour, though Cheyenne's place was still lit up with strings of white lights and sleek modern lanterns built into the walls, posts, and most interesting to me, the stairs themselves. I made a mental note about that and filed it away for a potential future upgrade to my own house.
"Thanks for the talk, Alex," Eva said. "I-"
"Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!" a voice shouted from the deck. More joined in, and soon four women crowded the deck, including Cheyenne. They were all as beautiful as their pictures online, though wearing a bit more clothes. Just a bit, though.
I turned to Eva, meaning to tell her again I wouldn't make a move if she wasn't comfortable. But she was already moving, arms going around my shoulders, her head down, shy even if she'd made the first move. I brought two fingers to her chin, lifted her head, and lost any words I might have been about to speak. Her eyes were brighter than the patio lights, brighter than the stars, so bright that I might find myself blinded when I turned away. So I didn't intend to.
I kissed her, my Eva, for the first time. She smelled of sweet sweat and soft soap, and we both tasted of beer, and oh, when I felt those soft lips, the slide of her questioning tongue, the breath against me, I was lost. Well and truly lost. If you'd asked my name in that long moment, I'm not sure I could have given you an answer. I don't think I would have even heard you. There was just us and the water.



All we'd ever need.
* * *
Eva and her friends traveled back to New Bainbridge to visit other friends in the days before the Fourth. I agonized over those days. I thought she'd come to her senses. I thought I might be texting her too much. I thought I might not be texting her enough. I felt like a goddamn teenager again, and the truth is, I kind of loved it. I hadn't been so alive and invested in a relationship like that in years.
And I wrote. Man, did I write. Apart from when I first moved to the lake house, I was usually prolific even on my worst days, but Eva on my mind somehow propelled me to write thousands more words a day. If I could keep up even half this pace, I'd have the next two or three books in my professionally published series knocked out by that fall, freeing me up for the winter months to pursue my independent books. I'd been thinking about a pseudonym for straight-up erotica, which my agent salivated over. "In a few years," she told me, "We let slip it's your pseudonym and you'll have all your female readers lining up at the bookstore. Or... you know, buying it online."
I didn't know about that, but so far, her judgment led to me living in a dream house with a dream woman just a few houses away, so if she was excited, I figured it was a good idea.
The evening before the Fourth -- or the morning of, if you want to get technical -- writing kept me up until two in the morning and I wasn't expecting Eva and her friends until the next evening, so I was sprawled out in bed and snoring the morning away when I got a call. My phone was right beside me. I picked it up and slapped it against my face.
"Ullo?" I muttered.
"I expected a sexy morning voice. You sound like a bear, old man."
"I commit murders this early in the morning."
"Yeah, fair enough, me too. Sorry. But we found out late last night there's a parade and a bunch of fun stuff in Overlark this morning so we drove back early. Interested in being a girl's date?"
"A parade? Here?"
"I know, right? It has to be the world's smallest parade."
I sat upright. "The writer part of me has to see this. What time?"
She said half an hour, so I hurried through a shower, shaved, and threw on a pair of khaki shorts and a camp shirt over a tight black When Rivers Meet shirt. While I was tying up my sneakers, there came a soft knock at my lakeside door. Eva and Cheyenne stood there, Eva with a paper coffee cup in hand.
"I figured you probably didn't have time," she said, holding the coffee out.
"Oh, you are amazing," I said, and took the cup in hand. The other I brought to her cheek, then the back of her head. I leaned in to kiss her gently, her eyes closing, me unable to stop staring like some creeper. When I pulled back, I murmured, "I missed you."
"I missed you too."
"What about me?" Cheyenne pouted. "Am I not missed too?"
I laughed. "Oh, of course."
"Do I get a kiss too, then?"
"One woman man, unfortunately, but you're going to break someone's heart."
Eva looked pleased at that. I finished my coffee, grabbed my keys and wallet, and we were off to visit the great and fabled Overlark, population five-hundred fifty-three. I wouldn't normally bring up a town's population in a story like this, except you have to understand how small that town was to get a grasp on how silly and fun their tiny parade was.
We joined up with their roommates and their assorted boyfriends and girlfriends at the biggest diner, which also served as the general parking lot for most the town's functions. Kids were selling lemonade, bottled water, and homemade granola bars at a table across the street, so me being the big spender I am, I bought us an assortment of drinks and granola bars while the two boys told us all about the super cool cars that would be in the parade.
The roommates were an eclectic mix. I knew they were all beautiful from the pictures online, but there's a difference between meeting them in person and seeing pictures, and in their case, reality was far tastier. For example, Lucia was the fullest-bodied of the girls, and the youngest though only by months. She carried her extra weight with a joyous bounce to her step and an easy smile on her face. You could see a hint of that in the short videos she posted online, but you couldn't grasp what a free spirit she was or how infectious that smile could be.
Then there was Becky, gorgeous, bouncing-out-of-her-tops-every-five-seconds Becky, she of the blonde silky hair, big artificial lips, and a body a plastic surgeon must have been paid a fortune to create. She was the one most guys that summer hounded after, especially given her love of denim cutoffs that showed off plenty of her ass cheeks. A stunner online in her posts on Bottlegenie, to be sure, and with a following that would mean she would never hurt for money. But what I came to remember most about Becky was her sitting down on the dock or on a patio chair, nose buried in a book, or consoling another roommate in the aftermath of finding out a beloved aunt had cancer.
All of them cared deeply about each other like that. I assumed before that summer the camgirl and model lifestyle involved a lot of cattiness and backhanded compliments, but those young women were like sisters. They learned about their business together, came up through their earliest years supporting each other, and genuinely loved when one of them made huge gains with a post or a video. Were there little fights? Of course there were. Anyone that close would have them. But they always came back together, usually with Cheyenne, who really was their mother hen, pulling their metaphorical noses and making them sit down together to work things out.
I started the process of getting to know them that day, and in turn, they grilled me. Though Eva was the oldest, they acted like the protective older siblings. I understood. Eva was often the quietest, save maybe Becky on a few occasions, and sometimes seemed younger than the others in her sweetness and compassion. Not necessarily naivete, but a softness of character I loved, and so did her friends.
Eva watched my interactions with her friends with amusement. When the parade started, I went to her, gave her cheek a long, lingering kiss, and wrapped an arm around her waist. "Tell me if it's too much," I murmured.
"No. I mean, yes, I will. But this... I like this."
The parade was led by a deputy in an SUV and a fire truck merrily blasting everyone away with their sirens. Back in Pike Bridge and really most the small towns around the state, it was common for the vehicles in a parade to throw out candy or cheap toys to onlookers, and Overlark was no different. Cheyenne, Eva, and the rest were showered with candy and attention, from whistles to cheers and everything in between. I laughed to see it, and Eva did too. She bounded out there with the rest of them, collecting it and giving most her shares to the kids from the lemonade stand and a few families around us.
Besides the police, the horse ranch where Cheyenne worked entered three braying mules decked out in red, white, and blue. Cheyenne went wild for them and the horse team that followed from another ranch. The cars the lemonade boys were looking forward to traveled in a pack. I watched an old 1970 Camaro with nearly as much attention as I was giving Eva. Floats were pretty non-existent, save for a group of kids and teens advertising a bunch of different sports programs and extracurriculars on the back of a semi truck's trailer.
When the parade was near its end, I slipped behind Eva and wrapped my arms around her waist. She smiled and leaned back against me. We rocked together to the sound of someone playing Lizzo from their car stereo. She was so warm against me, so soft, so goddamn beautiful, and I couldn't help but explore her neck with my lips.
I wanted to tell Eva so many things, that I couldn't let her go after the few weeks she would be there. Less than that now, just a little over two left. I wanted to tell her I thought I was falling in love with her, even if that was insane just after a few days of getting to know her as an adult. But her words about wanting to go slow soothed me, and I let myself live in the moment for a change, not jumping ahead but loving the feel of her, the smell of her, the way she moved with me.
We headed inside the diner along with a wash of other people. Space was tight but none of us minded. Over platters, eggs, bacon, sausage and mountains of hashbrowns, the herd of us must have come close to cleaning the place out. Eva snatched the last half of a piece of bacon from my plate, drawing my mock ire and my hand to rove under the table, making her yelp when I pinched her thigh. She ate the bacon and stuck her tongue out at me.
To her boyfriend, Lucia said, "They're still in that phase where he doesn't realize his food is her food now."
"Damn straight," Eva said, and a piece of my toast disappeared too.
There were more communal activities throughout the day, and since Eva and I didn't have anything else planned until that evening, we made a day of it. I was something of a curiosity in Overlark, not quite famous, but close enough that I was introduced by locals to others as the "writer I was telling you about." A lot of people gave me grief about buying their dream home, most of which was good-natured, some of which was very much not.
But it was Eva, Cheyenne, and the others who got the bulk of the attention. They were propositioned at every turn, got dirty looks from plenty of wives and girlfriends, and in general were the sort of summertime treat I slowly forgot existed after I graduated college, easy on the eyes and carefree.
It was a good day. Cheyenne and one of the boyfriends took second in a horseshoe tournament and I won a new cooler as a door prize at a bake sale. We decided that was a sign, and bought some ice, beer, and everything we'd need to make a bevy of cocktails before heading back to Cheyenne's. We planned to barbeque at my place that evening, but her house was more set up for a party, so that's what we did, dancing and drinking and laughing the afternoon away.
Never too far from me was my Eva. We danced and danced and danced. I felt like a fool compared to how she and her friends swayed, but all of us men were, at best, accessories to the gorgeous women we were with. A thunderstorm rolled through along with a fresh deluge of rain, but we barely noticed, lost in one of the best parties I'd ever been to.
Eventually I had to sit, and Eva dropped with me, knees on either side of my lap, kissing me with eager hunger. She had a couple drinks by then, but they were spaced out and she was a long distance from being drunk. If I thought she was, I would have put a gentle stop to her explorations, but she wasn't faltering or slurring her speech or any of it. So I let her play, tugging my camp shirt off my undershirt and exploring my muscles as my own hands went to her ass and her lower back.
All around us the party surged, but Cheyenne dropped onto the couch with us, one knee drawn up under her. She watched us with cool intensity as Eva pushed back far enough to unbutton my shorts.
"Eva," I moaned.
"I'm clean," she said. "And I'm on the shot."
All my thoughts about taking her to bed and making love to her alone ended when she pulled me out of my shorts. Cheyenne's eyes widened, and Eva looked pleased. She brought my hands to her chest, and now the attention was on us, though not as intently as you might think. I noticed things then, things I guess had been at the periphery. Lucia, grinding back at her man with an intensity that could only be dry-fucking. Becky and another roommate had handfuls of breasts and ass and were slowly making their way back to an armchair in the corner.
This party was about to become an orgy.
Eva spat into her hands and gripped me with both, stroking me as she tossed her hair back. Cheyenne slid off the couch and stood behind her, undoing the buttons on Eva's shirt with practiced ease, even without seeing what she was doing.
"We are wild," she told me over the top of Eva's head. "But if this is too much..."
"I want you," I said to Eva. "I'm falling so goddamn hard for you. Whatever you want. This. A room where it's just the two of us. I'd give you anything."
Her lips parted, and she leaned in to kiss me. I held her like that, even when her blouse fell to either side of her shoulders and her breasts were bared to me in her lacy white bra. I cupped her face and kissed her again and again, and Eva whispered in my ear, "I'm falling so hard for you too."
Then she was up, and dropping her shorts. I jerked my own down to my knees and before she even had her panties off, she was on me again, and dropping onto my achingly hard cock. She took inch after inch of me almost all at once, thighs rippling as she slapped down at me. I gripped her waist and started to thrust up at her. This was crazy. I'd never fucked anyone in front of an audience before.
She leaned in and nibbled on my earlobe as Cheyenne was dropping her own shorts, her hand sliding into a wispy pink thong. "This is my sexy secret. I love to show off," Eva whispered. "I love being seen. Is that okay, is that too much...?"
For an answer, I took her in my arms and stood up with her. Now that got some cheers, and Cheyenne gasped, "Oh fuck," as I whirled with Eva still impaled on my cock and set her down on her back on the couch cushion, her ass hanging off the edge, her whole weight balanced on her shoulders. I thrust into her with savage, hard strokes, stopping only to yank off my tee shirt and toss it on the floor near our other clothes. Her panties were getting in the way so I gripped those and ripped them too, wondering who this guy was. I was not the sort to fuck in front of a group of people. I was not the sort to rip off women's panties. I wrote about that stuff, sure, but this was not me.
Except it was, and maybe I had just never realized it, or had a partner who brought it out in me. Whatever it was, I went at Eva like a beast, fucking her, making her cry out.
All around us were fuck noises, people moaning, people gasping, wet slick fingers sliding into pussies, the squicks of dicks being jerked. But I was owned by Eva, consumed by her. I didn't know what had happened to the shy young woman who was trying to feel things out but this was her too, wild, free, uncaged, and I loved her just as much for it as the sweet timid woman I sat next to on the docks.
I twisted with her until we were both on the couch, me still above her, Eva with a foot on the ground, head twisting, mouth open but no sounds escaping her. For long minutes I thrust into her, hands everywhere, under her ass, her hips, her breasts. When I caressed her mound, her eyes closed so hard I thought she was in pain, but then finally she yelled, "Oh, oh God, Alex, Aleeeeex!"
"Come for him," Cheyenne gasped beside us. She had three fingers deep in her cunt and her hand moved with a furious pace. "Oh Eva, he's so big inside you."
Eva's pussy walls, tight and warm and wet, pulsed around me, begging me for my come. I was close but I wasn't there yet, and kept going. She looked up at me with bright eyes and flushed cheeks, her lips still parted. I slowed only to kiss her, and she stammered against me, "Oh, ahhhh, ah ah, f-f-fuck..." Her eyes widened. "I... I'm sorry, I get vocal, I..."
"I love it, baby," I said. "Swear all you want. Be you, Eva. Always be you."
She lunged up at me, kissing me hard, a couple tears streaming down her face. Tears of pleasure, tears of letting go of fears. We were going to be in that shy lovers' stage for a while to come, even after that, but this was a first step.
"F-fuck me, then, Alex, fuck me, please, oh God..."
"Is it what you wanted?" Cheyenne asked. She stood beside me, her bra's cups tugged down her big breasts. Her fingers made wet slick sounds as she watched the show in front of her play out.
"So much better than I... I... h-hoped for..."
Cheyenne reached a hand out towards her friend. Eva didn't see the gesture, but I did. I gave Cheyenne a sidelong look, confused, unsure in that moment what I was seeing. She pulled her hand back fast, blushing hard and not meeting my eyes.
I couldn't ponder it long. I was too swept up in Eva. People around us were either in the throes of it themselves or sneaking away to bedrooms. Lucia and Becky were on their knees, Lucia sucking her man with frantic bobs of her head, Becky on the armchair, head bent low, gripping the back of the material as she thrust backward, head twisted to one side as her girlfriend ate her out. Lucia's man jerked back and she wrapped her hands around his cock, jacking him fast until he came all over her gorgeous face. Someone cried out deeper in the house.
"He's the man you needed," Cheyenne cooed to Eva.
"Needed," Eva agreed feverishly. "Oh, Oh Alex, I need you, I need you..."
"I'm yours, you have to know I'm yours, oh fuck, Eva, I... I'm close..."
"Inside me, it's okay, it's okay..."
"Eva... ahhhh, there, right..." I gritted my teeth and drove deep. My come rocketed out of me as I bucked instinctively. I couldn't take another moment without those lips against mine again, so even as I was finishing, I dropped to kiss her, to cup her chin and stroke her face.
And to whisper to her. "I meant it, I'm yours, I'm yours, Eva."
"Alex, my Alex," she said, and kissed me just as fervently.
* * *
The fireworks were beautiful, but the real sight were the tanned bodies in bikinis on blankets and beach towels on the lakeshore watching the show. Eva leaned against me. She hadn't gone far from me the entire afternoon, her quiet happiness a mirror to my own soul.
We necked some there under the glittering displays and big booms, my hand sliding under her bikini top to caress her big breast and tease her nipple. She slid over between my legs, and like that, my other hand had access to her bikini bottoms. With only electric lanterns and the fireworks casting light, no one beyond our immediate circle of friends could see us, and we took full advantage of it.
"Mm, again?" Cheyenne said somewhere off to our left. I chuckled and Eva gave a soft, throaty, "Uh huh..." as she ground back against my stiffening cock.
My fingers slid across Eva's entrance, teasing her with strokes timed to the fireworks. When a big boom would go off, I'd rub her clit, fast and hard. When it was the smaller pops high in the air, I'd rub her pussy lips. Like that, soon she was wet and ready for me.
I pulled away from her as the show started to build to its ending crescendo. With Eva on her knees on the beach blanket, I looked around again and plunged into her. She cried out, but on the lake the sound was masked by music and cheering. I pumped into her fast and hard, making her spill forward and nearly press her face to the blanket.
I rose to one knee and plunged into her even harder and faster, my pace manic, my need roaring inside me. Having her friends and the men they were with watch us turned me on. I felt savagely alive, showing off for them, and in a way, I was showing Eva off too. She was so wild for me, thrusting back at my cock and twisting her head side to side as she moaned my name over and over again.
In the darkness beside us were glittering eyes. Cheyenne looked like she might try to join in, and in that moment, I wouldn't have denied her. But no, she was fingering herself again, watching us, panting hard. I realized some of it was words I don't think she was aware of speaking.
"...fuck her... take her hard... oh fuck... oh... Eva... Eva..."
It spurred me on. I gripped Eva's shoulder to hold her in place as I drilled her pussy, my lips drawn back, my rhythm and timing lost. Above us, the last blast of fireworks played itself out in an awe-inspiring show of sound and light, and I pulled out just long enough to flip Eva over so she could see it.



Her back arched as I pushed into her, her mouth open, eyes lost to the sky. She came with a cry I could barely hear over the deafening booms. This time, I made it last, pumping into her as the display settled into the dark of night again and all around the lake people cheered. It felt like they were applauding us.
I neared my finish and murmured her name. "I want to taste it," she told me, and I pulled out of her. I stood, and Cheyenne was right there, helping her friend to her knees, her bikini bottoms askew and showing off her shaven pussy. Eva was just inches from her naked sex and I could see the need and frustration in Cheyenne's eyes in that moment. In a blink, it was gone again, and she turned to me with a smile that I would have thought was genuine if it hadn't been for that sliver of a moment.
"Give her a treat."
Eva took me deep, staring up at me with those dark, playful eyes. Her hands went to my base and she stroked me as she took me as deep as she could. The adoration in her eyes was too much. I could barely last a minute with her lips around me.
"Eva..." I warned. She pulled off me to my entrance, still stroking me fast and hard. I ran a hand through her hair and moaned, "Fuck, that's good, that feels so fucking good... Eva!"
I came across her tongue and hit the back of her mouth. She closed her eyes and pulled away just far enough I painted her face with the last few shots, my streaks hitting her cheek and chin. When I finished, she kissed my tip and looked upward at Cheyenne. "Want a taste?"
"Oh, you know I do," Cheyenne said, and leaned down. I thought for a moment they might kiss, but no, Eva wiped a glob of me off her cheek and fed it to her friend. Cheyenne watched me out of the corner of her eye and bobbed up and down on Eva's fingers like she was sucking a cock. That got a laugh out of Eva, and like that, the show ended. She got to her feet and I wrapped an arm around her to kiss her forehead.
"You are wild," I said. "I like that."
* * *
The next few days were a blur. I spent every moment I could with Eva, christening each room in my house, the deck, the patio, and even the garage on one memorable occasion. We made time for her friends, but they had summer jobs to tend to while the pair of us were pretty free to revel in our new relationship.
It wasn't just the sex. We took long walks that left us not exactly lost but certainly farther away from humanity than I'd ever been. A day drive saw us back in Pike Bridge, having lunch with my family there and exploring all our old haunts. We kept it going and wound up in New Bainbridge, where we walked through the campus we both attended and stayed the night in a hotel -- where of course we made love in every room before we had to check out.
I wasn't sure how to bring up Cheyenne's longing looks on the Fourth. Hell, I wasn't even sure it was my business. And yeah, a selfish part of me looked at Eva and growled "mine," but in my heart, I think I was always going to say something. Or I'd like to assume I would have, I don't really know.
However it would have played out if things ran their course was changed the day Eva found out I never kayaked before. It was also the morning we drove back from New Bainbridge, so we were passing through the Harpy Mountains.
"I should have stopped at a couple sporting goods stores and priced out a kayak or a canoe," I said. It was an idle comment, but even a trickle can start a flood.
"Ooh. Cheyenne has a couple. Well, I mean, her parents do, but you get the idea."
"Have you ever done it?" I asked.
She had her phone out and was idly playing with different camera angles in the changing shade of the mountains for road trip pictures for her modeling page. She thought she looked basic with her hair back in a ponytail slipped through a baseball cap and a raglan tee with the logo for Queso Conquistador, a small chain of Tex-Mex restaurants she was modeling for that summer by showing off their merchandise in sexy ways.
"Yeah! I love it. And Overlark is perfect for it. The lake is so shallow you can't really go in above your head. Have you?"
"No. Well, not as an adult, anyways. I've got pictures from when my brothers and I were kids and we went out on a rowboat, but I was so young it doesn't count."
She started tapping away on her phone and a minute later got a response. "Cheyenne says we can borrow her tandem kayak. Oh, this is going to be fun. It's a workout but it's so relaxing."
"How did you two meet?"
"Friends of friends. I started my modeling page my sophomore year, and my pictures were... well, they were okay, but I was doing a lot of things wrong. Bad angles, bad lighting, But I knew makeup really, really well because of Mom."
"Remind me, your mom..."
"She's a makeup consultant. Anyways. Friends of Cheyenne's found out I was getting into online modeling, and introduced us. When we found out we had similar histories of fighting to lose weight but not starving ourselves, we bonded. What she knew about lighting and camera angles, she taught me, and what I knew about makeup, I taught her, and then her roommate. We started to branch out a bit, bring in other girls. It's fun. Like our own modeling agency, only no mean bitches allowed. Good vibes only."
I thought for a moment about how to phrase the next words out of my mouth and still came up short. "Uh. Fourth of July. That got pretty wild. You two... you've shown off like that before for each other?"
Eva chuckled. "I wasn't a virgin before you, if that's what you're asking."
"No, no, no judgment. I just... ah... have you two ever hooked up?"
"Oooh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?" She goosed my cock through my khaki shorts. "No. We've kissed a few times but mostly for the pics. Guys love that."
"I'll bet," I said, thinking of Cheyenne standing next to me in the dark as Eva sucked my cock.
I didn't know if I should bring that up, so I let it slide. She deserved to know, and I knew now I'd tell her at some point, probably soon. But talk shifted to the upcoming start of her job, another topic I'd been meaning to bring up with her.
"I'll need to start going through some of the training material and paperwork, get that done," she said.
"And housing?" I asked, playing innocent.
"Oh, uh..."
"I was looking at rentals, and did you know Ted and Annette Parker's house is up for rent in Pike Bridge? Beautiful place. On the expensive side, but..."
Eva gave me a sidelong look. "It was a cute place," she said warily.
"There are rentals opening up all over New Bainbridge too. About as expensive but you'd be in the city, close to your college friends."
"I... I..." She looked so flustered I couldn't hold back my grin anymore and she smacked me. "Oh, you're an asshole."
"Come live with me. You can have any room for an office or a studio. Mine included. The view up there is fantastic."
She studied me. "Are you serious?"
"Yeah. I know you wanted to take things slow, but even if you decide this isn't going to work out-"
"It's going to work out," she said quietly. "Don't you dare think it isn't. I'm crazy about you."
"I'm crazy about you too. So what do you think? Want to move in?"
"Yes. Absolutely. Yes." She pushed over the center console and kissed my cheek. When she pulled away, Eva smacked my hip. "Jerk move old man. I thought you were serious there for a second."
"Aw, I'm sorry."
We talked offices the rest of the trip. Eva was always going to be shy about what she really wanted to a certain extent, but I finally wrangled out of her that what she was thinking was that she'd like to convert the basement where I had my workout gear into a combination office and photo shoot area. That sounded good to me since there would still be plenty of room down there in an unused room for my weights.
Back home, we took the time to unpack and grab some water before we headed to Cheyenne's. She was gone for the day, as were the rest of the roommates. The kayak was in the garage against a wall. I noticed skis there too and winced. Although it was only mid-July, I needed to start thinking about firewood for the winter and a generator in case the power failed. If I got stuck at home in a blizzard, which was a very real possibility, I wanted to be prepared. So much to think about, being a new homeowner.
Big though it might be, Overlark Lake was pretty shallow, all things considered. There were no motorized boats for that reason, which was perfect in my estimation. I loved the quiet of the lake, and it was emphasized even more as we paddled miles on end. The muscles it took weren't ones I used often, and I have to admit, it took me by surprise how much strength it sapped from me.
We beached at a public access dock and rested on our backs under the shade of a pine. Eva snuggled in tight next to me and I could have slept like that, if it wasn't for the people at the campsites around us.
But we both paid for the inactivity. When we returned to the water my muscles bitched in a symphony that would have made Andrea Bocelli proud. I wasn't the only one. "We went waaaay too far," Eva groaned after she upended the last of her water down her throat. "We're going to go home and we are going to soak in the tub for hours."
That was enough to spur me on to the finish, and finally we reached the shoreline nearest Cheyenne's. Eva bounded ahead to start up the bath while I carried the kayak up the path, my muscles by now extraordinarily grumpy with me.
The bath helped, but by that point, we were so drained we didn't even fool around -- much. Nor did we make it back to my place. We crashed on Eva's bed there at Cheyenne's, the cool sheets and her desk fan too nice to ignore. I didn't remember closing my eyes. All I knew was Eva snuggling back against me, her butt nice and warm against my half-hard prick, and then I was waking up, startled by something I didn't consciously hear at first.
What I did know was that I was thirsty. Damned thirsty. I slipped out of bed, threw on my shorts and tee shirt with a lot of additional muscle pain, and headed out into the hallway. There, I heard it. A faint sob.
Someone was crying.
It took me a minute to find Cheyenne. She wasn't downstairs or in her room, but out on her deck, head in her hands, her whole body shaking from the force of the tears she was trying to hold back. I slid open the door and she jumped, staring up at me under a mask of utterly ruined makeup.
"Oh shit," she said, scrambling off her stool-height chair and moving towards the door. "I didn't mean for anyone to hear me."
"Hey. Stop," I said, grabbing her shoulder. She did, and broke out into a fresh wave of tears. I didn't know what else to do so I came in for a hug.
Cheyenne tucked into me. I squeezed her tighter and held her like that for a long minute. Finally she pulled back and asked mutely, "Is she awake too? I don't want her to see me like this."
"Because you want her too."
She looked up at me. "Yes. I guess... you saw at the party."
"Yeah. I put it together pretty fast."
"I'm sorry. I won't ever come between you two. But I walked past her bedroom tonight and I saw her and you and..." She gave me a broken smile. "I just hope someday I find that someone like you two found each other again."
"Does she know?"
"No. And I want to keep it that way."
"Okay. I won't tell her. But I want to know why you never did."
"I did try to, once. We were doing a cute little shoot, you know, kisses on the cheek, that sort of thing. We'd been drinking a little wine. One of our kisses got... mm... deeper. I thought maybe in the moment she liked it. But she pulled away and laughed it off and told me we really shouldn't drink so much. I thought about telling her how I feel but here I am, two years later, and nope, still a coward. And now she has you and that's amazing, it really is. I swear, all I want is for her to be happy." She pulled away completely and headed for the door. "I'm sorry. This was never supposed to... I'm sorry. Please don't tell her."
She fled, and I was left with a twisting knot in my gut. "Sorry, Cheyenne," I murmured after her, because I lied. I knew I had to tell Eva.
* * *
Eva sat at the kitchen table and listened while I made chicken Kiev that night. I was pulling out all the stops out of a vague sense of worry Eva would run to her best friend with arms wide open and leave my butt behind. And also because chicken Kiev is fuckin' awesome. Seriously guys, if you want to impress your girl on date night? Chicken Kiev. All the way.
When I finished telling her about Cheyenne, she refilled her wine glass, drank half of it down, and muttered, "Shit."
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. Truth was, I think she's pretty great and I didn't want to lose you."
"You're cute. And stuck with me." She frowned, but it was a cute frown, overexaggerated with her nose scrunched up. "Hm. I guess I knew. I remember that time she's talking about. We were pretty buzzed and I kinda just blew her off thinking she was joking or we had too much to drink or something. But yeah, now that I think about it, there were a lot of tells. Ugh. I feel like a jerk."
"Don't. She could have told you. But I get her being afraid of it too. You lose the moment and then there are no cracks for a long, long time until you start to look like a stalker."
"Like me with you."
I laughed. "Sure. But you did come to me. Eventually. I don't know that she would have."
"No, the whole suffer-in-silence thing is more her style. She was stuck in a bad relationship right around the time I first met her. Didn't say a word to anyone. Thought she had to endure it herself."
"What happened?" I asked, coming to the table and taking up my bottle of Firestone Walker.
"The guy was low-key verbally abusive. Always cutting her down. Like, okay, she broke the twenty-five thousand follower mark and was so happy about it, but when she told him, all he said was, 'How much more will that earn you?' He didn't think modeling was a real job and told her she'd be relying on her parents or a boyfriend's money. He didn't yell, he didn't get angry, but it was like... like..."
"Death by a thousand cuts," I suggested.
"Yeah, exactly. Our friends and I, we found out pretty much the way you did. He got really snide with her at a restaurant and in a few she went to the bathroom. A friend of ours, Dayna, found her in there a couple minutes later, crying."
"Shit."
"Yeah. She wasn't going to break up with him, but she admitted to us she was miserable and we finally got her to see it was the right move. Cheyenne's always taken care of us, so it was really hard to be the one to take care of her. I guess she needs that now too."
I sat and took her hand. "So what do we do?"
"Let me think about that. I have an idea, but give me time. And don't let on that I know. This'll be fun. I think. Maybe. Or maybe you'll both think I'm crazy."
"Too late," I said cheerfully, and she smacked me.
* * *
I didn't exactly put the drama out of my mind but life took over for a while. We moved over Eva's things, and drove back to New Bainbridge and the tiny suburb her parents lived in to borrow her dad's truck and haul some of her furniture and things in storage. Her parents, as she said, were thrilled we wound up together. I assured them I never thought of Eva in any way but friendly when she was a teenager, although it was pretty unnecessary. They were happy to see us together, and even happier when we made arrangements for them to come out one weekend and stay with us.
Back home, we spent a lot of time with Cheyenne and their friends setting up the basement for Eva's work spaces. The girls knew a staggering amount about lighting and green screens and sound baffling. I was mostly man candy, there to lift heavy things and grunt when appropriate. They could have handled that too, but they were sweet and stroked my ego.
Lucia, Becky, and the rest would be leaving on the 15th. I never thought to wonder why specifically that date, never thinking it had any special connotation. They would be going to the Grand Canyon together, and then splitting up to go their separate ways before college in New Bainbridge started again. We made tentative plans to do a group vacation sometime the next summer, with no two people agreeing on where.
They thought they had all the time in the world, that it was always going to be like this, a group moving as one. I knew the bittersweet truth, that life would necessitate some fractures. They would get married, have kids, or get jobs that kept them away from the group. They would make promises to spend a couple weeks on vacation, but one or two of them would have to skip out, and then it would be two or three, until finally the promises were heartfelt and maybe meant in earnest but rarely capitalized on.
But there was beauty in that too, in the moments they could steal with one another, in the lives they would lead, the families they would create, the heights they would all soar to. Things would change but change was not always evil. Eva understood this, I think, even before she graduated. She was the oldest, the first to go out into the world and she was the first to confront having to move onto true adulthood. She would never really leave those friends behind, but now she was ahead of them on the path and when she looked back sometimes they would not be visible.
That is a sad knowledge to have, and it can scrape a person raw. It's why sports studs hang out in bars twenty years after their golden days of football or baseball and talk about their winning games. It's why we have reunions. It's why we have funerals. It's why we cry when we say goodbye, because someday, there is always an end to the path and there are no more goodbyes, only the hope of one more hello, the greatest one.
I hope that path continues in a world better than this one, where we can walk together eternally. I really do. I want to believe there's a spot where that summer at the lake could last forever for Eva and her friends.
Endless summer. That would be heaven, wouldn't it?
* * *
On the fourteenth, Eva was a manic ball of energy. I woke to her singing in the shower, and when I joined her, she gave me the most enthusiastic blowjob to date. I tried to return the favor, but she said, "No time. If you started licking my pussy right now we wouldn't stop until you'd fucked me two or three times, and we wouldn't be done until noon."
"Don't see the downside here," I said.
"Trust me," she said with a mischievous grin. "It'll be so, so worth it."
I knew she and her friends had been planning one last party, but all I knew about it was that the party was going to happen lakeside down from my house. We brought over tables, chairs, and beach blankets, much like the 4th, as well as a big lean-to tent with the opening not aimed towards the lake, but away from it. I couldn't figure that out but Eva was very specific in her directions. We made up a bunch of finger foods and ran into town for ice and drinks, and by about then, people started showing up.
It was strictly limited to Eva, her friends, and their significant others. Only two guys could make it for this one. Lucia's guy, Paul, helped me with a pavilion tent and slapped me on the back, grinning. "Surprised more guys didn't show up. These Nude Day parties are always the wildest."
It took me a moment to register what he just said. "Wait. Nude Day?"
"You didn't know?" He turned and called to Eva, "You didn't tell your guy what day it is?"
"I thought it'd be funnier if I didn't," she called back.
"Oh, fuck me," I said, and laughed.
The drinks flowed early and the tops came off fast. Even with the cover of the tent, we had to be cautious, of course, but it was a perfect storm of a weekday and sheer luck. The only people we saw out on the lake were well above twenty.



"It's been an unofficial tradition on the lake for a long time," Cheyenne explained to me. "Most anybody who lives here knows about it."
"Me being the exception," I said.
She laughed and patted my thigh. "Aw, is an afternoon and evening looking at tits so bad?"
I pointedly looked at hers and said, "Nope. It is not."
It was hard to top that Fourth of July, but my God, we gave it a go that Nude Day. Everything was as perfect as it could be. It was hot, but with just enough of a breeze to make it both bearable and keep the mosquitos away. There was music, and dancing, and plenty of food and drinks. Games too, and let me tell you, seeing the girls bat around a beachball, keeping it away from an "it" girl, was easily one of the hottest things I'd ever seen. They insisted us guys ditch the shorts about then, and we got our fair share of hoots and whistles as we played a game of oversized beer pong.
That game got us pretty drunk, and couples found their way to each other. The earliest wave of sunset's pinks and oranges were just coming on as the party began to get to its real crescendo. Much like the Fourth, things got wild, fast. Lucia made that earliest part of the night her show, riding her man's face under the lean-to tent, an arm twisted behind her head, her eyes closed in ecstasy. Becky joined in with a friend in blowing a guy on the sands, one of them on either side, asses high in the air as the guy moaned that he was in heaven.
Eva and I took care of the party needs and she came to me. We watched everything and everyone, her ass to me, my arms wrapped around her waist. The only person alone was Cheyenne, and you wouldn't have guessed she minded it. She went from couple to couple -- or threesome -- and touched, cooed, laughed. But she didn't linger, and in a quiet moment, her gaze flicked to us and her chest hitched. It was the one and only sign of pain she showed that entire day, I'm sure of it.
Eva twisted in my arms and whispered into my ear, "Do you trust that I love you?"
We hadn't said the words to each other yet, and I was floored. But my response was strangely tranquil, and in my heart, I knew it was true. "Yes."
"Do you love me?"
"Yes."
She studied me, and then turned again in my arms. "Cheyenne." Cheyenne only looked at us, her expression giving away nothing. "Come here."
Cheyenne only shook her head. "No," she said softly. "He wasn't supposed to tell you. I... I..."
I broke away from Eva and went to Cheyenne, because I knew what it was my love wanted, and though I was still stunned, I would have done anything for her. So I did. I went to Cheyenne, and I took her in my arms, and I kissed her.
Her eyes widened and her hands went to my pecs, my shoulders, my neck. She was rigid as a brick until she wasn't, collapsing against me, letting out a long sigh against my lips like she was so disappointed in me. I broke away, and I took her by the elbows, pulling her across the sandy beach to the woman I loved. Eva waited, smiling, and ignored Cheyenne's stammered words as she too took her friend in her arms and kissed her.
I moved to them, my hands going to their backs, their necks, their hair. They spent long minutes exploring, taking, and just being, their kisses slow and easy. Tears leaked down Cheyenne's cheeks and were matched by Eva's own.
"Do you love me too?" Eva asked her. Cheyenne nodded, unable to speak. To me, and back to Cheyenne, she added, "Can you both be okay with that?"
"Yes," I said faintly, and again, Cheyenne nodded, this time more firmly and with a smile.
"He's a good guy," she said. "I want to learn to love him like you do."
"No. Not like I do. But like you two will," Eva said.
"What does that even mean?" Cheyenne asked, and they broke into giggling fits, still wrapped in each other's arms. Cheyenne broke away and leaned in to kiss me again. I brought my hands to their asses, and this time, Eva horned in, stealing me away from her best friend. I kissed her smile, and she trailed her fingernails across my cheeks.
"I know it'll be weird. But we go visit her in college, and when she graduates..."
"She comes here," I said, and looked at Cheyenne. "And we figure it out."
"I'd like that," Cheyenne said.
We moved to one of the big unoccupied beach blankets, the same one that Eva and I fucked on the Fourth of July. Now, my beautiful companions fell together to the blanket to the sounds of others' passions, the party playlist, and the soft waves lapping at the shore. They wound up on their sides, face to face, kissing again, hands all over each other. I untied their bikini bottoms for them and wound up on my knees beside Cheyenne, watching, idly touching, but knowing this moment was theirs.
Cheyenne slid her hands under Eva's butt and wound up on top of her. Eva's fingers went to her dark frizzy hair and pulled her in tighter. I didn't notice what Cheyenne's hand was doing until Eva gasped. She slid her middle finger into my love, and was working it in and out as her thumb brushed her clit.
"Ohhh, Cheyenne," Eva moaned.
"Let me take care of you, baby, let me taste you," Cheyenne murmured.
Eva nodded, and Cheyenne slid down her body, licking and kissing her with joyous randomness. Her neck, her shoulder, her underboob, back up to her chin, then to a nipple, both women's breath ever growing faster. Eva smiled up at me, and I realized I had my dick in my hand.
"Let me get that wet for you," she said. I knee-walked to her and fed her my cock. Cheyenne didn't like the attention drawn away from her and chose that moment to drop to Eva's pussy, still pumping that finger in and out as she licked her clit for the first time.
My cock popped out of Eva's mouth and she gasped, "Ngh, oooh, I love that, I love your tongue on me..." Then, to me, "Fuck her, baby, take her while she's taking me."
Anything for you, Eva. Anything.
And soon, Cheyenne too.
I moved behind Cheyenne and she thrust her ass up higher. Her big pussy lips proved her desire in that moment, her need gleaming. She moaned as I sank into her, one hand on her juicy ass, the other on her soft waist. She spared me a look over her shoulder, and begged, "Fuck me hard, Alex, fuck, I'm so close already."
That's what I did. I took her with a grunt, driving deep and pulling back hard enough to pull her with me. She gurgled out a laugh, then gasped, "Ohhhh, fuck!" as I pounded into her deep again and again. I was aware of more laughter behind us. We had an audience again. Good. Let them see Eva and Cheyenne were mine.
Eva watched me with an open mouth and fluttering eyes. Her hand joined Cheyenne at her pussy and she rubbed her mound and her lips while Cheyenne licked her clit and fingered her with mad need. Cheyenne might have been close but Eva loved to watch as much as she liked being watched, and her hips slammed wide and she started thrusting up at her friend. I knew that gesture. Knew she was close.
"Come for her, baby, show her how much you love this," I told her.
"Love... this..." Eva agreed. Her free hand came up to her lips and she rested a finger against them, sucking it from the side, not the tip. "Cheyenne... love you... love you so much..."
"I love you, I love you, come for me, come for us," Cheyenne gasped, and sucked Eva's clit into her mouth. She lashed it with her tongue and that was it for Eva. She clawed at the blanket, then pounded a fist into the sand, her words gone to her, and only a keen of need escaping her lungs.
"AhhhhhhhhHHHH!"
She came, and I was a man possessed by the sight. I pulled Cheyenne back and upwards until she was on her knees, nearly sitting upright. My cock slid free and she twisted around and mounted me while I was kneeling like that, her breasts right at face level. I buried my head against them as she bounced on me, taking me deeper than I'd been going. When I looked up at her, she grinned and whooped and waved her arm like she was roping a calf or... well, whatever the hell cowgirls roped.
I laughed and pulled her down to kiss me. Her lips tasted like Eva and I loved it. With her still in my arms I pushed up and laid her out next to Eva, who twisted on her side and stroked her friend's face. They kissed as I pumped in and out of Cheyenne.
"I'm g-gonna come, I'm gonna come like this," she babbled to Eva.
"Do it," Eva whispered. "You're so beautiful when you do."
"I love you, I love you so much, I'm s-sorry, I meant it to be you and h-him..."
"Sh sh sh," Eva said. "Now we're all together. It's right, isn't it?"
"It's right, oh, oh God, Eva... Al-ex, I'm... I'm..."
Eva plunged her lips against Cheyenne's. Her friend wailed out with her orgasm, nails digging into my back I didn't even realize were against my skin. Cheers erupted and Eva and Cheyenne giggled again, hands all over each other's cheeks.
Cheeks red, eyes fluttering, Cheyenne looked up at me. "Finish in her, stud. And then we're going back to the house and we're not stopping until dawn."
But I wasn't finished with her, not quite. I leaned down and stilled one more time, cupping her face with one hand and kissing her. She gave me a soft, quiet sigh of pleasure. Into her ear, I murmured, "You deserve to be just as happy as her."
Her tears started again, just a drop or two running down her cheeks, but she nodded again and smiled wide for me. "You do too, Alex."
I pulled out of her, and Eva wiggled her butt on the blanket. "Come here," she told Cheyenne. They kissed again as I eased into her. By then, night had come on, well and truly, and people snuck away in twos and threes until we were the only ones left on the beach, lit only by the softest of lights, our forms moving together. Cheyenne's hand went to her friend's pussy again and stroked her mound as they kissed and kissed and kissed.
Eva only broke away to look up at me with adoring eyes when she was nearly there again. I smiled down at her, rocked my hips back and forth, and whispered the words that would always amaze me until the day I died.
"I love you."
"I love you too," she whispered, and she came.
* * *
The end of the summer, and it saw us on the road. Cheyenne and Eva rode in one car while I followed along in my Jeep, Cheyenne's things in the back. It was a hot day, but a lazy sort of heat that would have been perfect for sunbathing and a dip in the lake.
But things had to end -- and begin. This was not a goodbye. Far from it. This was us only separating. We knew we were forever. Just two semesters and then we'd have another summer. And another. And so many beyond that.
That night, back home, Eva leaned against me on the dock, our feet in the warm waters. A rowboat loaded with two weary parents and little kids in life vests nearly as big as they were floated by. We waved and they waved back. A little girl, her cheeks cherubic and red, called out to us, "We're goin' fiffin!" even if there was no sign of fishing gear on the boat.
"Catch a big one!" I called back, and Eva giggled.
She took my hand and squeezed. I kissed the side of her head, taking my time about it and doing it properly, loving the fresh tea tree scent of her hair.
"Hey," I said. "Did I tell you about the new book idea I had?"
"What's that?" she asked, pulling back and wiping at her eyes with her free hand.
"This devastatingly handsome old man decides he's going to take a vacation and rents a beach house for the summer. He walks along the shore every day, enjoying life, when all of a sudden, two beautiful young women decide they can't take it anymore without his fine butt in their lives, getting that dick up in them."
"Hm. It needs something."
"What?" I asked.
Her eyes sparkled. "Tentacles."
"Tentacles?"
"Yup. The old man is secretly a tentacle monster, and he's staked out the beach for his breeding ground."
I groaned, "Oh, don't tell me you're into tentacle erotica."
"Alex?"
"Yeah?"
"Wait'll you see my Kindle."
"Oh no."
"Oh yeah. Loaded with it." She hopped up and I stood too. "So tentacles shoot out of his fingers, and the women are all like, 'No, tentacle man!' but he's really aiming for the beach ninjas sneaking up on them from behind."
"Beach ninjas," I mused as we started walking up towards the house.
"I can tell you're intrigued."
"I mean, I'd be crazy not to be. Beach ninjas, hot young fertile women, tentacle monsters..."
"Old tentacle monsters. Can't forget the old part." She caught my arm and we stopped to neck. For the thousandth time, she made me feel like I was spinning happily out of control, like a kid twirling around and around in his backyard until he fell over on the grass with the world still topsy-turvy around him as he laughed and laughed.
"Maybe we ought to go home and practice some of the sex scenes," I murmured.
Eva leaned up and kissed my nose. "If you're lucky."
As she darted away from me up the path, I stared after her. "I already know I am," I said to no one in particular, and chased after her.
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Her favorites gathered around her, their eighteen-year-old cocks in hand, aimed at her tits in her corset and her face. Her blouse hung off her shoulders, and her eyes were starstruck behind her black-rimmed glasses.
"My boys," she cooed, "my favorite boys. Come for your teacher..."
She knew who she wanted in her mouth first. Big Lance, so obviously a virgin, so sweet and smart. She devoured his length, and he froze, his whole body trembling as she sucked him down and reached for two of his classmates.
"Oh, fuck, Ms. Watson," he said, and immediately looked startled by his own words, glancing at her guiltily.
She slid off him with a lurid pop. "You can say fuck. You can call me your teacher slut. For the next few hours, you can do whatever you want to me." She looked around at all of them. "Fuck any hole. Come inside me. Come on me."
"Then can I fuck you?" Lance asked.
She grinned. "Get on the floor, baby."
There were mats on the classroom for expressly this purpose. Lance dropped to one of them and she mounted him, pulling aside her white lace panties under the hem of the corset to the side and gripping him to guide herself onto his waiting cock. Lance moaned. She moaned. Everyone else grunted or muttered to themselves, fisting themselves faster. Graduation was done and it was time for her to give them their real reward, her mouth, her pussy, her ass, her tits.
Gabriel reached down and yanked the cups of her corset down, making her tits spill out. She began to rock on Lance, her juicy ass swaying with a hypnotic rhythm. She took the two longest cocks in hand again, twisting her head first to suck one, then the other, getting them nice and wet so she could jack them fast and hard. There was no need to hold back. They had all the time in the world, and the summer beyond. These young men would be able to come and come and come for her, to give her everything she craved.
She wondered what they would think if they knew she wasn't on the pill or the shot. That one of them would very likely be the one to breed their sexy thirty-something teacher.
Nicolas stopped jerking his cock and stepped forward, thrusting into her mouth with an urgency that told her he'd be the first to come. She stared up at him as she jerked off his two classmates, her tits bobbing back and forth as she drove her mouth up and down his length. He grunted and came, filling her mouth, her throat. She guzzled it down, eyes squeezing shut, bouncing harder on Lance. One of them stepped up behind her and grabbed a fistful of her long dark hair, setting it free of her ponytail, but not letting it go. He jammed his cock against the back of her head, coming into her beautiful hair. That was new, wild and unexpected, and she loved it.
"Yesss," she moaned, "come on me, cover me in your fucking come..."
Lance gasped, "Oh fuck, Ms. Watson!" and he drove deep inside her, coming, filling her up, giving her the first load in her pussy of the day, the first of dozens.
Gabriel pulled her off Lance and got her on her knees, ramming his huge cock into her tight cunt from behind, grunting as he made Lance's come squish even deeper inside. The two guys she'd been jerking off aimed at her face now, blasting her with rope after rope, coating her glasses and pretty face. Morgan, one of the few who had yet to step up to her, did so now. "I want to fuck that ass," he told his classmate.
Gabriel pulled out and lifted their busty teacher to her feet. They both pulled her to her chair, and she mounted Gabriel again, dropping on his fat cock and watching Morgan over her shoulder as he lubed up her asshole. The other guys cheered when Morgan thrust inside her ass, both guys filling her up and making her scream, "Oh, FUCK!"
They were not gentle. They took, just the way she wanted it. She rocked between them, so full, and looked to her right. Another cock was ready for her, and she thrilled to the idea of being triple-stuffed.
But before that, her attention turned back to a grinning Gabriel as he cupped her tits.
"Happy graduation, boys."
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Grace cut through the water blissfully unaware of the eyes feasting on her bare bottom. The teacher's long dark hair flowed out behind her as she swam, her mind drifting pleasantly. This was her guiltiest pleasure, her naughtiest secret, and her favorite day.
Nude Day.
Every year now since she came to teach PE at Clefthill High, she snuck into the swimming annex and made this her Nude Day tradition. It was relatively safe. A group did water aerobics and there were swim lessons in the mornings, but by the afternoon, the place was locked up again, with only the other PE teachers and the janitors having keys. Of course, there was always the chance one of them could walk in, but the risk made the act all the more delicious.
Except now.
Eighteen-year-old freshly graduated Charlie gaped down at the naked woman and her perfect form as she swam through the water. Her ass was perfect, nice and juicy on her petite frame, and any time she rose up with her strokes, he could see the sides of her big breasts. Whoever she was, he didn't think she was a student, though he couldn't see her face.
"Holy shit," he whispered to himself, his cock rising in his swimming trunks.
Like her, he wasn't supposed to be there, but his father was a maintenance man for the school, and one of his duties was upkeep of the pool. Knowing that Charlie was trying to make an effort to keep the pounds off before college, he loaned his son a key to the place so Charlie could get in some laps in private.
And now here he was, staring at a completely nude woman in the school's pool, a beach towel neatly folded by the stairs leading into the water but not a stitch of clothing in sight other than that.
Too late, Charlie realized he was about to be discovered. She reached for the wall, spun, and kicked off again, her head rising. She reached out as if to start her strokes again, but before she made it more than a few feet, she floundered in the water, covering her breasts and straightening up, yelping, "Oh my God, oh shit!"
"Oh shit!" Charlie echoed, gaping at his fantastically nude dream woman.
His PE teacher, Ms. Grace Chen.
* * * * *
She pressed her body as close to the wall as possible. "Charlie, I... I..."
The eighteen-year-old had her flummoxed, and not just because she'd been caught by a former student, which could lead to potentially serious ramifications to her job. He was erect, his bulge standing tall in his blue swimming shorts. Very tall. Very fucking tall. Even as she wanted to die of embarrassment, she wanted to giggle too. When the young women in his life found out his secret, she doubted geeky Charlie was ever going to spend a Saturday alone again.
And he was a geek, but he also had her respect. She helped coach practices for the track team the year before, and Charlie, a senior, worked his ass off to some great gains. He wasn't quite fit enough to place often in his events, but if he kept slimming down and toning up, he might make it as a walk-on to his college team.
With his extra flab all but gone, Charlie approached a certain sort of youthful charm. His frizzy hair could use a trim, but his slim, long face, strong chin, and bedroom eyes would serve him well if he could ever work up the courage to ask a girl out. She would bet good money her ass and tits were the first he'd ever seen in real life. Not that there was anything wrong with that. She was older than him when she lost her virginity. But still, the idea that she had given him the thrill of his young lifetime amused her.
"I'm sorry, Ms. Chen. I didn't know, um, um, that anyone was in here. And I didn't expect..." He swallowed, his eyes roaming what little he could see of her. "...you know, um... you."
"What are you doing here?" she asked.
"My dad works for the school and takes care of this pool. That rhymes," he said, smiling weakly and looking like he might faint. "I... I come in here to exercise because Coach said swimming was really good cardio and it's my favorite way to exercise and... um... but what are you doing in here? No one's supposed to be here."
"Yeah, we're both kind of breaking the rules, aren't we?" she asked.
"You think?"
That made her laugh softly. "The truth?"
"Sure."
"Today is Nude Day. It was my favorite day in college. My roommate taught me about it, and every year, we did something dumb to celebrate it. Like we'd streak across the quad, or flash our professors or something."
"Holy shit," Charlie breathed.
"Well, okay, I had my bra on for that one but she went totally topless for it." Grace fought the urge to giggle like some brainless ditz, thinking about how wild they got. She and that same roommate had once held hands back to back as they blew six of the football team. Another time, their boyfriends took turns fucking their asses. God, she was getting turned on by this, the thrill of being caught by a student making her want to rub her thighs together.
"So... you do this because of Nude Day?" Charlie asked.
"Wh.... oh. I trailed off. Sorry." Grace unconsciously moved away from the wall, just by inches, but it was enough to show off even more of her big breasts. "Yeah. It's just a little bit of fun. I come in here every year and swim a few laps naked. It..."...excites me, she thought but didn't say. Despite the cool water against her skin, she felt flushed, and finally she was aware of her tits nearly above water, her big dark nipples visible under the surface. "Oops."
"I... I won't tell."
Grace expected a "if you let me see you naked" or "if you blow me or fuck me" but Charlie didn't say any of those things. He just stared, his hands twitching against his hips as though he wanted to jerk his big cock.
"Thank you," she murmured. "I'd better get out now."
"Oh, uh, I'll turn around, or, or, or go in the men's locker room or..."
Grace thought about it. Despite his words, that he would tell his friends was a certainty. He might be eighteen and soon to be a college freshman, but he was still a teenager and she had no doubt he wouldn't last the night before he was on the phone with his two best friends telling them about seeing their hottest teacher naked. But there was no way in hell they would believe him, and even if they did, who in turn would believe the three of them?
"You've already seen most of me anyways, Charlie. Might as well get the whole show... if you won't tell anyone?" she asked, pouting her lips. She knew the power those lips had. Her slim hips, tight athletic ass, and big breasts had a lot of power, but it was her face that ruled over men, her big doe eyes, her dark lashes and thick eyebrows, her pouty full lips, her delicate features. Her PE classes were always filled with guys looking to ogle her all year long.
"I... I won't tell," Charlie said. "Are you really going to let me see you, uh...?"
"Naked?" she asked. She moved back towards the wall and held up a hand. "Help me?"
"Holy shit," Charlie squeaked. He gripped her by the forearm, and as she pushed upward, he pulled, bringing her up and out of the pool. Water cascaded down her body, gleaming on her curvy breasts and her taut thighs. He gaped at the thin strip of black pubic hair leading to her thick pink pussy lips. His huge eyes slowly moved upward across her body, at her pubic mound, her trim belly, her big breasts with the slightly upturned nipples. These he stared at for a long, long time, and Grace found she did not mind, not one bit, her chest rising and falling, her need starting to burn inside her.
So when the eighteen-year-old moved towards her haltingly, she moved for him too, hand going to his cock through his shorts, her other on his chest, not quite lean but definitely getting there. He whispered it one more time -- "Holy-" -- before her lips met his, tongue sliding between his lips.
Charlie froze, his eyes huge, his hands and arms stiff at his sides. If he even breathed, she wasn't aware of it. She took the initiative, moving her hands to his and bringing one around to her ass and the other to one of her breasts. He gave her tit a tentative squeeze, and moaned, "So soft, and... and..."
"Shut up and kiss me," she growled, and her student did just that. Instinct took over for the eighteen-year-old and his hands began to work in earnest, roaming her breast, squeezing her ass and pulling his hot teacher against him. His cock was pinned between them between their bellies, his hips beginning to rock upward like he was trying to fuck her stomach.
His kisses were overeager and unpracticed, but some other woman could teach him how to do it properly. She wanted him like this, raw, inexperienced, ready to fucking explode from her touches. It was undeniably hot to have a virgin melting at her fingertips, a former student of hers, so fucking taboo she would be thrown out of her job and the community if anyone could ever prove this. It was dangerous, but on this day of all days, she wanted it to be that way.
Slowly she began sidestepping with him, feeling with her foot both for the edge of the pool and her towel. She brushed up against the material and broke away from Charlie, his lips still trying to chase hers.
"Stay right there, just like that," Grace said.
"But..."
"Trust me."
Charlie stared as she snatched up the towel and folded it on the ground in front of him. Grace dropped to her knees slowly onto it, tossing back her wet hair and grinning up at him as she hooked his waistband with her fingertips. When she tugged down his shorts, his cock sprang out as if to say hello, and she greeted it in kind, pinning it against his stomach again and giving his base a nice, long kiss.
"Oh shit, Ms. Chen!"
She gripped the base of his shaft with both hands. He was remarkably big, and her moan of pleasure as she licked up his precome was genuine. "Warn me when you're going to come," she murmured.
He swallowed and nodded fervently, drawing another sultry laugh from her. Her lips wrapped around his tip, and she thought he might come right then and there the way his knees went weak. But Charlie held on, and moaned, "Oh God," as she took him deeper, staring up at her student. As her mouth descend on him, she worked his base with her tongue, what little room she had to work with. She came up off him with a slurp, her mouth filled with saliva. She pulled his cock down so she could spit on it, getting it nice and slick for her hands.
With that, Grace really got the blowjob going. Her slim hands worked up and down his length as she stuffed her mouth with as much of him as she could, her jaw pushed lower and lower as she swallowed inch after inch of him. Whoever he fucked later in life, he would always have to measure them up against this blowjob, she vowed to herself.
The thought excited her and she squeezed her thighs together. She wanted to rub her pussy but there was a job to do here and she wanted his come right the fuck then and there. Her hands whirred up and down his length as she began to bob harder on him, liking the saltiness of him, the scent of his Irish Spring still fresh on his skin. His pubic hair was wild and untrimmed, but her hands kept it pushed away from her mouth.
"Oh, oh wow, that feels good, that feels so good," he said.
His hands went to her head by instinct. "Mm hm," she moaned around him, wanting to tell him to grip the back of her head, to use her mouth, to fuck her face. She could do none of that, not with him keeping her in place as his hips began to work back and forth, meeting her mouth, her tongue. "Urk urk urk!"
He jerked back, his hands letting go of her head. He gasped, "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have, I didn't mean to choke you."
She came off him with a gasp. "I fucking love it, Charlie. Keep fucking my face, keep using me like that."
He gaped at her, as she spat on his dick again, then when she devoured him, he dropped his hands back on her head and began pumping his hips back and forth. Like his kisses, he had no control. He hit the back of her throat over and over and over again. She'd be sore from this, but oh God, it was so hot, so fucking hot, and she couldn't help herself now, jacking him faster and faster, desperate for his come even as her eyes watered and her jaw ached.
"Ms. Chen, oh God, oh fuck, I'm going to come, I... oh, shit!"
His come rocketed out of him, but instead of stilling, he bucked even harder. She tried to swallow but she couldn't, not with the force of his face-fucking. He nearly sent her falling backwards, pushing up on her and down at an angle, his big cock invading her mouth, punching in and out with a ferocity she'd never felt from any other man, and she loved it. He fucked her mouth so hard some of his come flew out of her mouth with her spittle, coating her chin and spattering on the floor.
Finally he pulled back, gasping for air, and she coughed out a mouthful of come, dropping one hand on the ground and staring at the tile.
"Are you okay?' he asked timidly.
She finally looked up at him, blinking away tears from the lack of oxygen moments ago. Her jaw and throat ached, but she croaked out, "The locker room. Now."
* * * * *
Charlie couldn't believe his luck even as the sexiest teacher in Clefthill High walked him into the locker room, her tight ass swishing back and forth as she strutted like a runway model. Several times she looked over her shoulder at him, a dazzling smile showing off her gleaming white teeth. There was come still drying on her chin and breasts, and the image was going to make him hard again in no time
Her clothes were neatly folded and resting on top of one of the benches. Here she stopped, tugging his shirt up and over his head and helping him out of his shorts. He couldn't keep his hands off her tits, and she giggled throatily as he played with her nipples.
"Come on, stud. Lay on that bench over there," she said.
Stud? Him? He was still so damn sure this was all a joke, or a dream, or a prank. But no, it was real, and when he situated himself on his back, his teacher lifted one leg up and over his head and straddled his face. He was about to get his first taste of pussy, and it was with a thirty-something teacher.
"What do I do?' he asked weakly.
"Just stick that tongue out and start licking like crazy," she said. "Don't worry. I'm going to ride that handsome face and take care of myself."
She dropped down onto his face, grinding her pussy against his lips and chin. Ms. Chen tasted like chlorine and the pool, but Charlie gave zero shits about that. What held his fascination beyond the fact that his teacher -- his fucking teacher! -- was riding his face was that his nose was pressed basically against her bud. That might have grossed some guys out, but he sort of liked it and wondered what she would do if he licked her ass. It was dirty, but she had a really hot ass.
Like she told him, he started licking everything his tongue could reach. His hands went around her and ran up and down her ass, taking in the taut muscles and springiness of her body. She was in crazy good shape, not ripped or anything, but slim and soft all at once. Every straight guy in school drooled after her, and here she was, her pussy leaving wet trails on his face.
He wondered if he was doing this the right way, but Ms. Chen's moan assuaged his fears. "That's it, that's it, you fucking stud."
There was that word again, and it sent a thrill of pleasure up and down his spine. He was driving his teacher wild. That was fucking crazy but it seemed to be true.
"Such a big cock, when they find out about you, oh my God, Charlie." She ground on him faster. He wondered if anyone had ever died from pussy asphyxiation, then decided if he was the first, it would at leas make him a legend at school. He could live with that.
"Mmm," he said against her wet folds, his tongue spearing into her deep.
"Feel, ah, feel how wet my pussy is for you?" she asked, her voice going higher in pitch. He did, and tried his best to nod or acknowledge her, but she kept her pussy locked to his mouth and his chin, her hands idly running up and down his stomach. "You're doing that to me, Charlie, your teacher, mm, the only o-one of my students to have ever... ever done this to me, oh, oh fuck..."
Oh shit, oh shit, that was hot. He clenched her ass harder as her hands moved to his cock.
"Oh my, getting hard again already? Naughty boy, Charlie. But good thing. My mouth needed something to do again."
"Oh fuck," he managed to gurgle out, then she was driving back down on his face, rocking harder, nearly bouncing on him. Her weight shifted on him as she leaned forward, fingers running up and down his length before her warm, wet lips enveloped him again. Before, he was embarrassed at how quickly he came in her mouth but now he knew he could last a long, long time. He liked to practice at home, edging himself for upwards of an hour, sometimes even longer. When he'd come, it was like a fucking cannon, sometimes even hitting his chest.
"That's it, that's it," she moaned around his tip, and swallowed him back down again. When she came back up, she added, "Get hard again for me, then you can fuck me, baby, you can fuck your slutty teacher."
He clutched at her ass, his mind whirling. Nick and Chase were going to flip out when they heard his story. He was fucking a teacher. And not just any teacher, but Ms. Chen. He probably shouldn't tell them, right? But... but they wouldn't tell anyone, would they? They were his best friends, and he HAD to tell someone.
Whatever. That was a concern for later. For now he was getting another wild blowjob while he was eating his PE teacher out.
"Ohhhh, ohhh, that's it, mmm, I'm so close, I'm going to come for you, Charlie," she cooed against his cock, rubbing it now against her face as she rocked harder and harder. She moved forward too far, coming free of his mouth and lips, but it gave him a chance to do what he wanted to try, and he grabbed her ass to give it a long lick, from the top to her bud. He thought he'd gone too far when she froze up, but then her wail proved him wrong. "Ohhhhh, fuck! Fuck... fucking lick my ass, lick my... ahhhhhhhh, Char-lieeeee!"
She came, and Charlie deliriously kept licking, rimming her tight little asshole. Finally she shoved off him and gasped, "Stay right there." Ms. Chen spun around and straddled him again, this time right above his cock. She gripped him and pointed him upwards, her dark, usually amused eyes wild with desire. He'd never seen a woman look like this, not even in the best porn films. She looked almost feral, and it was stupid hot.
"We can't tell anyone about this," she said, and he nodded frantically. In that moment he'd have agreed to just about anything she asked him. She positioned his cock against her entrance. "This is crazy, this is crazy, this is crazy..."
"I'm a virgin," he said weakly.
Ms. Chen's already lust-crazed smile grew even wider. "Not anymore," she said, and dropped on his dick.
* * * * *
Grace raked her fingers across the young hung stud's chest as he stared up at her adoringly. She barely noticed any other part of him but his cock in that moment and for long minutes to come. It had been years since she was stuffed this well, nearly a decade, and she savored it, his thickness hitting her spot just right. Her pussy walls contracted around him trying to grip him like a fist, willing his come inside her. Dazedly she tried to remember when the last time she took the pill was. Her date last Saturday? It'd probably be fine if her student came inside her, right? Her donkey-dicked student? The student who just made her come so hard she nearly fainted?
"...donkey... dicked... stu..." Grace moaned. And with that, she fucked him.
There was no holding back for either of them. No control. He let her do the work, pawing at her tits and her ass, his eyes huge and never seeming to blink. Grace rode him as hard as she'd ever fucked anybody, hips slamming down, her skin slapping against his. Her hands went everywhere, across his chest, his abs, her stomach, her clit, her mound. Every inch of her skin in that moment was an erogenous zone and the pleasure right from the start was almost enough to make her scream.



"Fucking... my... student..." she gurgled. "Fucking... big... dicked... fucking... student..."
Charlie clutched her ass, staring at her tits as they bounced up and down hard enough to clap against her body. "Fucking my teacher! I'm fucking... a teacher!"
"Oh God, oh fuck, oh fuck," Grace said happily, her mind gone to some distant place, her eyes half-crossed and lidded. She didn't know she was grinning a great big dopey grin of pure unadulterated lust, nor was she aware that on occasion her tongue poked out of the corner of her mouth when she wasn't chanting, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck."
Her mind kept drifting back to a pair of images, his cock spurting deep inside her cunt, filling her up, and of standing on the sidelines of the gym, her belly huge with a former student's child, her usual sweatpants barely hanging onto her hips and her big juicy pregnant ass while her top came up over her stretched stomach.
"You're... going to come... inside me," she said, slamming her ass up and down on him, their bodies making such wild, wet noises together.
"Oh shit," Charlie said, his hands moving to her big tits and cupping them as she bounced happily away.
"Going to... come inside my... my un... unprotected cunt, Charlie! Going to... going to fucking... BREED me!"
"What the fuck...?" he breathed, but she ignored him, steamrolling right over the top of him as her orgasm threatened to take her once again. A new image crossed her mind, of her on his bed at college, him taking her from behind, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back, her big pregnant belly rubbing the blanket, her tits so big and full of milk for him and their baby.
"Going to... make me... pregnant! Pregnant with your... babies! My student! My student's babies! Oh, oh fuck, ohhhhh, fuck!" she wailed.
She slammed down one more time, half-laughing, half-sobbing as the pleasure ripped through her, blanking out her mind. Charlie fucked up at her instinctually, his hands going to her waist. She rested one hand on his chest, her mouth wide open, her tongue poking out again, eyes rolled up towards the ceiling. The pleasure just kept rolling and rolling, an orgasm that didn't want to quit.
Out of no volition of her own, she leaned back too far and he slipped free of her. That broke her from her spell and she gasped, "I want it from behind, I want you to fuck me from behind."
"Oh-okay," Charlie stammered.
She hurried to stand up and he rose too, a little more shaky and almost timid in the wake of her sexuality. But when the PE teacher slid onto the bench, taut athletic ass thrust high in the air as she gripped the bench and bent her head low, his instincts and need took over, and he poked her bottom with his cock, then repositioned himself and pressed his head against her thick pussy lips.
"Oh fuck, oh FUCK!" she wailed as he drove deep
At that angle, he felt even better, his cock driving against her spot. She drove a hand between her legs as she twisted her head, her cheek resting against the bench. Her clit was electric to the touch and she nearly lost her balance as she was overwhelmed by the sensations, unable to speak for long minutes, her mouth working open and closed, open and closed. It took another orgasm to force the noise out of her, and when it came, she wailed.
"Fuck me, fuck me Charlie! Come inside me, come inside your teacher! Make, mm, make me fucking pregnant! Fucking come! Come inside meeeee!"
"Oh, oh God, Ms. Chen, Ms. Chen, I want to come in you, I... I want to make you pregnant!"
"Yessss! Yes Charlie! I'm your slut this summer, I'm your whore, I'm your slutty teacher whore, you can fuck me over and over and over again, just keep giving me that fat fucking cock."
Bucking faster and faster into her, he gasped, "Oh, oh fuck, oh..."
She pushed up and twisted her head to look over her shoulder at him. "My pussy, my ass, my mouth, they're yours, they're yours, Charlie!"
"Oh God, I'm close, I'm going to..."
"Yessss!" she howled. "Drive that fucking cock deep inside me and come in your teacher!"
He grabbed her waist and ploughed into her, chest heaving, his eyes wild. Finally, he plunged deep, his cock erupting again, his warmth filling her. She was delirious with it, with the fantasy, the very fucking real probability he would get her pregnant that summer, because she wanted this, the taboo, the danger, the youthfulness of him.
A big dazed grin spread across her face because this would not be their only time. Oh no. She planned on fucking her student every chance she got. And why wait? As he pulled out of her with a wet sucking sound from her pussy, she thought about how young men could get so hard again so fast, and how much fun they could have in that locker room's showers, just the two of them.
Her student. His teacher.
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Riding the roaring waterfall that used to be the street in front of my apartment building, a Hummer spun lazily around and around, unoccupied, the doors open and the radio blaring Heart's "Barracuda," if you can fucking believe it. The state was landlocked, so I wasn't exactly afraid of it being an omen, but as far as timing went, it was about as perfect a moment as I ever saw.
I stood out under an awning watching the rain come down. There was a stick of beef jerky in my hand, mostly to keep myself from reaching for a pack of cigarettes in my pocket that didn't exist. God hated a quitter, but I was giving it a shot for the umpteenth time since I started smoking.
For once, the media calling this "potentially the wettest year on record" was absolutely right. Ever since winter broke I was hard pressed to think of more than a couple days of sunshine. Rain, snow, sleet, hail, we had it all, and lately that was accompanied by winds so powerful it reminded me of my time in Florida, great, building-rattling gusts that always set my teeth on edge. That day, the wind wasn't so bad, but thunder rumbled in the distance, promising more good times ahead.
The Hummer ping-ponged off a couple parked crossovers and a delivery van, finally bumping into a street pole at an intersection and coming to a stop. As if on cue, someone came out of an alley down there, a homeless guy stuffed into a makeshift garbage bag coat who couldn't have weighed more than a buck thirty soaking wet, and he was. He clutched a pizza box over his head as an umbrella. Clever, I thought. He took a look around and scrambled for the Hummer, losing the pizza box when he was nearly swept off his feet by the water rushing across the intersection. But he made it, and pointed the Hummer away from the light pole. He had some trouble getting traction, but all of a sudden it jerked backwards into the torrent of rain heading down towards the financial district. This time, it didn't spin out, and the homeless guy was gone.
"Good luck to you," I said. I started to lift the jerky to my mouth when I heard a sharp peal of laughter from the same direction the Hummer came from. I turned and gaped as a slender figure rode down the hill in an honest-to-God canoe, flailing with an oar to try to steer.
"Mr. Waller, help!" the captain of the vessel shouted, and laughed again. I knew that laugh, and sure enough, when I stepped out onto the street, I recognized her, Ann Bellomy, one of the youngest residents of the building, and possibly its best looking. But that wasn't on my mind at the moment. I dropped the jerky into the rush of water and leaned over to try to snag the canoe as it passed. I caught the lip, but it was so slick I almost lost my grip
What I did lose was my balance. I jerked the canoe towards the sidewalk and fell sideways for the trouble, water crashing over me and making me sputter. I heard Ann's wild howls of laughter again as I rolled towards the sidewalk and pushed myself up.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she said, hopping out of the canoe and nearly bending double with laughter.
"No, I get the hint, I needed a bath," I said. The canoe started to slip away back towards the street. I grabbed it again and shoved it under the same awning I'd been standing under. There were plastic bags inside, tied tightly at the top and wrapped in even more plastic bags to keep whatever was inside dry. It looked like canned goods. Groceries. That sort of thing.
"Are you okay?" she asked.
Only then did I notice that the side of my head stung. I raised my hand to feel the wound, and came away with pinkish water on my fingertips.
Ann's smile vanished and she said, "Oh no, oh God, I'm sorry."
"No no, it's all right, it's not bad."
"Your vision isn't blurred or anything, is it? How many fingers am I holding up?"
"Three, but I was never very good at math. Jesus, were you grocery shopping in this?"
"No. I was housesitting for my parents, but I needed to come back and check on my cat."
I groaned. "Shit, I wish I'd known. I could have checked on it for you."
"No cell service," she said. "The news was saying expect power-outs too. So I grabbed a lot of canned stuff from my parents'."
"Let me help you get all that upstairs."
"Thanks, Mr. Waller," Ann said.
"Daryl. Please."
With her holding the door, I dragged the canoe inside. I unlocked my first-floor office -- which was really nothing much more than storage for most of the tools I needed to keep up repairs around the building -- and we put the canoe in there.
There was no helping the puddles we left in the lobby or the elevator on the way up to her floor. We both looked about as unsexy as we ever had. Ann's usual auburn ringlets now were plastered to her head like seaweed, and I must have looked like a nearly-drowned bear. But I got to be close to a pretty young woman twenty years younger than me, and that was definitely all right.
Ann was classically beautiful, with slim, delicate facial features defined by a cute little point of a chin and big dark expressive eyes. Her body -- when she wasn't covered up by a parka a size or two too big for her -- was quite a bit more sinful, with a big swell of an ass that usually led to every guy in a room watching her leave. Being the building's super, I ran into her often enough to know she did database management for a company downtown, but her real passion was her community theater group. I technically wasn't supposed to allow residents to post flyers in the lobby, but considering the management company I worked for was based out of Dallas and no representative had shown up in over four years, I didn't much care about the rules. So I allowed her to put up flyers for the group often, though I'd yet to catch one of her shows.
"What's your theater group working on?" I asked as we stepped out of the elevator. My fingers were going to go numb from the bags of canned food in the grocery bags if we didn't get in her apartment soon.
She lit up. "We're doing a stage adaptation of And Then There Were None."
I hadn't expected to have actually heard of the play her group was doing. "Good book," I said, surprised. We stepped off the elevator together and headed down her hallway.
"Great play," Ann said. "We're kind of doing our own spin on the ending. We'll have three performances with little tiny changes, and each night there will be a different killer. We've even got an app set up where during the intermission, the audience can vote on who they think did it. It's fun."
"That does sound like fun," I said.
"You'll have to come watch," she said as we stopped in front of her door. She gave me an overemphasized wink as she set down a bag to fish out her keys. "I'll play a seductress."
"Well, now I definitely have to come watch," I said.
She laughed throatily at that and we stepped inside. Ann made good money and had one of the nicer one-bedrooms in the building, which amounted to a larger kitchen and bedroom than the smaller one-bedrooms on the other floors. Her interior decorations were right in the midst of blossoming from college chic -- a floor lamp with multiple heads vining out, mismatched threadbare furniture, a bootleg Stranger Things poster -- and hipster, with lots of small potted and hanging plants and an old-school record player. Interestingly, she had no TV, just a bookshelf where one would naturally go. It was crammed with books, some anime figurines and detritus from a life well lived.
Ann led the way into the kitchen, and when we set down our bags, she waved her hands to get he feeling back into them. "My fingers were about numb too," I said.
"Sorry. But the news said to expect more heavy rain throughout the week. I wanted to be prepared."
Her cat, chubby and orange, padded into the kitchen, rubbed against Ann's leg, and started to purr almost immediately when she reached down to pet him. I knew Churro from previous visits, and it wasn't long before he came to my proffered hand for more pets before wandering to the living room.
"Good to see you, buddy," Ann called after him. "I swear, I could have been gone a month and he'd still come to see me like, 'S'up, you good? All right then.'"
"Cats are always going to cat," I said.
"Come here, sit down, let me look at your head."
"Oh, hey, Ann, no, it's fine."
"I insist. It'll make me feel better."
Once Ann shrugged out of her coat, she grabbed a first aid kit and towels from the bathroom. We patted ourselves down and I sat at her kitchen table. She applied some antiseptic and a bandage, though the bleeding stopped nearly as fast as it came on. I was all too aware of how close she was, and my body started to stir. Maybe other guys got less horny as they got older, but my libido seemed to rev into overdrive when I hit forty or so and had never let up in the five years since. But then again, given how sexy Ann was, I'd have to be a corpse not to react.
"No headache, no blurred vision, nothing like that?" she asks me, still lingering right beside me, her fingers on my biceps.
"Spoken like a nurse," I said, my voice unintentionally low, but good God, she was fucking stunning. She belonged in Hollywood, not on a tiny stage in a shithole theater in downtown Vineport.
"My mom's worked as one for fifteen years," she said. "You pick up a thing or two."
Our eyes locked, a tiny knowing smile playing at her lips. I fought the urge to clear my throat. "I'm doing good. Really. Just a scratch."
"Good." Finally Ann stepped away, and I wanted to pull her back, put her on my lap, and fuck her until she was goofy with it. Thunder hit, louder than the rumbles I heard outside, and she jumped. I smiled and she blushed. "I'm a little afraid of thunder and lightning."
"And yet you set sail down the hill in the middle of a thunderstorm."
"Yeah. Hey, let me pay you back."
"Ann, you really don't owe me a thing."
"Come on. Dinner in half an hour? That'll give us both enough time to get out of our wet clothes."
I would have been happy to get out of mine right then and there and I was pretty sure I was getting a similar signal from her. I knew I had a certain sort of dad bod appeal. When I wasn't tending to the building, my life was pretty much working out and watching movies. I liked food too much to be cut, but the softness blended well with my thick muscles, giving me a slight cushioning I'd been told made for good cuddling. Yep, I'm a cuddler. Hey, I like warm, soft pretty things in bed with me, all right?
Anyway.
"Sounds great. Can I bring something?"
"Got anything to drink?" she asked. "I didn't think to grab something from my parents'."
"Wine and beer. What's your preference?"
"Wine. Any kind."
"You got it," I said.
Ann gave me a demure smile. Even with her hair a damp fishnet mess on her head, she still made my heart feel like I was running a marathon.
My place was one of the small studio apartments on the second floor. It came with the job, along with a decent salary, and that was enough for me, at least for the time being. I used to work construction until I found my wife and my boss together in bed. No respectable company in the city would hire me after I put him in the hospital for that. I got a divorce, almost got remarried about six months later until I realized I was doing it just to fight the loneliness, and drifted through life as a handyman for a couple years. I did some work remodeling the very apartment I lived in, updating the cabinets and the bathroom flooring, and the old super, who was looking to retire, recommended me to the management company. It wasn't exactly the American dream unclogging drains or dealing with our resident Karen's constant insane complaints about the Black and Latino families in the building, but it was a simple, good life, and I liked it.
And things just got a hell of a lot more interesting.
Once I grabbed a shower and toweled off, I checked my teeth in the mirror, gave my hair a critical eye -- my sandy blond was becoming more of a well-salted blond -- and finally made up my mind and added two tiny dabs of aftershave on my neck below my ears. I'm not usually an aftershave guy, but for Ann, I'd try.
I spent a good minute trying to decide between a navy and pale blue shirt before finally muttering to myself that I was an idiot and threw on the darker blue. I left the top few buttons undone over my undershirt, not too casual, not too dressy. I had to get moving or I was going to be late. I snagged a bottle of white and red wine from the top of the fridge, wondering just how the hell old they were. Thunder boomed again as I locked up, rattling the walls of the building. Time to get back to Ann.
When I knocked on her door, I heard her call, "It's open." When I stepped in, I smelled nothing cooking, nor did I see her on the other side of the kitchen counter. What I did see was Ann strutting down the short hallway past the kitchen and bedroom to the bathroom dressed in nothing but a thong. It disappeared between her big shapely cheeks, making me nearly fumble the wine.
She looked at me over her shoulder, eyes twinkling. She'd brushed out her hair but done little else with her auburn locks, and a ringlet of it fell across her eye, adding to the mischievous look. "Be out in just a minute."
I moved.
She didn't shut the bathroom door behind her, and when I came in, she was bent over with her ass to me, sliding the thong down her legs. I had a full, unobstructed view of her juicy peach of a pussy, and muttered to myself, "Fuck."
Ann laughed softly and stood back up. "Want to join me?"
I was almost too busy counting the freckles on her curvy ass when I caught on to what she asked. "Yup."
She came to me, playful at first, dodging my attempts to kiss her with a naughty grin on her face, moaning when I cupped her tits and ran my thumbs across her small, dark nipples. They were bigger than I would have guessed, especially on her frame. I think she meant to suck my cock when she tugged down my nicest pair of jeans and my boxers. I'm pretty sure that was the move, but right then, the thunder hit again and she jumped. Literally jumped.
I gripped her shoulder gently as her eyes kept flicking towards the door and the general direction of where the windows would be. "It's okay," I breathed. "We're safe here. We're okay."
She nodded, and this time, didn't dodge my kiss. There was a time to take with my lips and there was a time to reassure with them. The taking would come. She needed me gentle and caring in that moment, and that's what I tried to be. This time, when the thunder hit, she only shivered gently, and her hand strayed down to my hip, my ass. She pulled me backwards towards the shower, and I went, following her, feasting my eyes on her ass again when she finally turned.
I moved with her in the shower until she had her back to the tiled wall, her smoldering brown eyes staring up at me, so timid all of a sudden. I cupped the back of her neck and kissed her again, my hard cock between us, pressed against her stomach. She lifted a leg and settled her foot on the rim of the shower, moaning as I snaked my fingers down to her wet pussy. The thunder hit, the loudest boom yet, but she barely shivered as I slid my middle finger into her, going for her spot.
"Dar-yl," she moaned, and I kissed her again, hungrier this time. She met me in kind, hot, needy presses of her soft lips. She jumped when I brushed her spot, but I was too close for her to fall. She clutched the back of my neck, staring at me with her lips parted, slicing away the callouses around my heart with just those sparkling eyes.
My thumb brushed the thin line of her trimmed pubic hair and I dipped it lower, teasing her big prominent clit and alternating with my middle finger. When I added a second inside her, she hissed with pleasure and twisted her head to rest it on my shoulder, hips working to meet the rhythm of my fingers, her body jumping every so often.
I kissed the side of her head, burying my mouth and my nose in her hair. "I need you on a real date," I whispered. "I can't have just this one night."
She turned her head back to me. The thunder boomed again so goddamn hard it was like a bomb went off. She yelped, and this time she really did nearly fall. My fingers shot out of her and I steadied her with both hands. "M-make love to me," she gasped, and I was on her, gripping her by the thighs and lifting her up against the wall, my hard cock between her thighs. Keeping one hand under her ass, I adjusted myself until I was sliding into her.
Ann was so tight I thought I might hurt her, but she wailed, "Keep going, keep going, oh God, oh f-fuck..."
I couldn't help thrusting into her harder, making her bounce up and down on my cock. Thunder again like a slap from God, and the power went out. Light still filtered in through the living room and the bedroom, but in that bathroom we were devoured by darkness. She cried out. I wish I could say it was from my lovemaking, but she was terrified and clinging to me and digging her fingernails so hard into my back that I was bleeding from it, but I didn't care.
"I have you, I have you," I said louder now. "It's okay. As long as we're together, it's okay."
She nodded frantically and thumped her head back against the wall. "I'm so s-scared but I'm going to come so fucking fast..."
I couldn't help a chuckle, and kissed her again. The next time the thunder boomed, I still had my lips against hers. She gasped, but no yelp. My lips, I thought dazedly, it's the kissing that's helping her through this.
I slowed the fucking and made out with her, sloppy, eager kisses, longer, more passionate ones, everything in between. She responded timidly at first, then with more and more eagerness of her own, realizing what I'd realized without saying as much. I rocked into her like that, but this was not fucking to make either of us come, not yet. It was comfort sex, hot, wild, and unexpected, but it was about the sweetest lovemaking of my life because she needed it so much.
The lights flickered, came back on for about five seconds, and died again. In that time, I could see tear tracks on her cheeks, and these I kissed gently, whispering soothing things to her. "We're through the worst of it. It's okay. It's okay."
And we really were. The next peal of thunder was farther away. Still loud as fuck, but shifting away from the city. Ann's shivering stilled, and her kisses transformed again into hot and hungry need. "Fuck me," she whimpered, "please, I'm so close, I'm not sure how screwed up that is, but I'm close, Daryl I'm so close..."
Fear and sex went together like cookie dough and ice cream, I wanted to tell her, but I was too consumed by her orders. I began to thrust up into her hard again, bouncing her on my cock. Her arms roped around the back of my neck, pulling my face to hers. We kissed as we fucked, her gasps now definitely coming from something other than the thunder.
"Harder," she whispered, "I can take it, I can... yesss, like that, oh my God, Daryl, just like that..."
"Fuck, Ann."
"You can c-come inside me, I'm on the pill, I want to feel it, I want to... oh... ohhhhh!"
Her butt arched up as best as it could with her feet off the ground. She came with a quake around my cock, her tight walls gripping me, driving me into frenetic uncontrolled thrusts. I buried my mouth against her shoulder, grunting as I pumped into her, then finally shouting, "Ann!" as I came.
I never exploded like that before, but my come rushed out of me, filling her. She might have come again, or maybe it was aftershocks from the first powerful orgasm. Whatever it was made her laugh breathlessly, then again when I set her down and jerked her in a one-eighty, that magnificent ass to me. I dropped to my knees, not to be denied the real dinner I wanted that night, and I buried my mouth against that thick juicy ass.



"Oh my God, that's so dirty, Daryl!" she said. I couldn't see her but I imagined her looking over her shoulder at me, that diamond gleam of a smile in place.
Fuck, I loved that ass. I tongued it fast and hard, rimming her as I reached around to play with her pussy and her clit. Her hand joined mine and together we had her thrusting back against my hungry mouth. She'd obviously gotten a shower in, the soap still strong on her skin. I liked it. Liked her cries of passion even more.
This time, she crested lightning fast, just minutes into my ass play, her knees quivering, my name a half-laugh, half-gasp on her lips. "Daaaaa-ryl!" I grinned against her as I felt her knees twitch and her hips jerk.
After, I showered and gargled with water from the showerhead while she guided herself through the house by her phone's light, collecting two flashlights and the bottles of wine I'd left on her kitchen counter. She replaced me in the shower and I felt like a teenager again as I twirled the flashlights in my hands, giving her shower a redneck party-like atmosphere. It made her laugh, and the laughter helped when the thunder rumbled again in the distance.
This time, when it came on again in force, she was in my arms in the bed, curled up tight with me. Ann shivered, yeah, and there was one big boom that had her jumping again, but this time, there were no more tears. The lights wouldn't come back on for another two days, but that was all right. We had each other through the storms and the occasional breathtaking hint of sunlight parting the clouds, and for us, that was all we needed.
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Christmas. Yay.
I trudged by red and white light-wrapped streetlamps, frustrated that the holiday was here and in my face. Every year like clockwork, the Monday after Thanksgiving, the city lights went up. Most of the businesses around town had their Christmas stuff out since the first part of November, but most of that I could cheerfully ignore. These, the streetlamps, I would see every day on my walk to and from work. Fan-frigging-tastic.
It wasn't that I hated the holiday. Or... I didn't, anyways, until my wife -- sorry, ex-wife -- Bridget served me papers the day after Christmas. If you've ever married a wallet-sucker, you know why -- presents. She waited for my dumb ass to give her the emerald earrings, the knee-length puffy jacket from Nordstroms, and the laptop bag, then dropped the bomb on me that, oh yeah, she was asking for a divorce.
So you can see why Christmas and I weren't exactly on the best of terms. I wanted to punch every Santa I saw. I wanted to take a leak on the pair of snowmen on lawns as I walked by them on my way home, muttering to myself. I wanted to chicken-fry reindeer and serve them on a nice bed of winter vegetables, probably with a cold bottle of Miller, because even though I used to love rum and egg nog or vodka and egg nog or just about any kind of hard liquor and egg nog, I was now firmly in the camp of "screw everything to do with Christmas."
In short, I was the town's Grinch, and I didn't mind one bit.
But one person did.
* * *
I tried not to tighten my hands into fists. "Bobby," I said, surprised at how cool and even my voice was.
"Oh, hey, Daryl. Just about finished up here."
I sucked my teeth, staring at the man on a ladder in front of my rinky-dink house, the one I moved into when the court decided to award my wife -- ex-wife -- our old place. My first instinct was to ask what Bobby was doing, but it was obvious. He was hanging Christmas lights from the roof of my house.
At thirty-five, Bobby was a few years older than me. We were friends mostly because of that, the relative nearness of our age and the fact that neither of us had escaped the Pike Bridge black hole. If you don't know what that is, you've never lived in a small town in middle America. You grow up there thinking someday you're going to escape into the world and make something of yourself, and maybe you do. Maybe you go to college at, oh, say, the University of Nebraska, get a great degree in business management -- top five in your class! Then say maybe you move to Spokane, where you land a rock-solid starter job and meet your future wife, whose mind is poisoned by your sweet, well-meaning parents into convincing the two of you to come home and someday take over the family grocery store, only to have your parents then pull the plug and become Las Vegas snowbirds while you watch your career and your life implode in the one place you never really wanted to live again.
That, ladies and gentlemen, is the small-town black hole phenomena. In a nutshell.
Anyway, Bobby was a decent enough guy, a good mechanic, a wicked golfer, and a loyal customer. He was also my former neighbor.
"Decided to put up my Christmas lights for me, huh?" I asked, and now I had the briefest fantasy of walking across my lawn and shaking the ladder until he fell like an apple from a tree.
He chuckled. "Harper and I were driving around last night and saw you hadn't put your lights up last Friday like you used to. I thought you might not be up for it this year on account of... well, you know."
"On account of Bridget."
"Ah, yeah."
"And you thought," I said, my cool evaporating, "that I'd want to be reminded of that. With Christmas lights."
He finally glanced back at me, worry in his eyes. There was no stranger dichotomy in that town than the difference between Bobby O'Byrne and his sister Hailey. Where she was sweet Irish fire in a slender but deliciously soft package, Bobby was a barrel of a man, squat and broad-shouldered. He wasn't ugly, but he'd seen some mileage even if he wasn't all that old, his face ruddy and weathered, his big hands nicked with scars.
"Ah," he said. "I've gone and upset you."
"Nah, Bobby, I love coming home to people climbing on ladders outside my house."
"I was only trying to do you a kindness. And I'm almost done."
"Take it down."
"What?" he asked.
"Take. It. Down." He started to speak, and I held up a hand. "I didn't ask for this. I didn't want this. And whether or not you think you're doing a nice thing, you're not. I'm going to go inside, I'm going to change, get in a workout, and have a beer. And if all this isn't gone by then, I'm..." I faltered, unsure exactly what it was I could threaten him with. "You're not welcome in the store any longer."
"Darryl, I..."
He didn't finish the thought. Despite his raw physicality, Bobby was not a confrontational man. "Kind of a lost soul," my wife -- damn it, ex-wife -- called him once, and I agreed. He was not a stupid man but a sweet and gentle guy, one probably too good for this world. I regretted being harsh with him but damn it he was way overstepping his bounds. Bridget only left a year ago.
I'd done the right thing, I told myself as I walked inside. And I told myself it again as I got in a core workout with my kettlebells. And told myself again as I finished off a bottle of beer.
But when I looked outside to see if Bobby was gone and if he'd taken down the lights, there they were, twinkling along my roof.
Ho. Ho. Ho.
* * *
If you could figure out how to harness the speed of small-town gossip, we'd have colonized Betelgeuse by now.
When my employees started drifting in the next morning at the grocery store, all eyes were on me and I knew why. Bobby was well-loved by Pike Bridge and rightfully so. When the machinery of my business whirred to life, I told my right-hand woman Chelsea I'd be taking off for a while. "Is this about the fight you had with Bobby O'Byrne?"
"Fight?" I asked.
"Mm hm. I heard you two really got into it."
"I asked him as politely as I could not to come onto my property and decorate my house for Christmas." I only realized the absurdity of my words as Chelsea skinned a piece of gum and stared at me as if I was the dumbest man alive.
"And that's a problem...?" she asked, popping the gum in her mouth.
"Because I don't want people on my property decorating my house for Christmas. That's enough of a reason," I said.
She held up her hands in a "you win" gesture. "Fine."
I left without another word, zipping up my parka as I walked. It wasn't uncommon for it to snow around Thanksgiving and Christmas, but the cold wasn't usually that bad. That day, though, it stung like needles pressing in at every exposed part of my skin. I pulled my hood over my head and donned the pair of thin leather driving gloves in my pocket, little good as they did me. For the thousandth time, I reminded myself I needed to buy some actual winterized gloves. I'd given my good pair away to a customer walking home with several bags of groceries the winter before, and I kept meaning to replace them.
I walked back home and dug out my good ladder from the tiny rundown shed in the backyard. As I set it up against the side of the house, I made up very sweary lyrics to "Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer," muttering them as I yanked down the lights and clips Bobby put up. There weren't a lot of lights, just one big string, and I was done in minutes. I stowed away the ladder again, took the time to coil the extension cord and lights into tidy loops -- I might have been mad but I was still anal about that sort of thing -- and tossed the unwanted Christmas junk in the backseat of my Outback.
Pike Bridge was not a big town, which was why I preferred to walk everywhere. I liked to save money where I could and the exercise and time to think were great. But I knew I'd look like a bit of a goober walking around town with loops of Christmas lights and an extension cord wrapped around my arm.
It hurt to see the old neighborhood again, as it always did. I think I missed my house more than my marriage, which sounds like a really shitty thing to say, except that Bridget and I had been veering apart for a while even before the divorce. But I thought it was the usual things marriages went through, a sea of boredom with each other that we would eventually cross. I was wrong about that. Horribly wrong.
Before our marriage collapsed, I put a lot of work into our old house. We bought it for a song right before real estate went crazy, and I spent my free time doing little upgrades here and there, retiling the bathroom and kitchen, replacing a few windows, rebuilding the deck, little jobs I could tackle by hand with my dad and brother. I was proud of that work, and it was taken from me because someone I loved wanted to stick the knife in me as deep as possible.
A year on and I still asked myself the same damn question -- when did Bridget start hating me?
I wish there was an easy answer to that, but as angry as I was with her, I spent so many nights cutting open my own heart and soul in introspection. I tried to be a good man for her. I listened when she wanted to do new things in bed. I didn't make great money running the store but someday, when we were ready to retire young, I could sell it off and we could spend the rest of our days doing whatever we wanted. It was, I thought, a good life.
I'm not saying I was a saint. That was not the case. I liked to look at other women, though I'd never cheated. I tried to keep a handle on the chores, but hey, sometimes if a game on TV was good enough, sure, I'd ignore the garbage until I was reminded a few times during commercial breaks. Little things, but I guess little things add up. Was it my fault? Hers? I don't know. She was the one to deal the damage but I really, honestly could not tell you why she wanted to hurt me so badly.
I brushed the thoughts off as I rolled by the old house. Bridget still owned the place, turning it into a short-term rental. As if in a final screw-you to me, she hired someone to paint it a fugly shade of brown, slopping it over the gorgeous blue-gray with white trim I'd painted it just two years ago. I sighed as I saw it again, wishing I understood what happened and knowing I would never get an answer.
But I was still mad, and when I saw Bobby's place all decorated up for Christmas, I only grew madder. I parked in his driveway, got out, and grabbed the lights and the extension cord from the backseat. I walked to the gate leading behind his house and flung them over it. "Thanks, but no thanks," I muttered to myself.
I headed for my car again, but before I could make it, the front door to the house opened. "Didn't try knocking first?" a soft, feminine voice asked with a touch of amusement.
My spine straightened subconsciously and I sucked in what little gut remained to me after a year of post-divorce workouts. Like I said, Harper O'Byrne was nothing like her older brother. She was the sort of beauty that makes you wonder if she somehow accidentally wound up in the wrong town in the wrong era. Pale, creamy skin, a little ruddy in the cheeks like her brother, but with dark circles around her eyes she didn't hide under her makeup. A tall, narrow, squared-off face that her strong cheekbones really made work. Eyes that always seemed troubled, even when she was smiling her girlish, infectious smile.
And of course, her long, silky red hair, always mussed, deliberately or not. Some days it seemed more orange than red. Other days it was as dark as blood. It was hair to dream about. Hair to wake a man up out of sleep, feeling guilty about dreaming of someone other than the woman he was in bed with.
I turned and growled, "Harper."
"Hiya, Daryl."
I had to force my eyes not to wander down to her black tee over her slender shoulders, the way it outlined her perky breasts. She wore oversized gray sweats she'd knotted high on her waist, emphasizing how slender she was. And tall -- she was inches taller than her brother, a fact that used to get him shit for it. She wore no makeup that morning and judging from the natural unkempt nature of her hair, I was guessing she hadn't showered either.
"I was returning some things of your brother's."
"I figured," she said, crossing her arms under her breasts. "Where did you leave them?"
"Uh," I said. "Over the fence."
"Go get them please. I don't want to have to put on shoes and go out in this cold."
"Funny. I didn't want to have to climb up on a ladder and pull them off my roof."
She sighed. "He told me you were a jerk about it. You know, it takes a lot to upset Bobby, but you managed it. Way to go."
"I..." I was taken aback, momentarily stung. Then I remembered I was the affronted one here, and I said, "I didn't ask for any of this!"
"Oooh, sorry my brother has the world's biggest heart and wanted to do something unsolicited for you," she said, reminding me she wasn't just all looks, but brains to boot I know she did some kind of coding from home for a big software company. A few times she tried to explain what she did to me, but it made my head fog up and she eventually laughed and said she hunted bugs in code. That I could understand.
I didn't have a response to her, so I walked back to Bobby's gate and let myself in. I snatched up the lights and the extension cord off the ground, and when I returned to the front door, Harper was inside. I knocked and let myself in. She glowered at me from the couch, one of her long legs under her butt. She held a bowl of cereal in hand and slurped loudly from it, giving me the dagger eyes.
"Where?" I asked.
"On the chair is fine." I dropped the lights and the cord, and turned for the door. She added, "You aren't this jerk."
I glanced sharply at her, eyes narrowing. "Sorry?"
"You aren't. What Bridget did to you sucks. I know that's why you're really mad. My brother doesn't deserve this kind of treatment. So when you're ready to say you're sorry, come by and apologize to him."
"Apologize to him? Again. I. Did. Not. Ask. For. This."
"You. Didn't. Have. To," she said, grunting each word like a caveman. I almost laughed, but I remembered just in time I was supposed to be pissed off, and I left her there to her cereal and her laptop, only later wondering what the hell she was doing there on a Monday morning anyways.
* * *
They attacked my house again a week later.
The cold spell only got worse. You couldn't really call it a cold snap because the temperatures kept creeping slowly ever downward, more and more snow dumping on our small town and making people wonder if that year's Snow Drop, our big city-wide Christmas celebration, was going to happen. That would have bummed me out in years prior. I loved the Snow Drop, the big gathering of small vendors and Christmas vibes redefining "good cheer." It was always a positive event. Every year since my parents owned it, my store was one of their sponsors. We always ran a booth too, just a small one with a raffle and appetizers usually made with something we had on sale that week.
I was sitting in on a Chamber of Commerce meeting about that event when Bobby and Harper must have done it. I was only there to make an appearance, as usual. I had zero interest in taking an active part in any of the decision making, usually just nodding and agreeing when I was volunteered to do something. Like that year, I was being asked to help set up and take down the big pavilion tents for the Snow Drop, to which I readily agreed. It was an easy enough job if you knew what you were doing and it got me out of having to serve bratwursts or pulled pork or whatever the Chamber decided they were serving that year. I had zero desire to talk to people.
I walked home half-asleep from the overwarm Chamber Hall, though the cold knocked the stuffing out of me by the time I reached my street. I saw the lights and the snowmen at a distance and thought they must be in my neighbors' yard, but as I drew closer, I realized the truth. The lights were back up on the roof, accompanied by light-up snowmen and two smaller strings of lights looped around the bannisters leading up the stairs to my front door.
"Damn it, Bobby," I shouted, but only the wind heard me.
* * *
I went through the same dance as before, going in to work just long enough to open up and make sure we had enough people on hand, then I left again to go home, yank the lights off the roof, pull what I now realized were solar lights off the rails, and yoinked the snowmen's stakes out of the ground. I could add "missing more work" to the pile of reasons I was getting angrier and angrier.
I thought about dropping everything off at his house again but this time I had a better idea, one that might put a stop to all this nonsense. I loaded all the Christmas crap up, strapping one of the snowmen to my roof when it wouldn't fit in the rear of the Outback, and I drove to the mechanic's shop where Bobby worked, grinning or grimacing, I wasn't sure which.
I pulled in and stopped in front of one of the open garage bay doors. A couple guys looked at me curiously as I got out. Trae Brown, a young Black man in the garage's coveralls, smiled at me quizzically. "Got an appointment, Daryl?"
"Nope," I said. "Bobby around?"
"Yeah, he's on the phone if you want to wait a minute."
"Nah. I've got to get to work instead of wasting my time with his crap," I said.
His smile disappeared and he blinked. "Everything okay?"
"Mm hm," I said. I went around the back of the Outback, opened it up, and tossed the snowman on the ground along with the extension cord and the lights. Everyone was out and gaping at me by the time I unstrapped the snowman from the roof. "These are his. Tell him I said to have a..." I meant to say "have a merry fucking Christmas," but looking at the worried expressions of the mechanics stilled my anger and made me tired instead. "Tell him I said, again, thanks, but no thanks. It was funny the first time, but it's getting real old, real fast."
"Why don't you tell him yourself? He should be right out," Trae said.
I didn't bother answering that. I got in the Outback, and left.
* * *
I didn't feel great about what I'd done and the world seemed to agree with me. Word hit my store's employees, and in hours, they were glowering at me. Whatever. I busied myself restocking the dairy aisle, hoping this would all blow over, but of course it didn't.
Harper stormed into the store in the late morning, looking like a marshmallow in her white puffy coat. A redhaired damn vision of a marshmallow, one I wouldn't mind taking my time eating. But I knew why she was there and I squared my shoulders for what was coming.
"You... you jerk!" she snapped at me.
"Hi Harper, how are you, can I help you find anything?" I asked.
"Unbelievable. You know, I thought so much better of you, Daryl. I thought you were nearly as nice as Bobby."
"Sorry to disappoint. Please stop leaving your stuff on my lawn."
"No," she said.
"No," I said, then repeated it again. "No? I'm getting really, really tired of this."
"Maybe if you'd come over, had a cup of coffee with us, talked this out, we would have left you alone to be a miserable asshole. But no. Now the gloves are coming off. You loved Christmas. And don't tell me it was Bridget who made you put up all the Christmas decorations every year after Thanksgiving because that soulless bitch hated anything fun."
I glanced at her sharply. I thought Harper liked Bridget. They were in a book club together and often had drinks. "I thought you two were friends."
"No, not really," she said, her glare losing some of its fire. "I... she was my age, and you know how it is. It was complicated. Don't change the subject."
"Can we do this in my office?" I asked, looking pointedly towards the two customers and one of my employees watching us with blatant glee.



"What? Yeah. Sure. Jerk."
"You already called me that. Four or five times now, by my count."
"Because I'm not having Mrs. Miller hear me call you worse."
"Oh, go ahead, dear," Mrs. Miller, a sixty-something regular, said.
I smiled tightly and reached out to nearly put my hand on Harper's lower back to guide her towards my office. It was the sort of close, personal thing I'd have done with Bridget, not the sister of my Christmas frenemy. I stopped the hand just shy and yanked it back, mortified. I was probably reliving my arguments with Bridget and it came naturally. Or something. Look, dear reader, you and I both know the real reason but let's play this thing through, all right? In that moment, I was confused and embarrassed.
She sensed my consternation and smirked at me. My audience also saw what I'd nearly done, and whispered excitedly to each other. "Oh God," I muttered. I knew the rumor mill would have us dating by the end of my shift, and I'd proposed by the end of the week.
I led the way to my office, a tiny nook with barely enough room for a guest chair across from my desk. "Sit," I said once Harper shut the door behind us. I was uncomfortably aware how close she was. She wore a rich, complex perfume, and some vain part of my mind wanted to believe it was for me, even if that was stupid. I managed a grocery store. She was as wealthy as it got there in Pike Bridge, with one of those Porsche SUVs. I was handsome, but she was a knockout. My mind came up with a dozen reasons why she wouldn't be interested in me, but couldn't answer the one very basic question that should have been front and center -- why would she apply perfume to come berate the guy at war with her brother?
Suddenly, neither of us could find the words. She sat, looking around the office, then finally at me, opening and closing her mouth, her hands on her knees.
Finally, I said, "I did like Christmas. You're not wrong about that. But Bridget served me last year on the 26th. The holiday isn't exactly my favorite anymore. And you and your brother trying to make that happen isn't appreciated."
Ah, there was her anger again. "So you decided to try and humiliate him in front of his coworkers."
I sighed. "Yeah. It was the wrong move."
"And? Maybe an 'I'm sorry?'"
"I didn't start this," I said, my fingers digging into the leather arms of my office chair.
"We're not stopping," she said with finality. "And you can deal with it until you love Christmas again."
"Why are you so invested in this?"
"I wasn't. Bobby and I drove around and we-"
"I heard this part."
She continued, ignoring that. "-saw you didn't have your lights up like you always do after Thanksgiving. And he said how sad the holiday must be tough for you, and that he wished he could do something to cheer you up."
"I don't need cheering up. I need to be left alone," I said.
"Well, tough. Bobby thinks of you as one of his best friends, even if you haven't bothered to reach out to him."
"Me? I... the crap I've gone through, I..."
"It doesn't mean you can neglect your friends, Daryl. They love you and they need you in their lives. You need them but they need you too."
I rubbed my nose, so frustrated I couldn't think straight. I liked Bobby. Even then, I did. "That's a low blow, telling me he thinks of me as his best friend. Is it true?"
"He's the sort of guy who has a lot of best friends. And he cares about all of them."
"Fuck," I said with a sigh. I shook my head. "Why are you staying with him? Is he okay?"
"Ah." She sighed. "He's fine. I'm not. My company laid me off. Blindsided me out of nowhere."
I sat up straighter. "Harper, Jesus. I'm sorry."
"Me too. I was told, emphatically told, I could work from home on a permanent basis after the pandemic."
"Did you get it in writing?" The wry smile she gave me told me everything I needed to know. "Oh no."
"That's what I get for thinking my boss is my friend."
"Do you have another job lined up?"
"At the bookstore, at least through Christmas or until I find something more permanent."
"You staying with Bobby, that means... oh, no. The house."
"Yeah. Norma let me out of the rental contract early. She's a sweetheart. But it was always too much house for me anyways."
"I understand. I miss my old house, but in reality, I would have felt the same way."
She nodded, then looked away from me. "Look, I... I'm still pissed about how you handled things today."
"I'm sorry. He didn't deserve that."
"Then go tell him that."
"Not that sorry. He can stay off my damn lawn. You and him both."
Harper gave me an odd look, then a slow smile that would have made an evil genius proud spread across her face. "We will. I promise you. We will."
"What do you have planned, Harper?" I asked, standing up.
She stood up too. "Oh, nothing."
I moved around the desk and opened the door. Instead of stepping out, she looked up at me. The office was so damn small we were mere inches from each other. Her perfume made me feel dizzy, and I fought the urge to touch her cheek or rub her arm or hug her or... something. Heat bloomed in her cheeks, and her smile changed into something more pensive.
"You smell nice," I muttered.
"And you're still an asshole," she said, but there was a certain caress to her voice that made me think "hm."
* * *
I owed Bobby an apology and I knew it. As frustrated as I was by the whole situation, I knew Harper was right. I'd been an asshole and I had to make that right.
I thought at first I'd buy him a pizza and a six-pack, the evergreen apology of men everywhere to other men, but as I was looking at the menu for the best local place to get pizza and trying to remember if Bobby liked pineapple or not on his bacon, sausage, and onion pizzas, I had another idea. A little bit of sweet revenge, and maybe a make-good while I was at it.
The hardware store was all but empty when I walked in. Ross Walsh, the manager, came down the aisle pushing a big cart loaded with wood pellets. It was sort of ironic, him being the one employee there, since he and his family were often confused as relatives to Bobby, Harper, and their folks. Like Bobby, Ross Walsh was a ruddy-faced ginger, a short man with a spotty beard who was usually a good-natured guy. But when he saw me, he frowned and I knew the rumor mill's reach was far and wide across the land.
"Daryl, I've got half a mind to send you on to New Bainbridge and not take your money," Ross said.
"I'm here because of that," I said. "I'm looking to make it right with Bobby. Kinda."
I explained to him why I needed plywood, rattle cans, and a few various other things, and by that point, he'd lost the sour expression and was grinning. I also explained I know I'd been overly grumpy, and by that point, Ross was already walking beside me deeper into the store.
"I'm sorry I didn't make it to your daughter's, ah, ceremony this summer," I said. "Not much for weddings or... ah..."
"It's all right. We're still getting used to all the terminology too," Ross said. "They called it a bonding ceremony. It was nice. A wedding, just not... you know, legal."
I chuckled at that. Ross's daughter Catrin, who was a few years younger than me, entered into a fascinating relationship situation a couple years back with her boyfriend Ben and their coworker Maria. Truth be told, I found the whole thing kind of hot and intriguing -- both women were extremely beautiful. They held what was by all accounts a beautiful ceremony that summer, exchanging rings and promising to be together forever. I hoped they would be. I'd met both Maria and Ben on a couple occasions and they were all great people.
We talked some about that, and other relatives and friends as Ross helped me pick out what I needed. I could have been in and out in five minutes, but in the grand spirit of all small towns, I ended up spending a pleasant twenty minutes bullshitting with him and catching up, and by the end of it, I was in a much better mood than I'd been in for well over a year.
When he helped me out to my car with the plywood and the other purchases, Ross said one more curious thing to me. "You can tell me to mind my own business, but does any of this have anything to do with Harper O'Byrne?"
I glanced at him. "If you're asking about her coming into the store today and chewing my ass out, yeah, I suppose it does. I deserved it."
"Hadn't heard about that."
"Then what do you mean?"
"Come on, Daryl. The whole town knows she's had a crush on you since high school."
"I... what?" I asked, genuinely confused.
"You didn't know?" When I shook my head, he chuckled. "Ahhh. Then I'm starting to wonder how much of this was Bobby, and how much of it was her."
"I... Bobby was my neighbor and a good friend. He felt bad for me about the holidays and that's all this is. Don't be stirring up rumors about me and her. She doesn't deserve that."
"Of course," Ross said, but he was still smiling to himself when I took off.
* * *
Ross's words played on repeat as I thought about that brief moment with Harper at the end of our conversation at the grocery store, the way she looked up at me, cheeks blooming, the soft whisper of her last words to me, even if she was calling me an asshole while she did it.
I hadn't dated much since my divorce. I was too gobsmacked, too angry, too bitter. There had been a couple women, both strangers I met in New Bainbridge on weekend work trips. They were fun but both times I felt hollow afterward, missing not so much Bridget as the comfortable habits of marriage, or waking up next to someone and knowing just how they'd move against me when I roped an arm around them and pulled them tighter. Little things like that keep a man sane, I think.
It took me a few days to finish my woodworking project. I used to be pretty damn good at art in high school and college, and I still dabbled on great occasion. It was a nice way to get out of my own head, though over the last few years, I fell away from painting and mostly just doodled. It was pleasant then to sit down at my dinner table to sketch out what I wanted to do for Bobby, going through three sheets of blank paper before I was certain I got it right.
Cutting the plywood was the trickiest part once I transferred the outline to it, but my brother was amazing with carpentry and woodwork, and helped me out for the low, low cost of agreeing to babysit his toddler so he and his wife could have a night out. It was the sort of thing I would have done anyways, of course.
As I was holding my niece and feeding her spoonfuls of baby food, Rich, my brother, said "You think you and Harper are going to have babies right away, or are you going to wait a while?"
His wife said sweetly, "You're not getting any younger."
Fuuuuuuuck.
I was in my garage with a face mask on and spray paint in my hand when the Christmas bandits struck again. I pretended not to hear them out there, the crunch of feet on the snow, someone's soft giggle. It sounded too young to be Harper or Bobby, and inwardly I thought back to our conversation and groaned at the obvious loophole of me telling Harper I didn't want her or Bobby on my lawn anymore. Sure, she'd agreed they wouldn't, but I only asked that THEY wouldn't, which meant the rest of the town could.
I felt one last momentary twinge of irritation, then let it go. People cared about me. Was that really so bad?
No. It wasn't.
I smiled to myself as I heard more childish giggling and whispers so loud they might as well have talked at a normal volume to each other. I rattled my cans and finished a stretch of red. Not much left to do, just the green for the face. Time to make my grouchy appearance.
I came out of the garage with my arms outstretched like I was Frankenstein's monster, roaring, "Rarrrrgh, what do you think you're doing?" A tween boy and girl I recognized from the old block screamed with good humor and ran, dropping the plastic pine tinsel they were decorating my rails with. Their getaway vehicle was parked at the curb -- Harper's Porsche Cayenne. I slowly chased them towards the open doors. They listened to something Harper must have said, and turned to me to give me a pair of raspberries before diving in, laughing wildly as they slammed the doors in my face.
I laughed too, watching the Porsche take off and feeling alive again.
* * *
Days later, when the spray paint and weatherproof coating had time to dry, it was finally time to set my devious plan in motion. By that point, the weather began to creep back upwards, but the snow was really falling, a whiteout the news was predicting could settle over the Harpy Mountains for weeks. I know that meant bad things for the families with college kids traveling home and that the Snow Drop in a couple days would probably be affected, but I found the idea kind of nice, our little riverside community hunkered in.
I drove to Bobby's after my usual post-work-workout and shower, and parked at his curb. Unlike the O'Byrnes, I didn't try for subtlety. I unloaded the five-foot Grinch face underscored by "Bah, humbug!" I'd spent the last week or so working on, and chuckled to myself as I walked it onto their lawn. It had boards in back on hinges that could lock into place, so it could sit out in the middle of the yard, and with the weatherproofing, it would hopefully last them years.
The front door opened. Brother and sister emerged, both of them watching me with curious smiles as I positioned the Grinch head for the best lighting.
"Bobby," I grunted.
"Daryl," he said.
"I figured turnabout was fair play," I said. "So I made you a little something. As revenge, you understand. And... uh, maybe an apology too."
They came out on the lawn. Harper was in sweats, Bobby in basketball shorts and a long-sleeved shirt. I couldn't help staring at Harper as she smiled to herself. Such a beautiful, mysterious smile. Such stormy eyes. Eyes to fall hard for.
But those eyes weren't storm at the moment. They lit up, and it was easy to see the girl she would have been once upon a time, opening some much-wanted gift beside the tree. Bobby laughed too, long and hard, eventually coughing from the force of it. He clapped my back and wrapped me n a one-armed hug, still snorting, making me grin too.
"You made this?" Harper asked. "Really?"
"Yeah. Had some help from Ross Walsh and Rich." To Bobby, "I was an asshole. I'm sorry. You never deserved that."
"You didn't deserve what Bridget did to you," he said. "Is it true she married some alien chaser in New Mexico?"
"Yeah, kinda. She didn't marry him, at least not yet, but he runs a gift store down in Roswell. Some real, uh, interesting opinions on things."
"Jesus," he said, shaking his head. "Well, let me go inside and get my phone. I gotta get a picture of this. You stick around. I want you in it."
He headed inside, and Harper moved closer to me. I turned to her, and she smiled faintly, staring up into my eyes. I cupped the side of her face, and she whispered, "Oh," as I leaned down to kiss her. She didn't pull away. Instead, a trembling hand went to my face, and she cupped my cheeks, kissing me harder, tears slipping down her cheeks. Our kiss deepened, her soft lips so warm against mine, our eyes half-lidded and a certain part of me rising fast.
The door opened and we broke apart, looking up at Bobby. He grinned at us, and said, "Well. That's an even better surprise."
We ignored him. I didn't really have a choice in the matter. Harper had complete control over me and in that moment I would have given her anything.
"Be my date to the Snow Drop." I looked aside at Bobby. "Come along too, if you have the day off."
"I do, but I'm working a booth," he said cheerfully. "And even if I wasn't, I think you two..."
He trailed off because by that point, Harper and I were grinning at each other like a couple lust-drunk idiots.
* * *
She took my hand. If you've ever been alone for any great period of time, especially after you've been nearly mortally wounded when someone ripped your heart out, you understand how much that little gesture of warmth means. It's like someone pulling you out of freezing waters. It's like someone stopping you from jumping into a volcano. It is love in its most simple and purest gesture, devoid of anything but the need for contact, to reassure someone you are there. It is humanity brought back to you.
In just two days, my house had been blitzed with another form of love -- community. My house now looked like Christmas had been vomited onto the yard. I had lights, light-up figurines, inflatables. I had garland and beads and pine boughs. I had five wreaths, fake frost sprayed on the windows, and a "SHITTER'S FULL" door mat, the only thing I'd actually keep that year. The rest Harper, Bobby, and I would put on people's lawns who might need a pick-me-up, staring a grand tradition around Pike Bridge, one I loved.
But before all that came the Snow Drop, our little town's most magical time of the year. And my hand was being held by the woman who so easily cleansed my heart of all its bitterness. There wasn't a better Christmas to be had, not by my standards.
"I'm sorry I ended up having to work," I said.
She smiled at me. "I'm not. You get to stay here. I get to wander and bring back news on who has the best appetizers."
"Evil woman."
"Oh, the evilest."
But she didn't wander -- at least, not often. She broke away for a while to catch up with friends from around town or there visiting, but always made her way back to me. My crew for this was out with legitimate reasons, one with a cough she was worried was COVID and didn't want to spread to the entire town and all the tourists, another who needed to make an emergency trip home to Texas after her mother had a stroke. Things they couldn't help, and it was okay, because I was with Harper.
We doled out a Reuben dip into tiny cups along with crackers, talked with people we knew and people we didn't, and in general, acted like shy teenagers around each other. During a lull, Harper said, "I really did have a crush on you for a really long time. Did you seriously not know that?"
"I guess I didn't," I said. "You hid it pretty well."
"Well... you were like... two years ahead of me in school so it wasn't like I could get your attention then," she said. "And then when you came back home with Bridget, I wasn't going to say anything. I'm sure she saw the way I'd look. I was... mm... less careful around her."
I chuckled. "I think you just explained something to me I've always been curios about."
"What's that?"
"Bridget would always get a little more upset than usual when I'd look at you."
"Oh, yeah, I definitely didn't help in that regard." We both smiled for a moment, a comfortable silence between us.
Finally, I said, "How's the job search going?"
She tensed, and I sensed I'd hit a nerve without meaning to. "I got an offer. A software company out of Vineport."
"Really?" I asked. "That's fantastic."
"It is," she said. "Amazing pay. Probably a better chance at moving up the rung."
"I get the feeling it's not what you want."
"Mm hm." She sighed. "They want me in an office. Not working from home." She looked me right in the eyes. "It'd mean I'd have to move."
"Oh," I said.
"Yeah. Oh."
"So this... we have a time limit."
"Yeah," she said softly. "I'm sorry, Daryl."
"No, it's okay. It's a good career move. I, um..." I shook my head. "Nope. It sucks." She let out an unexpected snort of laughter, and I grinned. "But I get it. It's a great opportunity. What'll Bobby do without you?"
"His own dishes, for starters."
* * *
Once I finished taking down the pavilion tent for the Chamber and loaded my own things into the Outback, we drove half a block before Harper said softly, "Daryl?"



"Yeah?"
"Take me to your place?"
I swallowed hard. "Sure."
* * *
She was freezing and so was I. We stripped out of our coats and shoes just inside the door and ditched the rest in front of one of the electric heaters blasting away. She shivered but grinned at me, and a whisper of our conversation repeated in my brain.
Crazy. I'd have to be crazy for falling for her this hard this fast.
But we're not talking about a woman I'd just met. We'd talked a hundred times over the last eight years, had dinner together, watched each other fall out of bad relationships. It was only in my head that this was crazy. My heart knew it was inevitable.
Harper was a vision out of her clothes, left only in a bra and panties that made me realize she knew where this date was heading.
"Lace for the Snow Drop," I said. "Now that's an interesting choice."
"Like you disapprove."
"That I do not."
And I didn't. Her breasts had a little extra oomph than I realized, particularly on her slender frame. Her ass was nearly non-existent but fit and trim, leading to a pair of the longest, most gorgeous legs I'd ever seen. A sea of freckles across her stomach and back were adorable, as was the tattoo on her side of Tigger. I couldn't help leaning down to kiss that first, nearly catching myself up in my jeans and stumbling. She laughed throatily and brought me back upright to kiss me good and proper. We both tasted like sweets and barbeque sauce and the appetizers and sweets we'd been snacking on all day, but neither of us minded.
I dropped my hands to her slender ass and lifted her up. She roped her legs around my waist and raised one arm like she was riding a bull. "Hiyah, horsie, hiyah!" she shouted gleefully, and I carried her into the bedroom, grateful I'd done some serious cleaning over the last couple days. My bachelor pad was almost respectable.
I laid her out on my bed and didn't let her go. Instead, I dropped to my knees and threw her long stems over my shoulders. Harper wiggled her ass in anticipation. I dropped my face to her panty-clad pussy, savoring this moment because already in my heart I knew if and when I had to let her go, losing Harper was going to devastate me. But moments like this, they would make the pain worth it.
"Are you okay?" she asked me, smiling as she propped herself on her elbows.
"Never better," I said, and I'd never meant it more.
I hooked her panties with my thumb and slid them down over her creamy, freckle-sprayed thighs. I kissed her legs as I went, noting how cold and clammy her ankles and feet were. Change of plans then, and a delightful one at that. Once I freed her of her panties, I stood up and went around the side of the bed to tug down the comforter and blanket. She twisted on her side to watch me curiously until I came back to her and scooped her up in my arms.
"You looked cold, I can fix that and still have my fun," I said.
She giggled and kissed me before I set her down again, this time closer to the pillows. I stripped out of my boxers quickly, loving the way her eyes feasted on my muscles and glad -- so very glad -- I had poured my frustration over the last year into hard workouts. When I was nude, I held the blankets up and climbed under them, descending down her body and throwing the blankets up over her. My hands slid around her back and she pushed up just far enough I could free her breasts from the cloth keeping me from sucking them, and now I did, tracing her nipples with my tongue before taking them in my mouth, thick little nubbins the same soft pale pink as her lips. But I didn't tarry there long, sliding down her body as she stretched luxuriously.
"Mm, I love the way the bed smells like you," Harper said.
I kissed her soft little tummy for that, and moved down her body again, dizzy with actual happiness. Sure, we had things to figure out but this was undeniably one of the best days of my life, and it was only getting started. I didn't intend on either one of us getting any sleep that night, and I'd give it a damn good effort.
It started with tasting her divine pussy, her lips slender and almost nonexistent. But her clit and hood made for nice, big targets, and there I spent some time exploring and playing, sucking her clit gently into my mouth, licking it, flicking it, rubbing it. Her knees rose, her toes curling against the sheets, and when she moaned my name, I knew I'd found everything I needed in the world.
"Dar... yl..."
I spread her thighs apart, now moving my tongue down to her pussy itself, lapping at the wetness I found. I could see nothing under the covers save for a bit of light as she held them up to watch me play. That was extinguished too when I slid my tongue back to her clit, her hand dropping to clutch at my hair, her back making the cutest hop as I licked her little button.
"Oh, oh, like that, nice and slow like that, yessss...."
I obeyed, feeling her body pulse as I kept the pressure steady, slow, and sweet. Her fingers curled and tightened until she was nearly yanking the hair out by the roots, but I didn't care. Her pleasure was my universe, and I gave it to her, making her cry out. "Ahhhhhh, ahhhh, mm hm, mm... mmmm!"
She came with a shudder, her thighs closing on my ears. I kept going, rubbing her lips with my thumbs, teasing her inner walls. She was so wet for me, her need dampening her thighs and the sheets beneath her. Before the night was done, we'd soak the sheets in sweat and our bodies' desires made manifest.
She cried out again, both hands at my head, clutching my temples to her pussy as it quivered. Harper came down and babbled, "I need you, I need you now, Daryl, please..."
I rose up her body, reaching out to the nightstand, but she stopped me, gripping my hand and guiding it to her breast. "I'm clean, if you're clean, I trust you, please, I need it inside me..."
"The pill?"
She nodded frantically, tears of pleasure in her eyes. I guided myself to her entrance, one hand on her waist, the other beside her shoulder. We kissed as I sank into her, her body twisting side to side as she gloved me, tight but not painfully so, her walls warm and wet and trying so hard to keep me there forever, to give her what our bodies were meant for.
"I want this, I want this so much," she whimpered, trying to watch me through fluttering eyes. I moved the hand at her waist to her cheek and kissed her as I filled her, whispering it too, knowing we were setting ourselves up for heartbreak but unable to stop.
"I want it too, Harper, I'm crazy about you, I know that's bizarre after just one date but there it is, I'm falling for you."
She cried out as I pulled back and pushed deep inside her again. She took every inch of me, slowly at first and then the both of us with more and more need, Harper flexing her hips up at me, begging me with her body to go deeper, to drive harder inside her. My hand at her face dropped to the side of her neck and she arched her back as I held her like that, the callouses of my fingers tracing her soft, warm skin.
"Kiss me, kiss me through it, please," she begged, and I did, crushing my lips to hers as my hips worked with more and more urgency inside her. She raked my back with her fingernails, fast frantic sweeping motions that stilled as she drew close, her hands tightening into fists and beating softly at my back as her knees rose again. "Ohhh, ohhh, God!" she cried out, and she was coming around me, so warm, so wet.
I was close too but she brought me back from the edge when she moved her hands to my chest, pushing at me. "Get on your back," she moaned, and I did, pulling her on top of me as the blankets fell away from us. She rode me, her spill of red hair falling over one eye in a way that seemed almost too perfect, like we were filming this or something, but no, it was real and she was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen, fire and passion and joy on top of me, grinding and bouncing, grinding and bouncing. I couldn't last. Not with that ethereal redheaded beauty smiling down at me, cooing me on.
"Come inside me, come inside me, come inside me."
"Harper," I moaned. My hands went to her waist and I began to push back up into her, unable to help myself, my body needing.
"Yesss, that's it, that's it, come inside me, baby, I've wanted to feel this for so long..."
"It's yours, it'll always be yours, oh, oh, Harper!"
I came, never realizing until later I was gripping her waist so hard it would leave bruises. I'd hate myself for those and would spend minutes soon kissing the reddened flesh as we both recovered, but in that moment, my mind was empty and my heart was full.
I was happy.
And damn it to hell, but I loved Christmas again.
* * *
We were inseparable those days leading to the holiday. Bobby too, for that matter. The three of us got together for dinner and drinks frequently, Bobby protesting with no conviction that we should spend the time together, but I now firmly considered him family, even if Harper and I weren't tossing around the L-word yet.
I made a thousand plans in my head and I knew which one I'd go with. Despite my grumpiness about Bridget pulling me back to Pike Bridge and then abandoning me there, I did love my little hometown and running the grocery store my parents started. But I'd sacrifice it all for happiness and love, and I fully intended on doing so. I talked to my parents about the decision. The store was now in my name but they were its heart. They disagreed with that, though.
"It's your store now," my father said. "You don't need our permission."
"But you have our blessing," Mom said, sounding like she was either crying or on the verge of it.
"That's right," Dad said. "We made our choice and we don't regret it. And if you think you'd be happy following Harper to Vineport, you do it. We can help you manage the store in the short-term, and when it sells, that'll be that."
My mother said, "She always loved you."
"Am I the last person to have known that?" I asked.
"Yes," they both said.
I've asked her a thousand times since that first date together why she did. She makes up little silly things, like she always liked the shape of my ears, or the way I once armpit-farted in high school to Nelly's "Hot in Here." All great reasons, don't get me wrong, but the times when I asked for an honest answer, all she'd do is give me a mysterious smile like she knew a secret I didn't and kiss me.
Because as you can probably tell, we wound up together. Of course we did. Only it was Harper who made the sacrifice for us, sitting on my lap on Christmas morning, kissing me gently before she told me she'd turned the job down and was holding out for another work-from-home programming gig. It wasn't much of a sacrifice in the end -- she got a call back on a job application a day after New Year's and was hired on by one of the world's biggest tech support companies in a position similar to her last one, a job that would see her actually make more money than before.
But Christmas Day, we didn't know that. She gave up what I thought was her life for me and her brother, and for a town that didn't let people hurt alone for long.
Once we'd made love, she asked me for one more gift.
"Tell me you love me," Harper whispered to me.
"I love you," I said.
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The odds of the sexiest high school teacher in Swift Rapids walking into the restaurant where I worked on Valentine's Day weren't as astronomical as you might think, mostly because it was a tiny town and we were one of about five options for couples that night. She and her man were dressed for the holiday, him in a blazer, slacks, and button down, none of which fit him quite right thanks to a little extra weight, and her in a sleeveless red dress that was sexy without being so daring that she'd draw the ire of bitchy parents if they were seen out, and they would be.
Ms. Regan saw me, brightened, and waved enthusiastically. I finished clearing the table in front of me and hurried over, my big plastic bin of dirty dishes under one arm. It was crazy busy that night, as it always was on holidays, but this was Ms. Regan, and she was definitely worth a little ass-chewing from my boss.
"Mr. Morrow! I forgot you worked here!" she said. Fuck, but she was beautiful. Long black hair that hung halfway down her back, done that night in waves, but usually held back in class in a ponytail or a braid. I liked the waves. That was fuck-me hair if I'd ever seen it before, hair that made you think about grabbing a fistful of it while she stared up at you with those dark, sparkling eyes and wide lips wrapped around you. Fuuuck. And the rest of her was killer too, a heart-shaped face, killer boobs I don't think I'd ever seen on such fine display as that night, and an athletic figure that nonetheless had some serious holy shit factor when it came to her ass and thighs. She was maybe thirty, or thereabouts, putting her twelve years older than me.
Let me put it to you another way. When you think of a teacher, you might think of frizzy-haired women in dowdy clothes your great-grandmother would have approved of, maybe with some big glasses thrown into the mix. Or you might think of porn stars wearing tight skirts and open blouses with deep cleavage, again, probably with glasses. Ms. Regan was neither of those things. She had an Instagram model's face and the body to go with it, but most days dressed down enough that you'd never guess she was as busty as she actually was. Not that night, though. That night she was elegant and sexy, both at once.
"Hey, Ms. Regan," I said, grinning. My ex-girlfriend Dana told me my smile was my best feature, apart from a certain other part of my anatomy. I don't know if she was right or not about the smile, but she sure seemed to appreciate the other thing. "I'm usually just here on the weekends but hey, great tips tonight. Happy Valentine's Day. And to you too, Mr. Miller."
Aaron Miller wasn't a bad looking guy, not really, just a little overweight and starting to go bald. He had piercing eyes and a face that used to be handsome in a craggy sort of way, but now his soft chin dominated it. He'd also shaven his usual beard that night, not a great look for him. I noticed he missed a tiny patch at the base of his neck and wondered if I could slip him a discreet message about it somehow. Eh, not my problem, I supposed.
I wonder what would have happened if I tried, because almost certainly he would have looked at me in a better light. But I didn't. My guilt in the proceedings I leave to your judgment, but I don't feel bad about it in the slightest.
"Parker, right?" Mr. Miller asked.
"Yes, sir," I said. My dad served back in the day, so addressing people as "sir" or "ma'am" was about as natural to me as blinking.
"Great to see you. We have reservations but I wanted to ask, does it come with a drink or are those extra?"
I was taken aback by the cold shoulder when I was just trying to be friendly, and I saw in the sharp way Ms. Regan looked at him that she was too. Neither of us said anything about his attitude, and I recovered fast. "Ah, drinks are extra. Only the meal is included. But that prime rib looks amazing."
"Then I'll just have water. Octavia?"
"A glass of chardonnay," Ms. Regan said. "Thank you so much. If you get a little break, come say hi again!"
I was young but I could recognize an unspoken apology when I heard one, and gave her a warm smile. When I hurried away back towards the kitchen, I gave their drink orders to their waitress and got back to work bussing tables.
Like I mentioned, we were slammed that night, and the flow of people kept my attention. But I found plenty of time to sneak looks over at Ms. Regan. I'd have her in English class the next day, and I was going to have a hell of a time not thinking about her in that dress. I didn't mean anything by the looks, I really didn't. She was a fantasy, yeah, but never in a million years did I believe I actually had a shot with her. But my dick held the reins that night and I enjoyed my stolen glances.
She glanced in my direction too a few times, and on the last, the one that triggered everything, I winked at her. It was a harmless playful moment, and I was out of eyesight of her boyfriend. I didn't think anything of it and I don't think she would have either, except she grinned. And Mr. Miller went fucking nuclear.
There could be no question where the bang emanated from, but it still shocked me into stillness for a couple seconds. "Will you pay attention to me for one fucking minute?" Mr. Miller shouted.
Everyone went quiet as a mouse in that restaurant. Everyone. On my grave, I'd swear to you, even the prime rib on people's plates and in the kitchen sat back and mentally thought, "Whoa, bruh, overreact much?"
"Aaron, I-" Ms. Regan started, but he cut her off.
"Enough! You think I don't see your eyes wandering? You think I don't know what you're doing?"
Whatever she meant to say never left her lips. He shot to his feet, and with him came their plates, glasses, and silverware, the plates and glasses shattering. He started to say something else, but I was there, getting between them.
"Enough," I said.
"You little shit," he growled, and shoved me.
Here's a thing I couldn't work into this little tale until this point. I'm not a small guy. I played football for three years until my dad caught the brown bag bug and lost his job and my mom needed extra help making bills. I still worked out in my free time, and growing up the poorest kid in a school full of poor kids meant I had been in a lot of fights. So when his hands connected with me, I sent him to yip-yap with the Sandman with one hell of a hard right to his temple.
The whole place erupted into cheers. I stared down at him and said, "Holy crap. Oh shit. Oh shit!"
I thought I'd killed Mr. Miller. I hadn't -- he would be out for a minute, but he was far from dead, something a customer, a nurse, confirmed when she leaned down to check on him. By that point, the cops had been called and I was still staring down at the man I'd punched out, in complete shock and wondering in the back of my mind if I was going to jail or something.
I wasn't. I'd just become a local legend.
* * * * *
Legend or not, I still had to go to school in the morning. I didn't usually see my mom in the mornings before she went off to work at the gas station, but she was there that day, taking a couple hours off to make me breakfast and lavish me with praise.
"Helen Vaskova said you got applause for a minute straight," Mom said, beaming at me. I loved seeing her happy. It was a pretty rare sight those days now that Dad spent his time in front of a computer playing video games and drinking. I don't hate my dad, but for a few years there, he was pretty utterly useless until Mom divorced him and he got his shit together a few months past the scope of this story. I only mention all this so that you can kind of see where I was coming from. I felt protective of the women in my life.
"Aw, I don't know about that," I said, forking up a bite of triple-stacked pancakes. There was bacon too, but I'd already eaten four pieces and Mom, in typical Mom fashion, hadn't taken any for herself, knowing how much I loved it.
"You're a good boy. A good man, now, I guess."
It was the best compliment she'd ever given me. Shit, it might have been the best compliment I'd ever received, period, except for my ex-girlfriend's "Holy shit, you fuck like a porn star or something."
"Thanks, Mom," I said, genuinely touched. I finished off my pancakes and she pushed the bacon at me. I smiled at her and leaned back. "No, I think I'm done. Pretty full."
"You, full?"
"Miracles happen, I guess." I pushed the bacon back to her, and felt lighter when she took a piece. "I gotta get to school. Love you."
"Love you too. And I am proud of you." She looked towards the bedrooms and added wearily, "We both are."
I took her hand in mine and squeezed.
At school, I was greeted like I'd saved Ms. Regan from a gang of muggers instead of a chubby guy who never saw the punch coming. I'd be lying if I said it didn't make me feel pretty good, especially when I saw my ex Dana looking at me with doubt and obvious regret in her eyes. Sorry, baby, I thought, but you made your choice fucking Harry.
Things calmed down throughout the day until I was finally left alone altogether, right up to Ms. Regan's class. All eyes were on us then, and she didn't bother hiding her frequent smiles directed at me. She looked good that day, though she was back in plain old teacher garb, a formless long-sleeve top, high-waisted jeans, and sneakers. That was all right, I had my fantasies to rely on.
At the end of class, she asked, "Mr. Morrow, mind sticking around?"
We got some obligatory "oooohs," and I said with overacted breathiness, "Oh, anything for you, Ms. Regan, anything at all."
That rest of the class shuffled out and I stood up to come to the front of the class. She shut the door behind the last student and went to her desk, sitting up on it and smiling at me. "I guarantee you we have listeners at the door," she said.
I went and looked, and sure enough, there was my best friend Josh and a girl from class named Callie. "We thought you guys might make out," Josh said, and I shut the door again in their faces.
"I think they're gone now," I said loudly. "Quick, get naked."
Ms. Regan snickered at that and folded her arms across her breasts. "I told Mr. Brown earlier today that I needed to speak to you. You'll be okay being a few minutes late for his class. Thank you again for standing up for me. That was..." She clicked her tongue. "That was a very brave thing."
"It wasn't brave. I'd hope any guy in that restaurant would have done the same thing."
"But they didn't, did they?"
I thought about it and shook my head. "I guess not."
"The reasons for which could probably fill dozens of psychology, political science, and ethics books, but that's not a discussion for the here and now."
"Are you okay?" I asked. "I mean...at home? With him?"
"Oh yes. He's spending the day packing his things and moving out. If he's still there when I get home, the sheriff's office has told him they'll very kindly help him off the premises. I'm not sure what they'd actually charge him with, but Aaron did not seem thrilled with the idea."
"Good. What happened, Ms. Regan? What the hell set him off? I mean, obviously I shouldn't have been winking at you and staring, but..."
"No. No," she said firmly, a hint of fire in her eyes. "This was not your fault. He's been growing more and more jealous as he gets older and a little, mm, insecure."
"His weight and his hair?"
She gave a pause like there might be something she wanted to add to that, but nodded. "Yes. That's right. And a young man as handsome as you drawing my eye..."
"Handsome, huh?"
She shrugged. "It's the truth. And if saying that gets me in trouble with administration, oh well. But how are you? Is your hand all right?"
"I'm fine," I said. "Gave my statement last night and that was it. Deputy Claggett said when I graduate, I should apply to become a deputy."
"You'd be a good one, I'm sure."
The first bell for the next period rang. Ms. Regan moved to the door and I started that way myself. She held up one finger in my direction -- wait -- and looked outside before shutting it again. She turned to me, and said softly, "Now we really are alone."
It took me a moment. A long moment. But I kinda started to get the hint as to what was happening when she walked towards me. "Mrs. Regan, I... I didn't do that to... because you're hot as fuck... I mean, hell, hot as... I didn't... I..."
"So you don't want a blowjob?" she asked, her eyes dancing. "You're eighteen. I looked up your file."
"Fuck me," I breathed and came out of my daze. "Administration... the security cameras..."
Her fingers went to my jeans. "They only check them if there's a problem. And if we hurry, if we don't take more than a few minutes, no one will know there's a problem."
"If we only have a few minutes, I'd rather fuck you," I said. I wasn't sure I'd said the word "fuck" to a teacher before but now I'd gone and said it at least three times to Ms. Regan.
She laughed throatily. "Cheeky. I think we can manage that but I want us to be able to take our time about it. Tonight, my place. Say... seven. Can you get away? Without raising suspicions?"
Dad would almost certainly be drunk and passed out by then, and a little lie wasn't going to hurt my mom. I didn't think she'd care all that much about the truth anyways, but better to protect Ms. Regan than not. "Yeah, I think so."
"I'll leave the garage door open and you can shut it after you pull in. Then..." she worked my jeans down to my knees. "Then... then we can..." Her eyes widened as she took me in hand. "Oh... oh wow. That is... not what I was expecting."
"So sorry to disappoint," I said, grinning.
"Now I see why all the girls smile around you," Ms. Regan said as she dropped to her knees.
I thought about telling her I'd only ever actually been with one, but let it go when she pulled her top up over her big breasts. The bra she wore was made for support and not the sexiest thing, but goddamn if it didn't ride front and center in my dreams for years anyways.
"You get to see the rest later," she said. "For now, warn me when you're going to come."
I didn't believe this was really happening until Ms. Regan wrapped her lips around me. I was eighteen and walked around most days half-hard anyways, but my sexy teacher on her knees sucking and licking my tip while her fingers encircled the base of my shaft sent me towards crowbar-hardness in no time.
She came off me with a flick of her tongue along my base and said softly, "Extra credit for being very well trimmed, Mr. Morrow."
"Wait until you see what I do with my tongue tonight," I said as she stroked me faster, holding my tip against her cheek. "You'll never give me anything less than an A again."
"Mm, promise?" she asked. I didn't need to answer. She was already sucking me again.
Outside her classroom, someone called to someone else and we both froze. But when nothing else happened, Ms. Regan sucked me faster, bobbing her head back and forth along my length. Remembering my fantasy from the night before about taking a fistful of her hair while I fucked her mouth, I gripped her hair in its ponytail now, my hips jerking minutely back and forth and meeting her tongue and her hungry mouth.
"Ah, fuck, Ms. Regan," I breathed. An older, more experienced me would have told her how sexy she was, how I loved the way her tongue was swishing along my base, the sultry look in her eyes when she'd hold mine. But I was only eighteen then, incapable of knowing yet that some women loved a vocal man, loved him moaning and telling her what a good job she was doing. All I knew in that moment was pleasure, and suffice it to say, Ms. Regan was there to dole it out that day.
She came off me with a slurp and whispered, "Don't hold back, come for me, come fast now and we can take our time later."
I nodded and she sucked me harder and faster, my English teacher driving me into clenching my fist in her hair, pulling her face towards me as I fucked her mouth. For a horrifying moment, I thought I'd gone too far, was being too rough, but she moaned enthusiastically and nodded as best she could around me. So I fucked her face harder, making her choke on my dick, getting a "Hurk! Hurk! Hurk!" out of her each time I slammed deep in her mouth and hit the back of her throat.
"Close," I gasped, probably too loud but it didn't matter. But Ms. Regan seemed to ignore me and took me again and again. "Close, going to..."
Ms. Regan winked up at me. She knew, and she wanted me to come inside her mouth. This was surreal. My last girlfriend didn't mind blowjobs but never wanted me to come in her mouth. The idea of coming in my teacher's was too much and warmth jetted out of me, hitting the back of her throat and filling her mouth. She swallowed it down and pulled free of me, gasping and grinning.
"Fuck, that was..." I said, at a loss for words.
"Shhhh, sh sh sh. Get back to class now. And when you leave, don't look around, don't act suspicious. Treat it like you were leaving any other classroom any other time."
I nodded frantically. "You really meant it about tonight?"
She rattled off an address, and added, "You tell me. Want to fuck a teacher?"
* * * * *
Teenagers can actually keep a secret. Shocking, I know. Much as I might want to tell the story to someone, when my friends gave me shit about being kept after class, and cracked jokes about the two of us, I grinned and said, "Yeah, right, didn't you hear Ms. Regan screaming my name up and down the hallways?" I'd always known instinctually slipping a kernel of truth into a lie made it all the more believable, so blowing what we'd actually done way out of proportion helped turn their questions aside.
I worked out after school with some of the guys from the football and basketball teams before heading home. I needed that release of tension or else I was going to drive myself crazy waiting for seven. My dad was outside, pushing a snow shovel around half-heartedly. I took over for him, and spent the next hour shoveling not only our driveway and sidewalk, but four or five of the surrounding houses. By the time I came in, Dad was seated at his computer, killing goblins or something by the dozens. I couldn't help feeling a little sorry for him in that moment, and brought him a fresh beer when he asked, squeezing his shoulder when he called me a good guy. We talked some about my fight the night before, and he even offered me a beer too in celebration. I turned him down, telling him I needed to drive later, that I was going to go watch a movie with friends.
"Is that what we're calling sneaking out with a girl these days?" Dad asked. He grinned when my eyes widened. "You've pulled out your phone three times now to look at the time. There's no movie that's got a teenager's attention that much."
"Ah, shit, busted," I said. "Yeah. One of the girls from school-" again, a kernel of truth "-wants to, ah, hang out. She was there last night and it got her pretty excited."
"I'll bet. You have condoms?"
"Yes sir." Again, not a lie. I did have two in my wallet, but I was also clean, having gotten tested after my ex-girlfriend cheated on me.
"Good. I want you to have fun. But be careful."
"I will." I nodded at the screen. "What do we got going on here?"
"Almost to the level cap with my necromancer."
We talked about that some, even if video games had never really been my thing. I liked actual sports. So had Dad, back in high school and the military. But something in him broke over the years, some need to escape reality. I couldn't blame him, not really. Reality sucked sometimes. I just wish his pain didn't rope us all in.
Mom came home at six, exhausted and looking it. She smiled wearily at me and went to kiss Dad. "What's cooking?" she asked him.
"Huh? Nothing I made."



Dad finally noticed the smells coming from the kitchen. I'd made pasta, nothing fancy, just some frozen ravioli, canned spaghetti sauce, and mushrooms.
"Thought you both deserved a break tonight," I said. "Annnnd it's kind of a bribe. Hoping I could stay out late tonight."
They looked at each other, and in one of the final times I remember them really being in tandem with each other's souls, they grinned. "Tonight," Mom said to me, "I think you deserve some fun with your friends."
* * * * *
I pulled into Ms. Regan's garage right on time. I stepped out to hear a faint instrumental beat playing from inside the house. This was really happening.
After shutting the garage door behind our two cars, I stepped inside. My teacher strutted towards me, crossing her toned legs. I breathed, "Jesus, Ms. Regan..."
"Like it?" she asked. She'd dressed up in a pleated skirt barely long enough to cover her pussy and her ass. Her white blouse was tied off under her big breasts, her nipples poking at the fabric. The chunky high heels gave her an extra inch, at least, and her hair was done in a more elegant braid than that day's ponytail, with two ringlets kissing her cheeks. Her makeup was heavily done, emphasizing her lips and dark, sparkling eyes.
My teacher. This was my teacher.
"Fuck," I breathed. "You look... hot. Insanely hot. Jesus."
"Mm. That's what I hope to be shouting in ten minutes."
And that was pretty much it for my conscious thoughts for the evening. I grunted something animalistic, my eyes damn near popping out of my head, and then I was moving, grabbing her by her trim waist and pushing her back through her house.
"Where's the bedroom?" I asked, and she turned and raced me there, stumbling on her heels, which she promptly kicked off while I rid myself of my own sneakers. By the time we made it to her bedroom, I had my shirt up and over my head, tossing it behind me. Ms. Regan turned and saw my muscles on display. I might not have been playing sports that year, but I was still lean and firmly muscled, drawing her eyes to the ridges of my body.
"Fuck," she gasped, and dipped her head to lick -- actually lick! -- my pecs.
"Oh God, that feels good."
"Good, because these last few months I've got you as a student, I'm going to explore every inch of you with my tongue," she said.
"We're going to do this again?" I asked, working at my jeans and yanking them down.
"God, yes. I thought about telling you it could-" she stopped talking long enough for me to kiss her and grope her ass. She wore only a thong, and I grunted my approval. "-could... could only be a one-time thing... ohhh, ohhh, yes, tease my little asshole, mm, I love that..."
"Focus," I growled, and sucked her neck. I wanted to leave a mark, to show the whole world the next day someone had taken her, claimed her. Even if I couldn't brag about it, I could look at that spot on her neck and replay the memories.
"Not with you, mm, doing that with your hands and lips, I c-can't," she gasped. I had my thumb pressed against her little asshole, a trick my ex-girlfriend loved. God bless the cheating bitch, but at least she'd taught me a few things I intended to unleash on Ms. Regan. "As long as we're., mmmm, careful... this could mean my j-j-jaaaaaaah!
That last came when I brought my hand around and rubbed her pussy through her thong. I backed her up to the big bed and dropped her on it, rubbing her pussy the entire time. She stared up at me, lips parted, and I leaned down to kiss her for the first time. I was sloppy and eager, my tongue lacking any skill I might actually have, but Ms. Regan sure didn't seem to mind, shoving her tongue right back against mine as she went for the knot on her top. I helped her, and soon yanked the fabric open over her big breasts. No bra this time.
I leaned down to suck one of her big nipples into my mouth. At the same time, I yanked her thong down far enough I could slide my fingers across her wet pussy with nothing getting in the way. She moaned and spread her legs for me, her hand going to the back of my head and clutching me tight against her breast.
"Mmm, suck my tit, that's it, I like that, my s-student, my fucking student..."
"My teacher," I moaned around her nipple, "the hottest teacher in school, hottest fucking woman I know."
I sucked harder, and slid my middle finger inside her. She loved that, her ass tensing and hips slapping against my hand. "Oh fuck, oh, yes, finger me, finger my pussy..."
I did, busting out another trick my ex taught me, curling my finger inside her and brushing her inner walls to find her nice big sensitive spot. Ms. Regan gasped, "Oh, fuck, right there, right there, keep stroking that, that's it, mmmm, mmmm."
Mostly by accident, I slipped in another finger and her back arched, her breathy voice going high. "Oh, oh fuck, Parker, like that, just like that, oh, oh, yessss!"
Her voice turned to a desperate keen of need and release. She came with a clap of her thighs against my hand, her own clutching me hard to her breast. I pulled my fingers out of her and switched to the other breast, my other hand dipping to her pussy as I sucked and licked her nipple, fingering her again fast and hard.
"Th-three fingers try three, oh, yup, yup, that's it that's it that's fucking it," she yelped, making me laugh. I shot up her body and kissed her hard as I fingered her with renewed enthusiasm. She held me close, eyes glassy and half-lidded, one of her hands on the back of my head, the other at my chest, feeling my muscles.
"So sexy, Ms. Regan, your body is insane," I said. Not my most creative or intelligent words but like I said, my brain was taking a vacay in Honolulu. I was an eighteen-year-old playing out my most intense fuck fantasy, and it was going to take a long, long time to process that.
We made out as I brushed her spot with my fingers. She dropped a hand to her pussy and I watched her with interest as she played with her clit, showing me how she liked it. I slid down her body again, dropping to my knees and getting an even better look. She spread herself wide for me and I licked her pussy, making her moan when I teased her clit.
"Mm, lick my little clit, mm hm, that's good, just like that."
I alternated between fast swipes of her pussy, driving my tongue deep and curling my tongue at the tip of her entrance, and fast swishes of my tongue across her clit. Her thighs pressed against my ears, and I threw her legs over my shoulders, eating her with even more relish. So wet for me.
I didn't even know I'd said that out loud, mumbling the words, but she let me know. "Yesss, wet for you, Parker, you're doing so fucking good, mmm, ohhhh, ohhhh..."
Her moaning drove me wild. I wanted to be inside her. I wanted to be drilling that pussy deep. My teacher's pussy. "My teacher's pussy," I breathed, and sucked her clit into my mouth, reaching up to squeeze one of her big tits.
"Yes! Y-your teacher! C-coming... coming... coming for you! Oh, ohhhh, Parker, fuck, fuuuuuuck!"
Her hips squeezed me harder as she came and came. She held up a hand towards me and gasped out, "Too much, too much, please, I just need a minute."
I stood upright and used the time to kneel and fish out condoms from my jeans. When Ms. Regan saw what I was holding, she sat upright and grabbed my arm. "Are you clean?" she asked.
"Uh huh. Tested a few weeks-"
"Then fuck me, fuck me raw, I'm safe too."
"Fuck!" I moaned, and tossed the condoms aside. She laughed and I grabbed her legs, pushing them up nearly to her big tits. She held her calves and threw her head back against the mattress as I pressed my cockhead to her entrance and slid deep in one swift stroke.
I was doing it. I was fucking Ms. Regan. I was having sex with a goddamn teacher. Raw, skin-to-skin sex. The rest of my life could be absolute utter shit -- it wasn't -- but I would always have that moment.
"Oh fuck!" Ms. Regan moaned. "That's what I needed, a man, a man fucking me, mmm, take me hard, Parker, use me like I'm a whore."
"Fuck!" I said, shocked at her language but loving it. I pulled back and drove deep again and again. Her pussy accepted every inch of me, and oh fuck, was she wet. "Ms. Regan, you feel so goddamn good."
"Yessss," she whined, "feel so good inside me, mmm, mmm, my student, my student's fucking me, oh my God, this is wrong, this is so wrong."
I gave her a lopsided grin. "Should I pull out?" I asked, doing the exact opposite and pushing deep again, my balls slapping off her skin.
"Fuck! No! Don't you dare!"
"But you said it's wrong, Ms. Regan." I slammed deep again. "Wrong to fuck a student. Wrong of me to fuck a teacher."
"Guh, don't you dare, don't you pull out, fuck me, fuck me hard, Parker, nnnngh, fucking... fucking take me, take my pussy!"
Jesus Christ, I was hearing the filthiest talk I'd ever heard and it was spilling from my fantasy teacher's lips.
"Are you suuuure?" I teased.
"Uh huh! Yes! Keep... fucking... me! Oh... oohhhh!"
She came again, her head thrashing against the mattress. She could no longer hold onto her legs and they dropped off the edge of the bed, her feet kicking as I kept driving into her pussy over and over again, fucking her through the most intense throes of it until my balls strained for release. But I didn't want to come yet, and dropped, kissing her as I slowed down inside her, getting my second wind.
Ms. Regan kissed me back, clutching my face and gasping my name against my lips. "Parker, oh, oh Parker, this was the best... decision, mmm, ohhh, you're, you're the best fuck I've ever had."
"Better than your ex?"
"He'd have finished and fallen asleep ten minutes ago," she said.
Then I noticed it for the first time. A free-standing mirror, an antique thing, stood near a closet. I eyed it, and had an idea. I pulled out of Ms. Regan and ignored her whining as I went to the mirror. She understood, and threw an arm across her face, laughing.
"Oh, I bought that thing with the same idea in mind. But Aaron was too self-conscious."
"Well, I'm not. Get on your hands and knees."
She did, facing the mirror as I brought it close to the bed. The look in her eyes was one of sheer delight as I crawled back onto the bed and moved behind her. She still wore the skirt, and the blouse hung open over her big tits, emphasizing the hot, desperate teacher look she had going on. Her cheeks bloomed red as we stared at our reflections.
Everything we did in those long minutes was exaggerated, a show we put on for ourselves, but there was nothing faked about her pleasure. Ms. Regan loved watching herself get fucked, and I loved seeing her expressions, her big tits swinging freely, her gleaming white teeth and her open-mouthed grin.
It didn't take me long to reach a manic pace, my hands gripping her waist through the fabric of her skirt and her ass, her eyes rolling up, her moans reaching a crescendo. I hammered into her so hard her head jerked forward with it, making her laugh delightedly even as she started coming again.
"Spank my ass, spank me!" she shouted gleefully, and I did, raising a hand and dropping it against her ass, wondering how my life got this insane. "Harder!" I gave her a good crack and she wailed, "Yes! Just like that! Oh, fuck, again, do it again!" I spanked my teacher again and she drove her head into her arms, ass thrusting back against me. I don't know if she came again or if it was that same orgasm stretching out but it was the hottest damned thing I'd ever been a part of, and I knew I couldn't last long.
"Ms. Regan," I gasped.
Her head whipped up, and rapid-fire she said, "Come in me come in me come in me I need to feel it I need to feel it inside me ooooohhhh, yesss, honey, come in me, come in your teacher's pussy!"
I gripped her waist tight and grunted, "Ahhhhh, ahhhh, fuck!" My reflection in the mirror was one of utter mindless bliss, my teeth gritted, my eyes unfocused. Ms. Regan was grinning, her eyes wild as she humped back at me. There was no more holding back. I erupted inside her, rope after rope filling my thirty-something teacher.
Finally, I crashed back onto my ass, pulling free of her. Ms. Regan spun around and yanked me down to the bed, kiss after kiss making me laugh and pull her closer.
"That was... so much better than I could have ever hoped for," she said breathlessly. "Oh my God."
Ms. Regan twisted until she was on top of me, grinding my softening cock with her messy pussy as she dropped and held me tight, big breasts squashed against my chest. I gripped her ass as we both came back down, wondering if she'd let me take it someday. She gave a deeply pleased moan as I teased her bud again, just as we'd started this night off.
"We have to be careful," she said.
"Oh absolutely," I said. "So careful."
"Can't have you sneaking in and out of my garage all the time."
"Mm hm," I said, tracing her rim with the tip of my thumb and making her shiver. "But we'll figure it out. I need you too much not to do this again."
"Boyfriend, same."
"Boyfriend, huh?"
"After a fucking like that? Christ, I should go out and buy us rings."
I chuckled and gave her a light spanking on the cheek I hadn't smacked earlier. "I did have one question."
"What?" she asked, her lips on my neck, sucking, then licking.
"Can I still call you Ms. Regan? Because that is really fucking hot."
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"It's not babysitting we're asking you to do," Michelle said. "She's a good kid." The words gave her pause and she amended, "A good young woman. You know that."
Paul did. So far as he knew, Michelle and Leon's youngest daughter had never caused a bit of trouble, apart from one incident four or five years ago where she snuck out of her house not to visit some boy or go to a concert or something, but to go to a book signing two hours away by a favorite author of hers on a school night. It was the sort of story Michelle and Leon loved to tell at parties and he heard it a half-dozen times now, being their neighbor a few houses removed.
"And of course we'd be willing to pay you for the trouble," Leon said. "Say... four hundred a month to drop in a few times a week and check on her?"
"Don't sweat it. Happy to help. Besides, I still owe you," Paul said, and that was true. A couple years back on a roofing job, he crashed through rotting beams into the attic of a client, breaking a leg and several ribs in the process. It took time to heal, and while he was laid up, Leon, Michelle, and their daughter Summer became his living crutches, bringing him meals, driving him to medical appointments, and tending to his house for him. It was a debt he tried to repay by mowing their yards every weekend during the summer and shoveling their walks in the winter, but it had never felt like enough. He was not a man who was used to taking charity, but they'd inserted themselves into his life effortlessly and he was profoundly grateful for it.
"You don't and you never have," Leon said. Michelle nodded her agreement, touching her hair and hastily realizing what she was doing. It nearly made Paul smile. He knew the fifty-something mom liked to look at him from time to time. It was flattering. She was a beautiful woman, and he knew she would never cheat on her man, not that Paul would say yes if she ever actually did come on to him. He wasn't a homewrecker and he thought Leon knew it, the way he'd flash a secret smile when he caught his wife looking or blushing from time to time. Or so Paul hoped, anyways.
"Still, I won't take any money for it. And let her know if she needs anything at all, I'm just down the street. A meal, help with anything around the house, household stuff, whatever. My door's always open to your family, you know that."
"We appreciate that, Paul," Michelle said. She looked at her husband and nodded. "I feel so much better about this now."
"Me too," Leon said.
"It's a hell of an opportunity for you both," Paul said. "I'm jealous. Always wanted to go."
"We're so excited but it would be hard to leave Summer here alone," Michelle said. "I know she's twenty-one now but still..." Her voice thickened and her eyes went glassy. "She's our girl."
"I'm sure she'll do great here," Paul said, reaching across and taking her hand to squeeze it. "And I'll look out for her. Hell, she'll probably call annoyed with me coming over and knocking on her door."
"Good," Leon said, and Michelle chuckled as she wiped at her eyes. "Thank you."
* * *
A month and a half later, Summer helped her parents load their luggage into their Uber, all smiles and a little bit apprehensive. Not for herself, but for them. She wasn't the biggest fan of flying and the thought of a nine-and-a-half-hour flight to London gave her the chills, especially with all the flight accidents occurring lately.
"You're going to have such a great flight!" Summer squeaked, trying not to think about oxygen masks dropping and screaming passengers and the plane filling up with water when it crashed and oh God she was going to pee herself a little if she didn't stop thinking about how this could all end. She added much more faintly, "So much fun. Fun fun fun."
"It'll be all right, sweetheart," her father consoled her as he closed the trunk on the SUV. "We're supposed to worry about you, not you worry about us."
"I'm not worried," Summer said. "Just... you know... be careful. Be smart. If the plane... oh, I'm sure the plane will be fine. It'll be totally fine!"
Michelle saved her daughter from her overactive imagination running amok by rushing her and embracing her for the day's half-dozenth hug. "Oh honey, I wish you were coming with us."
"I wish I was too, Mom. But you're going to have an amazing time, you really are. And I'll be out there at the end of July, so have the tea and crumpets ready."
"Aye aye, wut wut?" her father said. Neither father or daughter were exactly Anglophiles, and Michelle turned her head skyward to mouth, "Lord help me."
There were tears, and another round of hugs, and her parents were off on their grand adventure. Summer had never been prouder of her mom, and with good reason. The acquisition of a small but popular candy company had been her pet project for over two years now, and this was its culmination, an opportunity unlike any she'd ever had in her career. Three months in London. It was a dream come true.
Summer saw them off, waving until the SUV took a corner, smiling and sniffling. She would miss them, and she was genuinely heartbroken she couldn't join them for another month and a half, but she had to admit, she was looking forward to this, to having the house to herself for the first time, to fend for herself, to feel like an adult. Sure, she was twenty-one, but this was her on her own -- for the most part.
She headed inside to the old two-story house she loved so much and had missed her two disastrous years at college in Georgia. How eager she'd been to move away from home then, and how eager she was to move back. A year home now, and still it felt good to be back in her parents' house and the neighborhood. This place would always be her North Star, and she only wished she'd seen that sooner, but she had been young and in love, or so she thought. Oh well.
She touched everything that reminded her of her parents, the quilt her mother sewed as a means to relax when she came home from work, the books her father self-published as a fun side gig to his programming job, the coffee mug he'd left on the kitchen counter, having forgotten to wash it out. Summer did that now, smiling to herself and already missing her parents fiercely.
She thought earlier she would take a nap while she waited for their flight to land, but knew now that she would be too worried to sleep, so instead, she changed into a bikini and grabbed her Kindle, a beach towel, and some suntan lotion. The bikini was a new purchase and pretty daring for her, a black two-piece that made her big boobs and curvy hips practically shout for attention. Too bad there was no guy in her life at the moment to show it off to. Well... there was one, but she was not going to be showing off any bikini, sexy or not, to Maddox Tillsley anytime soon.
Outside, Summer laid out her things on an end table next to a lounge chair and found a pop playlist on her phone. She kept the volume low, not out of any worry that the neighbors would complain but because that was her nature, quiet and sweet. Summer liked to move through the world with as little dappling as possible.
Before tanning came the pool. Ten laps, she told herself. No rush. Swimming was her favorite way to exercise, but these laps would be more to get her mind off missing her parents and her worry about their flight, so when she dropped into the slightly chilly water, she swam her laps lazily, first freestyle, then the backstroke. Swimming was the only sport she joined in high school, but because Summer never had a competitive spirit, she rarely placed, usually falling somewhere near the bottom of the meets. That was fine by her. She was there to stay fit and have fun with her friends.
And now, in between her junior and senior year of college, she swam to exercise and relax, to calm her mind and her soul. It was her Zen, her meditation, and even when she finished, she still paddled around lazily on her back, beaming up at the sunshine, eyes closed right up to the point where she heard someone call her name from the side gate.
"Summer?"
It was Mr. Castle, and that made her smile widen. Her favorite person on the block. Her parents' too, but probably for different reasons, though Summer suspected that, like her, her mother had a crush on forty-year-old Mr. Castle. Then again, just about every woman who ever met the man probably did.
Summer called, "In the pool! Come on back."
She headed for the shallow end and the edge of the pool where her body wouldn't be on such display, folding her arms on the decorative concrete and enjoying the sound of birds in the trees as the gate opened and closed.
He came around the side, a hulking figure that would have scared her if she hadn't lived doors down from the man for well over a decade at that point. He was a linebacker back in the day in high school and college and it showed in Mr. Castle's broad shoulders and tall, well-muscled frame in his jeans and chambray shirt. His face was rugged and leathered for forty, the result of working construction jobs in the sun for nearly twenty years. But it worked for him. Oh God, did it work for him, especially with the sharp angles of his square jaw and sharp cheekbones. His eyes, though, were surprisingly soft, warm sandy browns that lit up easily.
Those eyes fixed on her now, his smile warming her to her very core. Oh boy, if he was to come to the lip of the pool and offer her a hand, she'd be out of the pool and on her knees for him in about half a second.
"Hey, pool warm enough for that swim?"
"Just barely," she said. "I needed something to do to keep my mind off Mom and Dad's flight. I am completely terrified of flying, so I did some laps and now I'm relaxing."
"Hey, I get it. But I'm sure they'll be fine." He stuffed his big, scarred hands into his jean pockets, an almost criminal act. Summer was big on guys' hands and his were both deliciously large and fascinating in all the nicks and scars that covered them. "You got something for dinner tonight?"
"I do. My mom made up a bunch of my favorites and either froze them or left them in the fridge. I think I've got enough for two weeks, at least."
"Ah, well, you want something hot and fresh, you let me know."
"Thank you, Mr. Castle."
"I was thinking about bratwursts on the grill tomorrow night. That interest you?"
"Oh my God, yes," she said. When Mr. Castle and his then-girlfriend whose name she couldn't remember had their family over for dinner one time not long after he moved to the neighborhood, he grilled bratwursts for them. It was one of the best meals she'd ever eaten, even when her priggish older sister Becky told them all what bratwursts were really made of. "Sorry, am I actually drooling?"
"Just a little. Don't worry. With the pool, I can barely tell. Come on by my place, say... seven o'clock. That'll get you out of there early enough the neighbors won't think I'm making a dishonest woman out of you."
"What does that mean?" Summer asked.
His eyes twinkled with his easy smile. "Figure it out in context."
"Ohhhhh," she said, blushing hard. "Oh, we are going to have so much fun getting some rumors started this summer, aren't we?"
"I bet we are. You got my number. You need anything, big or little, let me know."
"Thanks, Mr. Castle. I'll see you tomorrow night."
He turned to head for the sidewalk leading to the gate, and she pushed away from the wall to head for the steps. But just as she was rising out of the water, he turned.
"Oh hey," he started to say, then stopped, staring at her big breasts in the bikini top, her nipples hard points against the fabric. He only looked for a second and then his gaze shot to her face. "Sorry, I... shit."
"It's okay," she yelped, dropping down into the water and covering her chest. "I would have dressed more decently if..."
"Yeah, no, it's my fault, I should have... called, uh, texted..."
Wait. Was Mr. Castle actually flustered? About her body? Summer grinned, noticing the way he was now pointedly staring about four feet to her left and well above her head.
"What were you going to say?" she asked, her voice far too bright and cheerful. Oh God, forget tanning. She was going to run into her house after this, lock the doors, and either die of embarrassment or dig out her vibrator and die by dehydration.
"Uh. Just that you can call me Paul. The Mr. Castle thing, you're twenty-one. Paul is fine."
"All right. Paul. Yes. Paul."
"Right," he said, finally collecting himself. "See you tomorrow night."
* * *
It was easy at first for Paul to laugh off the moment with his twenty-one-year-old neighbor. So he got a pretty good look at her tits. It wasn't like Summer was naked, and he'd seen her in bathing suits before. Though definitely not a bikini that put her very ample curves and toned, trim waist on display. And the way her nipples stood stark against the black fabric, like they inviting him to jump in the pool and say hello...
No. She was his ward for the summer, his friends' daughter. That was a fantasy he would not entertain. Or so he told himself.
It was undeniable that Summer had become a stunningly sexual creature over the last couple years. It wasn't until she came home from her first year at college that he really noticed her as a woman and not the goofy shy teenager she had been, the first time he thought to himself with lowkey amusement that were he twenty years younger, he'd be chasing her like a bulldog chasing a steak on a string. It was an idle thought, a mental, "Oh damn, she really is nineteen now, huh?" and that was it.
Summer's story was an interesting one, though he only knew bits and pieces of it from conversations with her family. The young woman followed her high school boyfriend to Kennesaw State University in Atlanta before breaking up with him and coming back home two years later to New Bainbridge to finish out college here. He knew she was spending the summer here rather than England because she lost college credits in the transfer to the local college and needed to pick up a handful of classes over the summer to graduate on time the next spring. Smart, but it must have been a hard decision.
He also knew a smattering of other things about Summer, that she started studying business and now intended on becoming a teacher or a professor. She'd make for a good one, he thought.
And now he was looking after her for a couple months. Not a big deal, though. She was a sweetheart, and didn't cause anyone any trouble. Though, Paul did vaguely remember a pretty shitty boyfriend of hers that would play rap at maximum volume in his car when he'd wait for Summer outside the house, but she was smart enough to ditch that loser a couple weeks into their fling.
Paul thought about all this as he worked out at the gym that night, hitting it hard. He had a weight machine, treadmill, and free weights at home, but he was a vain man, a fault that amused him to no end. He wasn't a workout freak but he was proud of his body, especially at forty, and he liked the women at the gym looking at him. He liked it even more when they approached him and struck up a conversation -- and sometimes more.
But that night, despite the looks and whispers from a pair of blonde cuties who might have been sisters or cousins, Paul's mind never strayed far from that image of Summer in the pool, caught by surprise as she was just starting towards the stairs. That black bikini, her dark brunette hair matted to her back, her richly tanned skin, those big sweet doe eyes widened in surprise. Even her fucking overbite kept him half-hard.
His amusement with himself vanished that night as Paul rested in bed, staring up at the darkened ceiling. He tried to tell himself not to do it, not to fantasize about her, but he could not shake the vision of his twenty-one-year-old ward no matter how hard he tried. He stroked himself to one orgasm thinking about a favorite actress, but his mind kept wanting to wander back to a pool and a black bikini. And his forties left him sexually ravenous, an odd contradiction to what he heard happened to men at that age, but which was no less true for him. One orgasm was simply not enough for him that night, and try as he might to fantasize about Salma Hayek and Kate Upton giving him a joint tit job, his mind invariably returned to Summer.
"Fuck!" he snarled into the night, and at two in the morning, with a basement remodel to do in just hours, he finally allowed himself the release of imagining himself behind Summer in the pool, bending her over the concrete, that juicy fit ass thrust at him, his cock sliding between her deeply tanned cheeks before he pointed himself at her cunt and hilted himself inside her.
Inside her twenty-one-year-old pussy. Half his goddamn age.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" he grunted when he came again, his chest heaving, his eyes wild in the darkness.
With the release, he fell asleep in less than a minute.
* * *
Thoughts of dinner with Mr. Castle -- Paul -- kept invading Summer's mind during class. It distracted her to the point where she flubbed a lob of a question by her professor, who gave her an amused reminder to pay attention. Amused, because Summer was, in general, a great student and wasn't the type to let her mind wander easily.
Her summer schedule was lighter than the fall and spring semesters, with fewer students and a more casual, relaxed atmosphere. There were only seven students in the class that day, a full house, and the professor let them out ten minutes early.
As Summer closed her laptop and stowed it away, her friend Maddox did the same with his tablet. He always made a point of sitting at the same table as her, and stood with her. "You okay?" he asked. "You were out of it the whole class."
"I'm fine." And she was. She spent most of the class thinking about what she would wear that night, entertaining a brief, silly fantasy of showing up in a lacy bralette or a teddy underneath a trench coat.
"You sure?" he asked. "Is it your parents?"
"No. They're doing great. I'm all right, Maddox, really."
"Okay," he said dubiously, following her out of the classroom. "Do you want to get dinner at the cafeteria tonight?"
Another day, she might have said yes. Even with reduced hours during the summer, the cafeteria still made pretty good food and she might have enjoyed the company. Except Maddox started taking these little lunches or dinners together as too much of a sign, like they were dates. That worried her. Maddox was not handsome, leaning towards chubby and bookish with long shaggy hair he really needed to cut. But Summer wouldn't have cared about that if he wasn't so clingy and needy. She suspected she was the first girl to have ever shown him any sort of attention in his life, and the nineteen-year-old took that as more than what she wanted to give him, the story of a dozen other guys in her life, from junior high to college.
"I'm sorry, I have dinner plans."
"A date?"
She seized on that. "Sort of. He's from my neighborhood. I want to see how it goes."
Seeing Maddox's hurt made her feel a twinge of guilt at that, but she'd been trying to push him gently away for the last couple months. The usual hints like "oh, you're a good friend" weren't landing with him and it was starting to bug her.
"Oh. Well, I hope it goes good," he said.
"Maddox," she said, and sighed inwardly. This had been a long time coming, but she needed to rip this Band-Aid off now. "Listen, you're a sweet guy, but-"
"No, I get it," he said, brusquely.
"But I need to say it anyways. We're not going to date. You're a nice guy and I'm sure there's someone out there for you but it's not me. I hope we can stay friends, but..." She smiled commiseratively and shrugged.
"I get it. I get it, I get it, I get it. Have fun on your date."
With that, he stormed ahead, his short legs churning fast to keep ahead of her. She thought about calling after him, but she could do no more for Maddox.



Despite her daydreaming about what outfit she should wear that night, it took her hours to actually decide between a sundress and a pair of shorts and a plunging halter top. In the end, after trying them both on twice, she settled on the sundress. It was super cute, white with roses imprinted on it. She'd only worn it once before, at a cousin's wedding, and it not only flattered her figure, but it aged her up some too, which was why she picked it over the shorts and halter top. Elegant, and maybe too classy for bratwursts in a backyard with her dream man, but it also just felt... right.
She paired it with strappy sandals and a sun hat, though the sun hat felt a bit silly walking down the street, so she took it off and held it, smiling to herself at her foolishness. This was Paul Castle. Her girlish crush could only ever be that. He wasn't going to be interested in someone half his age.
But that look he'd given her the day before in the pool, the look that had left her running for the house after he left to play with her favorite toy and give herself four of the most powerful orgasms of her life... oh, that look.
Music played faintly from an open window somewhere from Paul's house. The song was familiar, something she heard on the rock anthem satellite radio station her dad listened to in his car. It made her smile, and maybe even feel the tiniest bit dizzy, knowing the man she was crushing so hard on was closer to her parents' age than hers. But that was kind of delicious too, a harmless bit of taboo spice to their relationship. She was not an innocent flower, despite her sweet appearance, and she knew the age gap between them would get people talking. But the people who knew Paul, the people who mattered, knew his character.
She rang his doorbell, and heard him call out to his Echo to lower the volume. A few moments later, he came to the door, smiling out at her and then freezing again, his eyes dipping to her cleavage, to the way the dress flowed around her curves.
"Well... that's a nice reaction," Summer said.
"Oh hell, I'm sorry," he said, his eyes snapping immediately up to her face. "I just... you look... that dress is great on you."
She laughed lightly, feeling her cheeks burn. "Can I come in?"
"Oh, yeah, of course, assuming I haven't made it too awkward." He stepped aside, giving her room to pass.
Like most of the houses on the block, Paul's was a nineties sprawling two-story home of an indefinable but pleasant style. Big living room, big kitchen, three bedrooms. Lots of beige walls in his, and though he'd obviously made an attempt at cleaning, it was haphazard, a blanket sloppily folded and laid out over the back of the couch, bookshelves overflowing with movies and paperbacks. There were a few pictures on his wall of him with an older woman, his mom when she was alive, as well as some art prints of cityscapes in the rain. It was the home of a man comfortable with himself and his life, and she liked that.
The scent of the brats cooking filled the house, rich beer and onions on the stovetop. It made her mouth water. "Thanks again for having me," Summer said. "That smells so good I'm surprised I'm not drooling."
"Same here," he said. "Come on in. You want a glass of wine or a beer or something?" That gave them both pause, and he grinned. It was such a lovely grin, smoothing the hard lines of his face along with those soft eyes "Feels weird offering you that but I don't see any harm."
"I'd love a glass of wine. And I promise, no drunk face-dives coming off your steps."
That was an inside joke. During a neighborhood barbeque Paul hosted a year or so ago along with his then-girlfriend Gianna, a neighbor had way too much to drink. Paul offered to walk the man out, at which point the guy loudly and angrily proclaimed he wasn't that drunk and did a Superman-like dive off the front porch and onto the sidewalk. He wasn't seriously hurt, but his pride was so wounded he never showed up for another barbeque, potluck, or the annual block Christmas party again.
Paul opened a bottle of pinot and poured them each a glass before transferring the beer brats cooking on the stove to the grill outside, where he'd finish them off along with some zucchini and asparagus. Summer watched him while he cooked, the way he very pointedly did not look at her as they kept up a stream of light conversation about her classes and his small construction crew's remodeling project.
He's as flustered by me as I am by him, she thought. The notion was new and revelatory. She'd seen Paul occasionally glance at her boobs or butt ever since she was nineteen or so, when she started dressing a little more daring and ditched her glasses for the most part. But those had been quick idle things, a guy registering that, yes, the cute nineteen-or-twenty-year-old did in fact have boobs and a nice butt and it was time to move on from that thought. This... this was new. Paul had never seemed uncomfortable or shy around her, and yet, here he was, definitely avoiding looking in her direction, as though he might be tempted into staring.
Even when he was done cooking, he took a seat beside her rather than across the table so as to avoid face-to-face conversation. But now she was feeling shy too, so warm and relaxed around him, so annoyingly turned on that she wanted to rub her thighs together -- or stick a hand between them and do to herself what she'd done multiple times the night before.
Finally, halfway through an amazing bratwurst loaded with some of the onions from earlier and a spicy brown mustard that made her lips want to pucker, Summer said, "I used you as an excuse today."
Now Paul did look at her, the corners of his lips quirking up. "How so?"
"There's this guy at school, Maddox. Sweet, but... not so great with girls."
"Ahhhh."
"Yeah. He wanted me to go to dinner with him at the caf, which, you know, I'm definitely not above that or anything, but there's no spark with him, no... anything. So I said I was going on a first date with a guy."
Paul's consternation delighted her. He looked right at her, his eyes widening. As she took a deliberately big bite of her bratwurst, he said, "A... date."
She took her time chewing and swallowed. It was most definitely not her imagination that he took a small, sharp breath when her tongue flicked out to lick a dab of mustard off her lip. She grinned.
"Yeah. You know. Just to let him know I wasn't interested."
"Of course," Paul said, trying his best to recover, but she'd just hit him with a haymaker that nearly put him on his ass, and Summer was gleefully proud of it.
Later, when he'd put the leftovers away and cleaned up, they sat on his couch, him as far away from her as possible, his cheeks a bright red she couldn't attribute to the sun. Then again, she was feeling pretty flushed too, and it was not from the lone glass of wine she had before dinner. Paul had very pointedly not asked her if she wanted a second, and she was sort of grateful for that. Given how feral she was feeling about him that night, she was sure she'd embarrass herself far harder than the neighbor who did the suicide dive off his porch.
He gave her the remote and told her to find something to watch. "You don't want to give me that kind of control," Summer said.
"Why?"
Instead of answering, she changed the channel to one of her favorite trashy reality TV shows about to start, and he groaned.
"You're right, give me the remote back."
"Nope. It's mine now."
"It's my remote. My TV. My house."
"You want it, come and get it."
Quick as that, his hand shot for the remote, but she was quicker, stuffing it into the pocket of the couch beside her. He'd have to practically crawl on top of her to get to it, definitely an appealing prospect.
"Uggggh," Paul said. "You win. You want some ice cream? Popcorn?"
"Mm, I'm stuffed. But thank you." They watched the recap of the past week's eliminations, and when the show cut to the theme, Summer twisted and rested on her back, putting her feet up on Paul's lap. He glanced at her, surprised and red-faced, and she wiggled her toes at him. "Foot massage. That's what I want."
"Summer..." he said quietly.
"Just a foot massage."
The machinery turning in his head was almost visible in the way he studied her feet. The dress was long enough there was no chance of him peeking up it, but she still felt a thrill of pleasure as he examined her delicate feet and the nails she'd just painted hours ago. Finally, his resistance crumbled, and he took one of her feet in his big hands.
"I should not be doing this with my neighbors' daughter," he muttered to himself.
"It's just a foot massage. That's all," she said, but her tone was breathy and oh Lord if he reached up her dress and felt for her sex at that moment, he'd find her practically dripping, as turned on as she was all night.
She was ticklish and nearly kicked him at first when his rough fingers began to probe at her soles. She giggled throatily, and he looked over at her, lips parted, his eyes no longer so soft and light. They looked hungry, but he tore them away from her just as fast as he began to work the muscles in her feet with his thumbs. He was very strong and firm, and even when he brushed a particularly sensitive spot, he held her foot steady despite her best efforts.
"Why aren't you married?" Summer asked him.
This time, when Paul glanced at her, it was with surprise and serious contemplation. He smiled, and it was not a smile for her, but for a memory. "I was. Twice."
"What happened?"
He drew a deep breath as he considered that, and let it out slowly. "Well, the first one was a mistake. A sweet mistake, but a mistake. I was only a year or so older than you, and fresh out of college. I was working for the state as an engineer and we met when I was doing a road construction job outside Annie's little town. We met at a bar and hit it off, and I confused a little bit of lust for love." He chuckled. "Ah, I was young. We got married about a month later."
"What broke you up?" Summer asked as he worked the balls of her feet with his big thumbs. She had her hands on her dress and was slowly, ever so slowly, inching it upwards.
"She was a drinker back then and made some mistakes."
"Like... cheating on you?"
"Yeah. And some problems handling her money."
"Oh, Paul, I'm sorry."
"Nah, it's okay. It was..." He clicked his tongue, thinking about it. "It's going to make me sound calloused, but I almost expected it after a while. If we dated longer, I would have seen we weren't right for each other. I like calm and quiet and sweet, and Annie's anything but, no offense to her. But we've talked a handful of times since the divorce and she's turned into a good woman. A good mom, a good wife. I can respect that."
"She hurt you, didn't she?"
"A little," he said. "Getting cheated on felt like things were my fault, as ass-backwards as that seems."
"And the second marriage?"
"Leila. Yeah." He finished with that foot and started in on the other. This time, she wasn't so ticklish, and settled in, wiggling her ass into the thick comfortable couch. "This was about twelve years ago. I was twenty-eight and just about to quit a big construction company to start my own business. A client set us up. She was his sister, and I think he was hoping it would lead to a friends and family discount. Leila was smart but she's not like you or your mom. She used those brains like a weapon. It got exhausting. The world was just kinda starting to come apart back then, a lot of shitheels coming out into the light. And don't get me wrong, I was with Leila in spirit. There were a lot of assholes who deserved to be shouted down. But she let the world poison her, and that hate... that became everything she wanted in life. She lived to hate people. And that came home eventually."
"That's terrible," Summer whispered. She'd stopped moving the dress upward, but there were still inches of her legs bared, and he stared at them now.
"Yeah. Her, I don't talk to. Things got ugly at the end. I tried to save the good in her but she was not a woman who wanted to be saved, and like she said, maybe it was never my responsibility. That was the divorce that sent me here."
"Do you think you'll ever get married again? Have a family?"
"I'd like to. I always wanted kids but it was never the right time with Leila or Annie. I told myself third time's the charm. I want to get it right. And I've been having fun looking ever since."
Summer hesitated, then slid the foot he wasn't working on along his groin. He drew a deep breath as she explored his hardness with her heel. "Paul, I..."
"Don't, Summer," he said softly.
"Why not?" she asked, hurt.
"Because you're barely out of high school."
"I'm twenty-one. I'm about to graduate college next spring."
"To me, that's not all that long gone out of high school," he said, trying to smile.
"I've been in a long-term relationship. I know what I want too. I'm not some innocent little girl."
"I know, I..."
But she was already pulling away from him and standing up. "I thought we were having a moment. I misread things. Oh God, I feel so stupid, I... I..."
Paul stood too, and grabbed her arm. She turned towards him -- whirled towards him, more like, and he stepped in, his lips going for hers but stopping just shy. They stared into each other's eyes as his hand went to her shoulder, and she wondered what he would think of her if she told him she wanted it wrapped around her delicate throat, or grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking it back as he fucked her from behind. That she wanted him to claim her, own her, dominate her.
"You are not stupid," he growled. "Goddamn, Summer, the things you've been making me feel all night, I'm half a step from..."
"From what?" she breathed.
"It is far better for both of us that I not finish that thought." He let out an irritated grunt. "I can't do this. You're my friends'-"
She kissed him. It was fast, hard, and sloppy, but she kissed him, her hand going to his face and her nails raking his cheek and neck. He grabbed her ass through the sundress and pulled her tighter to him, his hard cock between them pressing at her stomach as if pointing the way to what he should fill up with his come, to impregnate her, to make her his forever and ever. She moaned as he squeeze her ass and thrust his cock against her stomach, his eyes slits, his other hand going to one of her big breasts and squeezing before he pushed her away.
Without another word between them, she turned for the door, stopping only to snatch up her sandals and hat on the way, tears falling down her cheeks.
Despite his assurances, she whispered the word the entire way home. "Stupid. Stupid. Stupid."
* * *
From every angle, Paul felt like shit.
For starters, he was hung over as all hell, the first time he'd really tied one on since a friend's wedding four or five years ago. He wasn't sure where the bottle of Wild Turkey even came from. People used to leave booze there often when he and Gianna would host barbeques or potlucks in the winter, so that could have been it, or it could have been part of his liquor store haul when his mother, his last remaining close relative, passed away.
But Paul's hangover paled in comparison with his guilt. Christ, he'd come so close to making some terrible decisions with Summer the night before. His twenty-one-year-old neighbor. Two of his best friends' kid, though she was definitely no kid any longer. That had been all woman kissing him the night before, all woman in his hands. He hardened thinking about her lips on his, her big fit ass in his hands. He should have never let it go that far. It all should have ended with him telling her no to the foot massage and escorting her out.
But... goddamn, Summer felt so good against him. So fucking right.
He showered and shaved with the energy of a zombie, almost confusing his hand sanitizer for aftershave. It wasn't the hangover clouding his brain, but her, the beauty of her, the ripeness, the big sweet eyes, her cute as fuck overbite, the long nose, the dark waves of her hair, the hourglass figure, the sundress. In the right light, he could see right through the fabric to a hint of her bra and panties underneath, driving him mad any time she stood up in the backyard.
"She is half your age, old man," he snarled at himself as he threw on one of his work shirts. It had a simple logo, a castle emblazoned over the pocket. There was a matching cap in the Ram. The merchandising had been his second wife's idea, in the good days, when they were still in love and he just broke away from the big construction company he worked for to start his handyman business.
Annie. Leila.
But she hurt you, didn't she? Summer asked the question the night before, and it was so perceptive it nearly made him shiver. He damn near drank himself to a stay in the hospital when he found out Annie was cheating on him because back then he thought it was his fault, something he wasn't giving her, despite the great sex and the good rental they lived in. And Leila... Leila got her hooks in him deep, and tearing them out of his own skin left scars. He tried so hard to pull her back from the existential depression she fell into and couldn't, and she knew all the best ways to hurt him. That had been all she wanted in the end, to hurt everyone, and he couldn't take that.
Now he lived to find his next great love. For a while he thought Gianna might have been the one he'd been waiting for nearly ten years to find, but no, she was career-focused, and he couldn't blame her for wanting to take the job in Dallas. At least they'd ended things well, and were still good friends. He missed her, though in more of a brotherly way than as lovers.
And now there was Summer. Summer, who had gotten not just under his skin but in the quick of his soul with one kiss, one scorching look, one night he should have never let go that far. And Christ, they were only two days into her parents being gone. That was great. Just great. How was the rest of the summer going to go if they circled around each other, her the hunter, him the hunted?
One thing Paul was certain of regardless of his confusion about the young woman, he had to make things right with Summer, no matter how awkward he'd made things the night before. Feeling like a kid dragging his feet doing a chore he desperately did not want to do, he parked at her curb and stepped out into the beautifully still day. From their conversation the night before he knew she had a morning class in an hour or so, so he hoped she was awake when he rang the doorbell.
She opened up a minute later, and his breath didn't want to escape his lungs. The pajama bottoms clung to her curvy hips and ass, and her nipples were stark against her spaghetti strapped tank. She had yet to do her hair and makeup, her hair wild. Dark rings circled her reddened eyes under her big-lensed glasses. Hadn't had time to put in her contacts yet, he assumed.
Even so disheveled, Summer was so goddamn sexy it hurt to look at her.
"What?" she asked.
"I didn't want to leave things like we did last night."
"Like I'm a little girl who can't make up her mind about what she wants."
He glanced around. "Can we do this inside?"
"No," she said. "Because we're not doing it at all. Your decision, not mine, remember? Have a nice day, Mr. Castle."
She shut the door on him. He didn't stop it, but he did say loudly, "You didn't even look at what was in my hand." Silence. "We had two leftover bratwursts. I thought you might like them for dinner tonight. I can leave them here by the door."
The door opened just a crack and she stuck a hand out, snapping her fingers. Unable to help a grin, Paul dropped the baggie with the two bratwursts indie into her palm.



"Jerk," she muttered, and shut the door on him.
"If you need anything, I'm still here for you. And I'll bring by some homecooked meals now and ten." Silence. "I'll text first." Silence. "Right, just going to go."
"Good."
He winced, and left her there.
* * *
"He's an ass," Denise said.
"A total ass," Maddox said all too eagerly. "He deserves to be punched."
Denise gave Summer an amused look over her glass of iced tea. She could afford to be amused. Maddox wasn't obsessed with her, after all.
Summer's would-be paramour saw the two friends eating together in the cafeteria and had plonked his tray down across from them after shyly asking if he could. It was the first time since Summer shot him down a week before that he'd talked to her, and of course, he had to ask how her date went right in front of Summer's best friend, so she recapped the whole story, mentally grinding her teeth at the look of barely filtered joy in Maddox's eyes.
"And a guy that old hitting on a twenty-year-old is... it's gross," Maddox continued, picking up his cheeseburger.
"He's only forty or so," Summer said.
"Only," Maddox said. As he took a bite, mustard dripped onto his shirt and he dropped the burger to hastily wipe at it with a bunched-up napkin.
Suddenly, Summer didn't have an appetite anymore. As it was, she'd barely picked at her salad. When she asked Denise and Maddox if they wanted it, Maddox said he'd take it, and she pushed it towards him, the first time she'd seen him eat a salad in the cafeteria all summer. Back when he was first trying to impress her in the spring semester, vegetables were all he'd eat around her, but that veneer had worn off.
She left them there to take a walk, joined a minute later by Denise, who caught up to her on the quad. "I told Maddox to give us some girl time," she said, glancing back at the cafeteria.
"Thank you. He's been a lot this summer."
"I know."
"I tried to tell him last week I wasn't interested. I just... I don't know how to make them get it without being a bitch."
"So be a bitch. It's your personal space and he needs to respect that."
"I guess," Summer said listlessly.
They walked in silence for a minute, an aimless amble across the grass towards one of the dorms, shut down until the fall. There were only a handful with residents for the summer semester, and the campus was, for once, quiet.
"It's not Maddox that has you so upset, is it?" Denise finally said. "It's this Paul guy."
"Yeah," Summer said. "He's always been my dream crush. And I thought for a minute I had a chance. But..."
"It's his loss. You're amazing."
"I'm tired of boys, Denise. I'm so tired of them. I want a guy who can take care of me. That sounds so... so... stupid, like I want to be some happy little housewife, but it's true. I want a guy to, to take me to bed and know what he's doing. I want a guy who isn't stuttering around me all the time, someone who has hobbies other than video games."
"I get it. I totally get it."
From behind them Maddox said, "Hey, I saw you two and I-"
"Not now, Maddox!" Denise snapped.
"I was just-"
"I asked you for a few minutes alone with her. Go hit on literally anyone else."
Maddox didn't make a sound, and when Summer looked over her shoulder, he was storming away, hands in his pockets.
"I feel so bad for him," she said.
"I don't. He needs to quit latching onto you like a parasite. There is life away from you. But don't think you're escaping me, bitch."
Summer laughed helplessly. "No, never. Thanks, Denise."
"You bet!"
Summer made it through her afternoon classes and decided to drive around for a while before heading home. She regretted now not eating at lunch and wondered what she should do for dinner. Her mom left her with so much frozen food but she felt like something hot and freshly cooked, and decided to try to make spaghetti. Carbs would help her mood. They were magic like that.
She went to the grocery store, trying to remember everything she'd need. Back when she lived in an apartment in Atlanta with her then-boyfriend, they didn't do a lot of cooking, mostly ordering in, but Summer did like to help her mom and dad around the kitchen and thought she could whip up the basics.
Onion... did she have onion at the house? She wasn't sure, so in the cart that went, along with canned pasta sauce and hamburger. The pasta aisle overwhelmed her. There were so many options, and she only realized later that she bought wheat spaghetti noodles when she meant to buy regular ones. That was okay, though. It would be like an experiment. Maybe they would be good.
Summer's money came largely from her parents, who were moderately wealthy, her mother an executive and her father a double threat as a programmer and an indie horror writer with a fast-building readership. But she worked too, sixteen hours on the weekends doing gofer work for an insurance office. Her parents wanted her to focus on school, especially after moving home, and Summer felt both embarrassed and grateful for that. She tried not to abuse their generosity, though there were nights like that one when she didn't let guilt stop her from buying a bottle of wine, pinot like at Paul's. And okay, so she'd never really drank pinot before then, but damn it, she was buying it now because she liked it, not because it reminded her of him or anything nonsensical like that.
The clerk gave her a very funny look when Summer said as much to her.
Back home, she got in a swim and a much-needed workout focusing on lunges and squats. By the end of it, she was utterly drained and ready to just have Chinese delivered, but she told herself she was twenty-one now, and she needed to act like it and learn to cook for herself. That Paul's words about her age stung like hell, she tried not to think about -- too much.
Cutting the onion was the only part she was really familiar with. Although Summer helped her mother cook spaghetti before, suddenly she couldn't remember what pots and pans were used, and spent an embarrassingly long time looking online to discover that she should probably use a bigger pot than she dug out for the noodles. Once she found a stew pot and filled it with water, she set it to boil. Time to try to cook the hamburger.
"I can do this," Summer told herself as she turned the heat on high. She'd browned hamburger before -- recently, in fact, when her mother ran her through some culinary basics like how to drain the hamburger and keep it nice and lean. She dug out a spatula and attacked the hamburger in the pan, wondering what she should use for seasoning. Salt and pepper, definitely, but she was stymied by the difference between the garlic salt and garlic powder in the cupboard. This led to another YouTube tutorial, and that was where the trouble began.
The smoke alarm went off before she realized the kitchen was filling with smoke. There was no fire, but Summer let out a short scream, imagining the worst-case scenario, burning her parents' house down. She rushed to the stove and turned everything off, realizing with horror that the hamburger was smoking. She jerked the pan away from the stove and only remembered her mother's words about not dousing a grease fire in water moments before turning the faucet on. Instead, she dropped the pan back onto one of the unused burners and grabbed a hand towel, whacking at the meat for a full minute before she realized there was no flames, just scorched meat.
It was the sort of moment that might have made for a funny scene in a movie, but in reality, it terrified Summer. In that moment, she realized how little she knew about cooking, about any of this. She had been dealing with the absence of her parents pretty well to that point, but now, a terrible sense of loneliness and dismay filled her heart and soul as above her the smoke alarm wouldn't stop beeping.
At least she knew how to fix that. She hurried for the kitchen pantry and the step stool she and her mother had to use to reach the topmost shelves. Her father kept spare batteries of every imaginable sort in a plastic bin in the garage, and she was grateful for his particular preparedness now as she dug out two AA and AAA batteries, not sure which she'd need.
But when Summer climbed the stepladder and tried to pry open the casing, it wouldn't give. She frowned and tried it again. She could get the little latch to depress but it wasn't falling free the way it should. She fiddled and fiddled with it, knowing what she needed to do, knowing how much it was going to suck, but still she fought it anyways, crying a little and loathing herself and her sheltered life in that moment. This should be easy. She'd done it before.
And yet.
* * *
Paul got the call as he was finishing a second mile on the treadmill at the gym. Workouts helped take his mind off the guy he had to fire that day. It had been coming for a few weeks, but the man showed up with alcohol on his breath after lunch and Paul finally had to can him. It left him in a sour mood, so seeing Summer's name on his phone was exactly the bit of brightness he needed in that moment.
"Hey Summer, what's up?"
Before he even finished the sentence, he heard the beeping in the background. She choked out, "Fuck, I didn't want to cry when I asked you this."
It was the use of the word "fuck" that threw him off. It wasn't the first time he heard it from her, but it was not a regular part of Summer's vocabulary, that was for damn sure. "What is it? A fire?"
"No, not really. I burned some hamburger and I... I should know how to open up the casing for the smoke alarm but it won't budge and I feel so stupid, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
"It's okay. Hey. You turned the burners off?" he asked, stopping the treadmill.
"Yeah, they're all off. There were no flames, just some smoke. Not even all that much."
He shot for the locker room to grab his bag. "Okay. I'm on my way. I'm at the gym so I'll be a minute, but I'm on my way. Do you have batteries?"
"Yes. Yeah."
"Good. Hey, Summer."
"Yeah?"
"It's okay. Shit like this, I'm just glad there's no fire. We can fix a smoke alarm."
"Or blow the damn thing up," she muttered, surprising a laugh out of him.
"Let's call that plan B. Be there soon."
When he got there, she opened up the front door before his feet even hit the sidewalk. She'd been crying, and it showed. Her makeup was in smudges, and he hated himself a little for how much it turned him on, imagining it was from her sucking his cock and holding it deep that had made it run instead of tears over a smoke alarm.
He smiled wide for her and thought about cracking a joke about how at least this got her to talk to him again, but he wisely decided now was not the time.
"I have the stepladder and screwdrivers and everything out in case you need it, but I don't think it needed screwdrivers the last time I did this," Summer said. Her voice sounded stronger. "The sound is driving me crazy."
"If you want, stay out here and I can fix it."
"No. I want to learn. I need to learn. This whole thing has me so upset I can barely see straight. I was only trying to cook spaghetti. How do you burn spaghetti?"
"Let's get the alarm fixed and then you can walk me through what happened."
They headed through the house to the kitchen. There was only a faint haze of smoke hanging in the air. She'd already thought to open up the kitchen window and the patio door leading out to the backyard so even that was dissipating. A stepladder was set up under the smoke alarm in the kitchen, the burners indeed shut off and no sign of anything actively burning. He scaled the stepladder and reached for the alarm. There was a little lip to the alarm where it should pop free, but when he tried, it didn't budge.
"Huh," he said.
"It's not just me?" Summer asked.
"No. That should pop right open."
"Oh thank God," she gasped. "I felt like I was... it's so dumb. I felt so useless."
"I get it. I do." He gave the latch one more hard flick, and the hinge snapped. It took him by surprise and he nearly fell. Summe hurried forward, pressing an unnecessary hand against his leg. "The hinge was jammed up. Huh. Never seen that before with one of these. Grease or something." He frowned down at the kitchen. "I'm surprised your dad installed this so close to the stove. Do they set this off a lot?"
"All the time."
"It would make more sense a little further away from the kitchen. Are your parents awake, do you think?"
"Um. I don't know. Do we need to call them?" He gave her a curious look. She blushed and muttered, "I don't really want them to know I burned the hamburger."
"Ohhh. Sure. We don't have to tell them that. We'll just tell them part of the truth. You set off the smoke alarm, we tried to get it open, and the hinge broke. I want to ask your dad if I can mount a new one somewhere out of the kitchen."
"Thanks, Paul. I... thank you."
He came down off the ladder and went to her to grip her shoulder and hug her. "It's okay, hon. It's really okay."
"No, it's not. I couldn't even cook spaghetti."
"I'm going to take a wild guess and say you had the hamburger on a really high heat?"
She pulled back and frowned at him. "Was that wrong?"
He grinned. "Yeah. A bit." He looked at the meat and scraped it with the spatula. "Most of it's still edible, but... better safe than sorry. I have chicken breasts out. Chicken salad sandwiches?"
"That sounds great, but can I help you cook? I want to learn. I want to be better than this."
"Of course. We'll cook together as often as you want. I'm happy to have the company."
"I'd like that. I just... I don't want you to look at me like I'm a little girl. That's why I feel so dumb about this. I thought I could do it. I thought..."
He hugged her again. "We'll get this cleaned up, then we'll call your parents. I have some unopened smoke alarms at the shop. We'll go by there, grab one, and we'll get it installed."
Leon was more than amenable to the idea. He was grateful. "I should have replaced that damn thing years ago," he said. "It's as old as the house, I think. And do me a favor. Install two. One upstairs too. I've been meaning to talk to you about that."
"I can do that," Paul said.
Quieter, Leon asked, "Is she doing okay?"
"Doing great," Paul said, smiling at Summer as she listened to his half of the conversation. "If this is the worst thing that happens, I think it'll be a pretty pain-free summer."
"We miss her so much. But... this is good for all of us, you know? It's hard for us to let her go after just getting her back from Atlanta. We always want to be there for her."
"I understand the feeling," Paul said. Because whatever the sexual tension was between them, he always wanted to be there for Summer too.
They installed the smoke alarms first, then they settled into the kitchen to make chicken salad sandwiches. Summer was a great learner and took notes on her phone, while he enjoyed her closeness a bit more than he knew he should.
As they waited for the chicken to cook, Summer opened the bottle of wine she bought earlier and caught him watching her pour a glass. "I know I shouldn't be buying wine."
Confused, Paul asked, "Why is that? You're of age."
"It's not that. I only work sixteen hours a week and I'm more or less living off what my parents are giving me. So... I shouldn't be buying wine. I know that. But I just... I wanted to treat myself. It's not an everyday thing. It's not even an every-week thing."
He rested a hand on her back and rubbed up and down. "Hey. If you think I'm judging you, I'm not. It's not like you're over here partying your life away. And if you feel guilty about taking your parents' money, that's between you and them. But I know someday you're going to make your own way. So do they. I promise you they wouldn't leave you in charge of the house if they didn't."
She turned towards him, and leaned up to kiss the corner of his mouth. It was a questioning kiss, and he let it linger a little longer than he should have before pulling away. It made her smile some secretive smile, and she said softly, "Thank you, Paul."
For what, he wasn't entirely sure.
As they shredded the chicken breasts, she told him about Maddox, and Paul listened with a sympathetic ear. He didn't sound like a bad guy, but like Summer worried about, it was all too often the "nice" clingy guys who would turn on a woman in the most vicious and cruelest ways. Talk shifted to more pleasant things until the sandwiches were done.
They brought their plates to the table, and as he sat down, Summer returned to the kitchen for glasses of ice water. When she came back, instead of sitting next to him, she put the glasses on the table and slid onto Paul's lap, making him tense.
"Summer," Paul said, his voice more of a throaty whisper. The weight of her on his lap felt so fucking good, and he didn't want to fight her again, not now, not when he was falling so hard for her.
Summer didn't say a word, but turned and picked up one half of his sandwich. She brought it to his lips, and he took a bite as he stared up into her eyes. It was good. She was better. She leaned down and slid her tongue across his lip, getting an errant bit of mayo that had escaped his mouth. He moaned, and she pressed her lips to his, her tongue searching his mouth, his cock hardening.
She pulled back and took a bite of the sandwich for herself, wiggling on him now, little minute quakes of her body. He reached up and freed her hair from its ponytail, letting it spill down her back. If she'd gone for his zipper in that moment, Paul wouldn't have been capable of stopping her, his beautiful Summer. But she seemed to know she had him now, and the game was now hers to play out. She took her time torturing him, alternating bites of the sandwich for both of them between languid kisses, her breast pressing against him, the weight of her, the heat of her, driving him mad.
They finished off his sandwich and never got to hers. Summer turned on his lap, straddling one of his thighs, grinding on him slow, leisurely. He wrapped one arm loosely around her, watching her, helpless but to want her. He fought the urge to tear at her clothes, to lay her bare on the table, to drive his cock into her sweet young pussy and take her for his.
She rocked harder on his hip, and he could swear, although there were layers of clothes between them, he could feel the volcanic heat of her, her need, her core begging for him. Lust made him dizzy as her breaths became audible, not quite panting but close, her eyes going half-lidded.
"Paul," she whimpered, her hands going to her long dark hair and gripping it.
"Come for me, baby girl," he said hoarsely. "Let me see it. Let me watch you get yourself off on me."
Her eyes opened again and she grinned, but she did not slow. "Baby girl," she breathed. "I like that."
She moved faster, nearly bouncing on him, her lithe stomach undulating as she took care of herself. Her lips pouted in the last, her eyes rolling up, a show for his benefit, and then her face transformed as she orgasmed, lips parting, tongue peeking between her teeth, her eyelids closing.
"Oh. Ohhhh!" she whimpered.
"So beautiful. So fucking beautiful."
Summer plunged her lips to his, kissing him as she rode out the quaking of her body, and she was moving, standing and sitting again, straddling both his legs this time, grinding his cock as her hands gripped his shoulders, fingernails digging into his hard muscles. Paul was already close, the show driving him nearly to madness for her, and he kissed her again, and again, his own breaths now rivaling hers, hard signs that he needed her.
And then Summer pulled back. "That's all you get tonight."
"What?" he asked, completely dumbfounded.
"Yup. You were a jerk. Making me feel bad about how young I was."



"I was trying to spare you from me."
"From you?"
Paul leaned forward, wanting to trace her body with his hands. She stood with her butt against the table, not far, still more or less standing between his legs, and he knew he could bring her back to his lap with a simple pull, but Summer was playing a game here, one he was enjoying.
"You deserve a gentle man," he said, his voice low thunder, a promise of a storm to come. "If I take you to bed, I won't be gentle. Because a body like that, I'm going to want to use you." Her lips parted and her cheeks went even brighter red. "I'll fuck you until you're leaving puddles. I would pound that sweet young pussy."
"My..."
"Your pussy." She swallowed, and his wolfish smile grew. "I'll take care of you, baby girl, but I'm going to take too. I'm going to drive this cock down your throat and fill that tight little tummy with my come. I'm going to fuck that ass. But most of all, I'm going to want to bend you over this table, that counter, the bed, and I'm going to want to fuck you until you beg me to come inside you, to fill you up and make you pregnant over and over and over again."
"P-pregnant." Her breath caught and her hands trembled as they gripped the edge of the table. "I..."
"But before I do any of that, I want you to be certain all of that is what you want."
"It is," she said, and there was the anger from the week before, the fire to her. Good. "You are what I want. A man. Not a boy. And a good man."
"And if this good man told you to bring home one of your friends, to make you watch while I fuck her? If I told you I want to film you as you come for me?"
She reached out with trembling fingers and ran them down his chest, across the hard lines of his muscles and all the way down to his steel-stiff cock. "And if I told you," she said, her voice with a throaty growl of its own, "to get on your knees and worship me? To take that friend harder and harder and shove her face in my pussy?" That shocked him. "I'm not the little girl you think I am. I have appetites. Things I've always wanted to try. That's why I broke up with Dane in Atlanta. I didn't want a boy. I wanted a man who can handle me at my wildest. To teach me things. To take me."
He stood up, and they stared at each other. He reached out, taking her chin in his big calloused hand, and she sucked his thumb when it was offered. What he might have done next, he wasn't sure, but Summer gave him a devilish grin and whirled away.
"Well, thank you for teaching me how to cook dinner tonight. That was fun," she said. "See you again tomorrow night?"
He stared at her a long moment, knowing how hard he was going to come the moment she was gone and he could wrap a hand around his cock.
"Yeah," he said. "See you tomorrow."
* * *
It was so much fun to tease Paul now that Summer knew he wanted her too. The promise he made her about using her nearly made her whimper every time she dwelled on it, but she was gong to take full advantage of the power she had over him and torture him in the process.
It was cute the way he resisted her temptations. The night after the smoke detector debacle, he tried to stay focused on teaching her how to make a simple meatloaf, but she kept distracting him with little brushes of his body, her fingers roaming his hard abs, his defined chest, his cute butt, and oh so often his big thick cock. When he couldn't take enough, he spun on her, pinning her to the countertop and grinding against her hip as he kissed her, only it wasn't kissing. It was like they were trying to swallow each other whole, lips clashing, tongues driving deep into each other's mouths. And when she pushed him back with her fingertips, he went, their smirks a mirror image of each other. He was having as much fun with this as she was.
She'd only been with three other guys, her first high school boyfriend, then Dane, and when she broke up with him, a terrible mistake in a rebound, a football star who shot his load in two minutes -- both times. Paul was going to be bigger than all of them and she nearly drooled at the thought. Not that she was a size queen but when she ground him, or he let his bulge press against her, it was hard not to fantasize about how he was going to fill her up in a way no man had.
I'm going to take care of you.
Yes, please.
The night after that, they made a chicken curry, and he welcomed her by pushing her back against the front door. She thought he was going to take her right there, but instead, he brought his lips to her warm skin, butterfly brushes against her cheek, her chin, her neck, her shoulder, the upper slopes of her breasts where her cleavage was bared. She nearly begged him to keep going, to tug her top up and undo her bra and suck her nipples, to stop his teasing and fuck her already. But that would mean defeat, and she was not going to be beaten so quickly, not when they had a whole summer to play.
And so it went as June slipped into July. They didn't spend every night together -- she was still young and alive and living a good life with her friends too, and he had side projects that needed his attention -- but they saw each other every day, even if it was for a few minutes. They played grab-ass in a restaurant at lunch. They went for long walks that she wished would never end, talking about all sorts of things, about their childhoods, about Paul losing his dad at an early age to alcoholism and his mother to emphysema and pneumonia. Summer cried some at that, and he held her hand, and it was so very easy to fall in love with him.
And she talked too, about her light jealousy of her sisters' successes, but how really at heart she wanted to live a quiet life, leaning more and more towards being a professor of economics, related to what her mom did. She admitted that she felt like more of an educator than the kind of boss her mom was and how at first that decision made her feel sort of inferior to her mother, but that she came to realize, especially in this day and age, that being an educator was what called to her.
And Paul listened. That was the difference between him and someone like Dane or Maddox. He heard, and he processed, and he didn't offer advice or suggestions unless she asked him for them. He listened, and he held her hand, and he was there for her. She stood no chance with him, and he stood no chance with her. Their looks became more and more wanting, their bodies needing contact. Soon, she thought to herself often.
The Fourth of July came, and the relatively cool summer overnight turned delightfully hot. Both Paul and Summer had been invited separately to take part in a neighbor's barbeque and to watch the street's fireworks afterwards. "Our first real date," Summer told Paul, which got an amused and thoughtful expression out of him. He tried to insist she should spend the holiday with her friends, but she genuinely meant it when she said she missed the street's barbeques and potlucks and Christmas parties, all of it. She would never leave there again, if she had the choice, and Paul told her he'd always felt the same since he first moved in.
With the day being so beautiful, Summer took advantage of it, resting out under the sun again and touching up her tan. Paul was going to come by at some point and they would cook up some appetizers and side dishes together to take to the barbeque. Knowing full well her boyfriend -- and didn't that word associated with Paul melt her to a brainless, ecstatic mess? -- was going to be there soon, Summer dressed in her tiniest bikini, one she'd only ever tried on and never worn outside, let alone for anyone. The tiny polka dot-print triangles barely hung onto her big breasts, and the vee of fabric against her pussy did little but emphasize her fully, pouty lips.
Before she went outside with her sunscreen and Kindle, just like at the start of all this, Summer looked at herself in the mirror, and was startled by the sexy creature staring back at her. Gone was the eighteen-year-old in her dorm crying because she was trying to convince herself she was happy in Atlanta, happy with her boyfriend Dane, happy with being half a country away from her family and the home she loved so much. Gone was the nineteen-year-old stammering out an apology to the screaming young man who told her he'd sacrificed everything for her and their stupid apartment, and gone too was the young woman hugging her parents tight, embarrassed at her need of them, at feeling like a failure for moving back home.
This woman was beautiful, and fulfilled, and sure of the path she was on. Happy. Loved. Loving.
She took a picture of herself, one of her very favorite selfies, a goofy grin on her face, her eyes crinkled, her free hand on her shoulder. It was a picture she only ever shared with Paul, to show him on the eve of a very special day for them both how happy he made her in those early weeks, how he helped her transform.
But that was the future.
Now, she traipsed outside, feeling free, feeling high, although it had been better than three or four months since she had so much as an edible. Shame Paul wasn't there to help her with the sunscreen. She was sure he would have loved covering every inch of her in cream. The thought made her giggle, and she rested on her stomach when she was done, loving the feeling of the hot sun on her back.
Summer was halfway through a chapter in Rebecca Yarros's latest book when she got a text from Paul telling her he was on his way. She told him she was out back, and to let himself in again. A minute later, she heard the clack of the side gate, reliving that moment in the pool when he'd seen her in the black bikini. He was about to get a much, much better view.
On her stomach, she bent one leg and idly kicked her foot against her butt as he came around the corner. Paul breathed, "Fuck."
It was exactly the reaction she hoped for. Idly, she looked back over her shoulder, then ran a hand down to the string bikini bottoms and tugged them aside, giving him his first unobstructed view of her pussy.
He moved.
Summer started to say something, but then Paul was there, dropping behind her and bodily yanking her towards the end of the lounge chair. "Oooh," she moaned, loving the roughness of him, his big hands nearly wrapping around the entirety of her slender legs.
"On your knees, now."
"Yes, sir!" she said smartly, and thrust her butt up in the air.
"Fuck, Summer. I..." He grunted irritably, unable to find the words, and instead, he showed her. He dropped to his knees on the hard concrete, his big hands going to the bikini bottoms and tugging them aside so hard the cord snapped. She didn't care. All she wanted was what happened next, his lips against her pussy, his tongue driving into her.
She fought not to cry out as his big, calloused fingers spread her pussy lips wide for his deft work, his tongue moving with an assuredness she'd never felt before from any guy. Paul knew how to take care of her, knowing she needed this release and giving it to her. She bounced back against him, the heat inside her building, building, a towering fire that roared like no other orgasm in her life.
Her pleasure destroyed her and she never heard herself cry out his name, a sharp wail. "Paul!" He chuckled behind her as her mind fought to come back together, her pleasure consuming conscious thought until his big hands were on her ass, her waist, and he was flipping her over and throwing her legs over his shoulders, her ass rising up off the lounge chair, her big breasts spilling free from the tiny bikini top.
She raked at them as he sucked at her clit and slid a finger deep inside her. "Oh, oh fuck!" she gasped.
"Quiet, baby girl, quiet now, or they'll hear you. Then again, maybe I should make you come so loud they know you're getting it good."
Summer writhed at the thought, her hips wiggling side-to-side as she thought about everyone knowing who was claiming her. Her fingers went to her big dark nipples and tweaked them. He was so good with his fingers, and his tongue, and his everything. She was a mindless ball of pleasure in his care and all she could think about was getting that big fat cock inside her, letting him come into her, making her truly his.
"Ahhhhhh!" she howled when he slid a second finger into her, not caring who heard, not caring about anything but those digits pumping inside her. He twisted his hand and curled the fingers against her walls and that was it for her, her spot being rubbed just right as he licked her clit, her big engorged clit, so sensitive for him, so needy. Every bone in her body ceased to exist and she collapsed, head rocking up and down, her eyes squeezed shut, her lover still going, still making her feel so good.
His fingers stayed where they were but he moved, dropping her legs and sliding up her body to whisper in her ear. "You're so fucking tight around me, so tight I don't know if I can get my cock in that tiny little pretty pussy, but you're going to take me, aren't you?"
"Yes, yes, t-take you, I'll take you, every inch of you, I want it," she whined.
"Not yet, baby girl, I'm going to make you beg for it."
"I want it, I want it now, I want you inside me, m-making me yours," she said, clutching at his hand against her cunt as her other went to his free hand and pulled it to her big breast. He stared into her eyes, and she realized with faint amusement he looked nearly as desperate as she was.
Remember the power you have over him.
She clutched his head and kissed him, her own wetness still on his lips. He grunted his pleasure as their lips clashed, tongues fighting for control. He squeezed her breast and ran his thumb along her nipple as he sped up the fingering with his other hand, cracks forming in his self-assured control.
"I'm close, I'm close again, keep doing that, keep kissing me and... and..."
"Tell me," he breathed against her lips.
"Keep fingering my..."
"Your what, Summer?"
"My..."
"Your pussy," Paul whispered, and moved his lips to her ear. "Your sweet, tight little cunt."
"Oh FUCK!" she cried out. Her thighs slapped together against his hand and she came again, arching her back and losing control. Her pussy -- her cunt, her mind whispered, sampling the word she'd never said aloud before -- quivered around his fingers and her hips bucked as she stared into his eyes. She almost begged him for it again, and she knew, absolutely knew, if she did, he would fuck her right then and there. And with that knowledge she held the cards again.
"You'll... beg me... for it," she said and reached for the suntan lotion with her free hand. He watched, eyes narrowing in dazed lust, as she squirted some between her breasts. Paul's face transformed. There was no other word for it. In an instant, gone was the smug cockiness of knowing he'd brought her to orgasm three or four times. In its place was something she would replay over and over and over again. It was raw, animalistic lust, a snarling need to him.
He stood up, kicked off his shoes, and jerked at the button to his jeans, dropping them and his boxers. Just as she was naked to him for the first time, he was naked to her, excepting his shirt. His cock was clean-shaven, his balls hanging low. A scar from his fall through the roof cut a jagged line up his hp and she promised herself she'd lick every inch of it someday very soon.
Summer pushed herself further up the chair and he straddled it, his huge cock in his hand, so big, so fucking fat that she knew with a delicious shiver that thing was going to stretch her wide, make her hurt in the best way possible. And again, she nearly begged for it, but instead, she grinned up at him as he bent, pointing his cockhead at her big breasts and driving it between them as she cupped them.
"Fuck," he growled, his voice nearly as loud as her cries, and there was laughter from somewhere, one of the neighbors, but neither of them cared. They were too far gone for that, and besides, Summer liked the neighbors knowing, liked the idea of being out here, being used so close to so many people. It was an unbelievable turn-on, one she didn't know about herself, and she drank it in, now aware they had an audience and probably had for some time.
But Paul didn't care either. As Summer squeezed her tits along his massive length, he fucked them, hard. His muscular hips thrust back and forth with a silky smooth rhythm, his shirt coming up and off his head before he stared down at her with manic eyes, a bull ready to charge.
"Come for me, Paul, come all over me, come on my big breasts."
"Your tits," he said.
"Yesssss, my tits, come all over my tits, my face, mmm, I want to feel it, I want to feel it all over me, come for me Paul, come all over me."
"Summer, fuck..."
"Yesss, I'm yours I'm yours, so paint me with it, paint me and take a picture because I need to see it, need to see what you do to me."
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" he roared and then he was yanking away, jacking his cock hard and fast with his right hand, coming, coming so much that it made her laugh breathlessly, ropes of him hitting her chin and her neck before he aimed at her tits, coming across them, painting her in five, six, seven ropes.
Quick as that, she reached out and grabbed her phone. She punched in the PIN and handed it to Paul. He hesitated only a moment, then snapped three or four pictures of Summer on her back like that. She reached out and grabbed his cock, pulling him back to her. He settled it between her messy breasts and snapped another pair of pictures.
"One last one," she murmured. "You won't think I'm too naughty?"
"Fuck no," he said, and laughed breathlessly.
She pulled him further up still, and brought his big cock not to her lips, but her forehead, letting him rest against the length of her face. He moaned, and snapped more pictures before stepping back, staring down at her.
"I want you to send them to me too," he said. "They'll never leave my phone."
"I trust you," Summer said, and took his hand when it was offered. He cupped her face in his big hand and she nestled into it, smiling. "Not too much?"
"No. No, baby, no. That was fucking incredible."
"I thought so too." She patted his muscular ass. "Come on. We need showers, and then we have cooking to do."
He looked surprised and disappointed all at once. It made her laugh, and she sauntered towards the door as he stared at her ass.
* * *
The neighbors knew. After the show they'd put on, Paul was sure of that. And that meant very likely Michelle and Leon knew, which might be a problem. He came up with and discarded a dozen different variations on how to talk to them about it and discarded all of them as being too idiotic, too dramatic, or too gruff. Then again, he wasn't great at talking to people on the phone to begin with.
Summer seemed unbothered by any of this. "They can get mad if they want," she said. "I mean... I probably would in their shoes. Wouldn't you?"
"If I was your dad, I'd probably shoot me."
"My dad doesn't own a gun."
"Well, that's something, at least."
They were taking a walk around one of the countless lakes near New Bainbridge. Their hands were intertwined, earning them some curious looks but no comments. Summer had on a pink visor against the sun. It was cute, but already he was thinking about getting her back to his house so he could set her hair free and eat her out again.
She gave him a shrewd look. "Do you think what we're doing is wrong?"
"No," Paul said immediately. "Not for a minute. But your parents will. They have to, for your sake. And that's a good thing."
"Yeah. But they know you. They know you're a good enough guy to entrust my well-being to you."
"And look what I've done with that trust. I've made you a damn dirty sinner."
"Mmmm. Yeah." She looked altogether way too happy about that. "What I mean is, they handpicked you to look out for me. A single, handsome guy in his forties they know I've been crushing on forever, you don't think they had to know this might happen? And to me, it doesn't really matter what they think. When they see us together, they'll either get it or not. And if they don't, they'll come around."



"They love you too much to be mad at you for long. But I'm not exactly expecting to be a guest at the head of the table at Thanksgiving."
"Yeah, I'd avoid any sharp knives at my house until we know where my dad's at on this."
They walked on a while, eventually circling back towards the parking lot where his around-town car, a 2010s Challenger he was starting to think about replacing. A friend at a dealership was trying to sell him on an imposing black Land Rover, and he was almost convinced. The price was a little high, but his company had just been subcontracted out for roofing and tiling a big new subdivision that would see them making serious bank.
In the car, Summer leaned across the divider and kissed him. "I'm with you, Paul. As long as you want me, I'll be yours." Her eyes searched his. "If this is something you want as a long-term thing."
"Ahhh, the commitment talk," he said, nodding sagely. That made her smile, and he cupped her chin. "I've been thinking we already were. But good to make it formal."
They kissed again, longer, softer, needier on both their parts. Her hand fell to his cock and stroked him through the khakis he wore that do.
"Take me home Mr. Castle," Summer whispered.
He knew what she meant. The deeper meaning. Paull cupped her face. He kissed her again, and again, adoring her. Her fingers went to his hair, brushing at its short crispness, then trailing down again, down across his cheek, his chest, his stomach, his cock. Summer unzipped him and fished him out of his khakis. They pulled out of the parking lot and she looked around casually before leaning over the console again.
"Goddamn," Paul said as she wrapped those lips around him for the first time.
"Mm hm<' Summer purred. She came off him and twisted her head so she was licking up and down the base of his shaft. "I think you unlocked some kind of kink in me on the Fourth. I can't stop thinking about doing it with you in public."
"That was hot," he said.
"Mm hm. Think you can handle that? Me liking to show off?"
"Baby girl, anything you want to do, I'll try it with you."
"Anything?" she asked breathily, and devoured him again.
He rested his hand on the back of her head, gripping it gently and pushing her down even further, the warm wetness of her mouth taking inch after inch of him.
"Anything," he said.
And it was true. Paul loved the dance they were doing, the teasing, the achingly slow build. Sure, it was driving him crazy not to plunge his dick inside her, to make her scream his name, but it was a good kind of crazy. Summer was making him work for it, and she most definitely deserved that. And the build towards actual sex had the added unexpected bonus of grounding their relationship. They'd spent long hours at her place or his talking politics, religion, and what they wanted long-term, and while they didn't match up one to one, there was nothing that would make for a cracked foundation to something that could, he hoped, be forever.
Forever.
It was forever he thought about as her magnificent lips wrapped around him. Paul felt the twinges of love before that day but now he openly acknowledged it, embraced it. He loved Summer, and wanted this to work more than anything. He was twenty years older than her, and there would be a day when she would have to see him off on a journey she couldn't follow, not for what he hoped would be a long, long time to come, but he was not yet ancient, and they could have so many good years together.
She was everything he wanted, and in that moment, he had an idea. A seed he needed to look into. But for now, there were her loving lips on him, her tongue whisking along his cock, her head bobbing enthusiastically. More, too, her thong peeking out from the back of her shorts, the brush of her breasts against his thigh, the soft lavender scent of her body cream.
Paul ran a hand along her back, marveling that Summer was real, that she was his, and he came so fast for her, warning her, filling her mouth, then trying to keep an eye on the road while simultaneously watching her swallow with an exaggerated, "Ahhh!" and wipe her lips with a finger.
At the next red, he reached over, took her hand, and said the words he needed to say.
"I love you."
"I love you too," she whispered.
* * *
Summer brushed her teeth in his master bathroom while Paul stood behind her, undressing her slowly, a gift he relished with every inch of her skin revealed to him. He was so loving with her, so patient, so sweet. When she was down to her bra and panties, he stopped for a moment to kiss her neck, slow, sweet caresses of his mouth against the delicate bones and her warm skin, making her arch her back in pleasure before he switched sides and did the same thing. She had her hair up in a cute pigtail updo, and he freed that too, letting her dark hair spill down her back.
His hands went to her breasts and her sex through her bra and bikini briefs, and she nestled back against him, toothbrush hanging out of her mouth. He filled his hands with her, loving her with gentle strokes of his fingers, getting her so hot, so needing. Down came her panties, her sex bared to him, smooth and hairless. Then her bra too as she finished up brushing her teeth and rinsing, her white tan lines in stark contrast to her otherwise sun-kissed skin. It was as warm as it looked, his touch making her warmer still as he cupped her breasts, squeezing them as he pulled her back, mouth at her shoulder, adoring her in the mirror with his eyes.
One of his hands went to his khakis and he undid them. "Right here," he murmured. "I want to make love to you this first time right here in front of the mirror."
"Yesss," she whispered, and he pressed himself to her, his tip sliding up and down against her pussy lips before he slid into her. "Oh.... oh, Paul..."
He was big, almost too big, and there was going to be some soreness, but the way he stretched her was like a song reaching the hook, the music just right. She arched up onto her toes as he filled her with inch after inch of him, her hands reaching back behind her head to his, clutching at his hair as he watched himself in the mirror making love to her, his eyes dark, thoughtful, no doubt memorizing every moment of this like she was.
Paul brought a hand down to her mound and her clit, and Summer gasped, "Yesss, like that, just like that, gentle this first time, please..."
"Anything you want, always," he whispered against her neck, and he was so gentle, rocking with her, letting her get used to him. But she was proud too, taking every inch of him inside her, bulging with him. Every. Inch. Never had she been so filled, not by the biggest of her toys, but the pleasure that soon erupted from her wasn't just from the size of him, but the love, the energy, the need finally realized. There was no coming back from lovemaking like this, because that was exactly what they were creating, love, love and a bond between their souls that would never be broken.
Summer came for him with a cry, no words, just a noise. "Ahhhhh!" Paul moved faster, but never too much for her, always careful, always loving. His fingers on her clit were magic, and here he was a little rougher, pinching, tweaking just enough to make waves of pleasure crash through her. He knew her body so well already, could twist her into knots without an effort, and she loved him for it so much.
She twisted her head, and he was there, kissing her with every inch of him buried inside her. "I love you, I love you, I love you," she babbled.
"I love you too, I love you so goddamn much, Summer," he breathed and he moved with more purpose, needing, his moment on them, and her only regret was that she couldn't be off the pill for a few months yet, not until she was sure the baby would come after graduation, because that was what she wanted from this man, a baby, a family, a life together.
He clutched her tight, their eyes going as one to the mirror as he released, his cock straining inside her to fulfill its purpose, coming, coming, coming so much for her. She cried then, happy tears, and with one hand, she reached behind her for his face. With the other, Summer reached towards the mirror, towards the woman there looking back at her, happy and proud, ready to begin this strange new journey with her man.
They cleaned up in the shower, Paul so attentive, so worshipful. He cleaned up not just her pussy, but her entire body, taking his time about it, running the soapy washcloth over her arms, her legs, her breasts, her tummy, her back. He even got under her pits, which made her laugh, and the crack of her ass, which made her moan when he rinsed her off and slid his tongue against her bud, a new experience for her. He capped it off by washing her hair, a slow, luxurious form of love that sent new thrills up and down her spine as he massaged her scalp with her favorite shampoo. She turned under the showerhead's spray, rinsing off as he watched.
When they stepped out, she dried her hair while he went downstairs to fix a snack for the two of them, a plate of blueberries, strawberries, crackers, and cheese. By the time he returned, Summer was resting in the middle of the bed, nude, the covers drawn down to her feet so she could show herself off to him, playing with herself. He set the tray down on an end table, picked up a strawberry, and placed it between his lips before crawling on the bed towards her. She accepted the treat with a sparkle in her eyes and a warmth in her soul that would never go out.
And then he was on her, diving down, eating her out with a passion. What they'd done in the bathroom was lovemaking. This... this was need coming out to play. Paul ate Summer like he was angry with her pussy, licking it fast, sucking at her clit, nibbling at it and making her claw at the pillows and bedspread. When he'd finally had enough of the foreplay, he mounted her, grabbing her by the legs and bringing them nearly to her big tits, her feet kicking in midair as he drove into her, his face locked in a mask of pleasure.
"Fuck me," Summer begged. "Fuck me like I'm your whore, Paul, do whatever you want to me, make me yours, I want it rough, I want it sweet, I want it every way I can have it."
"You're mine," he snarled.
"Yessss, I'm yours, I'm yours, love me, fuck me, I'm yours!"
He let go of her legs to cup her face and her neck with his big rough hands. He didn't choke her, but the pressure of his strong hands on her neck was enough to send her spiraling into an orgasm as he pounded into her, her cry of pleasure filling the otherwise empty house. He grinned savagely at that and kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth and met with her own.
He pulled out and flipped Summer over, getting her on her hands and knees before driving his cock back into her well-used pussy. She would be sore from this the next day, but oh God, in the moment, it was so good, so fucking good. He used her the way she'd always wanted a guy to use her, not as some quick pump and an awkward "was it good for you?" by her ex-boyfriends, but as a man who knew what he was capable of doing. He gripped her by the shoulder and the waist, plunging back and forth inside her, her staccato gasps and moans the closest she could come to language as her pleasure washed over her twice more.
When Paul slipped free of her, it was Summer's turn. She whipped around as fast as her exhausted body would allow, and she growled, "On your back."
Paul grinned lopsidedly at her, a smirk, and dropped onto his back so she could ride him, her hips flexing, her body undulating, her hands in her hair, tugging at it as she fucked him. At that angle, he was rubbing her spot nonstop, and his fingers at her clit brought her there again fast, her tits bouncing as she threw her head back and wailed out her wordless pleasure, her joy, her love.
She collapsed onto him, kissing him frantically, her body jerking erratically, out of her control. He took over in the last, wrapping his arms around her, holding his forehead to hers as she whimpered his name, needing him to come, needing to feel him one more time inside her. Her eyes closed when he breathed her name, and his warmth filled her again.
* * *
Paul told her the plan that night while he made dinner, stir fry so spicy both of them broke out in a sweat eating it. It was her favorite meal of their time together that wonderful summer, a perfect cap to the day's sweaty and frenetic lovemaking.
"I can't be with you the whole time you travel to England. But I was thinking about us needing to talk to your parents and I can't see having that conversation over the phone. So, maybe I take a Friday and a Monday off, and I fly there to see you."
"Yes. Yes," Summer said, emphatically, and oh how fast the heat hit her eyes. She shot up and rushed to him, hugging him hard and kissing him everywhere, his lips, his chin, his forehead, his cheeks. "Yes, I want you with me as much as possible. I... I... yes."
Like him, she knew her parents already knew, but they didn't say anything to her about it. They did, however, drop lots of pointed, amused comments, like, "Did Paul stop over again to cook you dinner? That's so sweet," and "Mrs. Wells saw you two walking together. Getting some sunshine?"
They knew. Of course they knew. Subtle, she and Paul were not.
As it turned out, he could get a ticket for the very same flight as Summer, and did, although he had to schedule a return trip for the following Monday. They promised each other someday they'd return there and take a real vacation there, just the two of them.
They were scheduled to fly out the day after her finals. Summer wasn't too nervous about her tests. She'd flown through the summer lessons, despite her new man-candy distraction, and even if she did dismally on the tests, she would still pass with a pretty acceptable grade. That was a moot point, though, as she nailed the tests too, grinning the entire time.
What wasn't so easy was what came after. Maddox, who still sat next to her in class, finished just as she was bringing her own test up to the professor. He caught up to Summer outside the building as she hurried towards the parking lot, a familiar man leaning against his Challenger and grinning at her. Paul's presence made her heart swell, the best surprise of the day, even as her heart broke a little for Maddox.
"Summer, wait," the young man said.
She turned her head towards him, and her smile was much more natural and sincere than it had been with him in weeks. "How'd you do on the test?"
"I think I aced it. You?"
"I don't know that I did that good, but I think I did all right. I'm sorry, but I have to go. That's my boyfriend by the truck."
"That's Paul?" Maddox asked. "The creepy older guy?"
"He's not creepy. He's a man, Maddox. He's everything I want. I'm sorry I can't be what you want me to be, but there's someone out there for you too. You just... you have to have the guts to let me go."
"I... I tried so hard with you," Maddox said. "What did I do wrong? Why can't it be me?"
"I've told you the answer to that so many times now," she said. Paul's smile had given way to something more contemplative as they started walking towards him again.
"Aren't I a nice guy?" Maddox demanded.
"No. Not when you act like this." She sighed. "Being a nice guy means listening to a woman. Hearing her, even if what she has to say doesn't line up with what you want. So hear me out. Be you. Be honest. Don't try so hard to please whoever it is you try to date next. Don't get obsessed. Obsessed isn't sexy. Clingy isn't sexy. Be happy with yourself, and some woman will se that and want you to make her happy too."
Maddox was silent. She didn't know what to expect from him. She figured he would either call her a bitch or put on some veneer of stoicness and tell Paul to look after her. But instead, Maddox surprised her. "You're right," he said. "I hear you. And I'll try with whoever comes next. I really do hope he makes you happy. See you around, Summer."
"See you, Maddox," Summer said.
Maddox gave Paul a wave and a tight smile before peeling off across the grass towards the cafeteria. Summer and Paul both watched him go.
When Summer came to Paul and hugged him tight, he stroked her hair. "That guy going to be okay?" he asked.
"I don't know, but I hope so." She pulled back, looked him in the eyes, and he kissed her slow and sweet.
* * *
When Leon and Michelle saw not just their daughter, but the man she walked with, her arm looped through Paul's, they turned towards each other, Michelle grinning, Leon sighing and shaking his head.
"Oh God. I lost five bucks on the two of you," Leon called.
Summer, who up to that point had been white as a ghost and not entirely certain that she wasn't still stuck on the hellscape that was their international flight, even if it hadn't really been quite as bad as she'd feared, now cried and ran to them. Her mother got to her first and hugged her tight, holding her close. Then her father was there, hugging the both of them, and holding out a hand to shake with an amused Paul.
"She said you'd come with her. I thought that was crazy," Leon said.
"I kinda figured you might skin me alive for, ah, dating her," Paul said as they shook.
"Still giving it some thought," Leon said.
"Don't believe him," Michelle said hoarsely, stepping back and sniffing as she rubbed her hands up and down Summer's shoulders. "We heard, and your dad's first response was, 'Well, we lit the fuse on that one, didn't we?'"
Summer turned towards Paul and grinned. "We said kind of the same thing to each other."
They told a PG-rated version of their story as luggage was fetched. Paul didn't have much, since he wouldn't be staying long, to her parents' genuine chagrin. That made him feel immensely better. Already, his presence had been accepted. Already, he was welcome into their family.
He did bring one important thing with him, and as he helped Leon load the luggage into the back of their car, Paul surreptitiously checked to make sure it was still there, a small, square box, lined in velvet. He wasn't sure when he packed it that England would be the right time or place to ask the most important question of his life, but with Leon giving him an appraising look and a hint of a smile, Paul knew one thing -- he was right where he was supposed to be.
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Olivia was so goddamn sweet I was certain if you pricked her, she would bleed caramel. The candy apple red of her lipstick that day added to the whole metaphor, and it was those lips and those big mischievous eyes I was drawn to from the moment I came through the door.
Our daughter's college friend was barely wearing a stitch of clothes. Her big breasts strained against tiny triangles of a bikini top, her slim tummy naked, showing off her belly button piercing. The shorts were more modest than the top but only by degrees, the denim cut off so high on her hip I had no doubt she'd show off a little ass cheek if she stood up and turned for me.
For Olivia to make me ignore my wife was a hell of a feat. Katherine was seated on the loveseat at an angle to the couch where Olivia sat, one creamy, freshly lotioned leg under her butt. At that angle, given her short tennis skirt, Olivia probably could see a hint of her panties. My wife gave me a self-satisfied smirk, poised like a cat that was very pleased with itself. She toyed with a lock of her blonde-brunette hair, one of her flirty gestures.
Already I could gather a mental picture of what must have happened. My wife loved no other form of exercise more than tennis and played regularly with some of the other thirty- and forty-something women around the community at a local court. Olivia lived in one of the new apartment complexes equidistant on the other side and probably saw her best friend's mom playing. They said hello, Katherine invited Olivia back here to go swimming like she used to before our daughter Molly graduated from college, and now here she was, in our house, looking up at me with that beatific, mysterious smile of hers.
To this day I'm not sure exactly why I did what I did. I thought Katherine had Olivia on the reel. We'd talked about her in bed a couple months back when we found out Olivia turned twenty, how ripe she was, how she looked at me sometimes, how she would laugh at my jokes and touch my arm. My wife loved to torture me like that, feeding me fantasies about the hot women in our lives. Sometimes she even made them come true.
I thought that's what this was. It had all the earmarks of it. A hot twenty-year-old barely dressed in our living room, my wife practically showing off her pussy to her. I pounced on it, never realizing until later that it was no setup.
Olivia stared up at me as I crossed the room, her smile shifting into something more curious. Katherine shifted on the couch, my name falling from her lips too late. "Kellen." I heard her tone but I didn't process it fast enough. I gripped Olivia by the chin and kissed her.
"Here I was wondering if I would have to make the first move," Olivia said softly. She glanced aside at Katherine and arched one of her fine eyebrows. Katherine held her hand to her lips, cheeks bright red, but she had the presence of mind to nod.
I noticed all this but my brains were making a fast exit and my primal need for our daughter's hot college friend took over. My hand went to my belt, and Olivia's joined it, working at my zipper while I stared down at her gorgeous face and the slopes of her breasts.
I didn't bother taking my slacks or boxes off. Instead, I shoved them down to my hips. Olivia took in the size of me and her smile grew even wider. She looked up into my eyes as I lifted one foot and set it on the couch cushion beside her.
"Suck it," I said. "Take my cock in that pretty little mouth and suck it."
"Fuck," Katherine whimpered.
Olivia took my cock in her slim hands and sucked my tip, staring up at me. I hardened as she teased it with her lips and tongue, bobbing her head up and down the first couple inches as I grew and grew. When I was fully hard, I put a hand on her shoulder.
"Sit back," I said, my voice brooking no debate.
She scooted back on the couch until I could stand on it entirely, wondering what the fuck I was doing until I was looming over her, one hand on the wall, the other going to the back of her head and driving her face down the length of me.
Oh fuck, that mouth felt good wrapped tight around my dick. I didn't relent. I wanted to own that pretty face, to drive my cock down her throat, to fill her up with my cream.
"Mmmmf!" she choked out around me.
I pulled back so Olivia could take a breath, then I shoved even deeper into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Her eyes watered as she stared up at me, her cheeks going as red as a tomato. It took a few thrusts for her to acclimate to me but when she got in the game, she gave as good as she took, lashing me with her tongue, hollowing out her cheeks, teasing my tip when I'd pull back to her lips.
On the loveseat, Katherine tugged her sports panties down and spread her legs wide, sinking slowly down as she watched us. One hand went to her pussy and she moaned, "Suck his cock, that's a good girl, taking so much of my man."
Olivia came off me with a gasp and a cough. "Good girl," she whimpered, and drove back down my cock, her hands wrapping around me and jacking my wet length as she sucked.
"Our very good girl," I said.
One of her tits slipped free of the near-nonexistent bikini top, her small pink nipple joined soon by its bestie. One of her free hands dropped to her shorts, popping the button and sliding in. I fucked her face even harder, knowing she liked this, knowing she was ours.
"You're ours now," I grunted.
"Urgh!" she gagged around me, blinking up at me with those sweet eyes.
"Oh, Olivia, you're going to look so sexy with him sliding that big dick inside your sweet little pussy," Katherine cooed.
Oliva came off me, gasping, "Oh God, oh, oh-URK!"
You can guess why she was cut off so sharply. I held her head in place and fucked her face, going for broke. Katherine was now at an angle to us, on her back, one leg on the floor, the other bent, her fingers playing at her clit and her pussy with lightning-fast flutters. Olivia's eyes kept flicking towards her, but I wanted them on me.
"Look at me now, baby, look at me as I feed you my come," I said.
Olivia drew a sharp breath through her nose. She drove down as far as she could take, my cockhead resting against the back of her throat, her jaw stretched to her limits. I jerked back, my hand joining hers on my cock.
"Take it, take every drop of him," Katherine said.
Olivia tried. She really did. The first few blasts she swallowed, her throat working noisily to try and keep up, but there was so much of me she had to cough it out, spattering her chest and my thighs with my come. She gasped for air, her fist still a blur up and down my length as I fired the last shot across her chin.
I stepped off the couch and pulled Olivia to the edge. I dropped to my knees and gripped her shorts and the bikini bottoms she wore underneath. She pushed up and I tugged them off her, leaving slim folds, pale pink pussy, and her big hood bared to me. Her hand went to her pussy, rubbing her clit in wide circles.
"Show her why I keep you around," Katherine said, her own legs spread wide as she watched the show.
Far be it for me to deny Katherine anything. I moved Olivia's hand aside, brought my thumbs to her hood, and flicked my tongue against her clit. She responded immediately, her butt jumping as I made contact. I teased with fast flicks before licking it hard, keeping my thumbs right where they were, rubbing the sensitive skin around her button. I ignored her pussy for the moment, going for her orgasm fast and hard, using every trick I knew Katherine loved.
"Yes, ohhh, oh yes, Mr. Smith," Olivia moaned. Hearing that fall from her lips -- Mr. Smith -- as I was doing this to her made it so much dirtier. I was reminded again I was nearly thirty years older than her. She was so fucking young.
"Lick her clit, baby, make our new pet come..." Katherine told me.
"Mm, your pet," Olivia moaned. "I like th-that."
"We'll have to... get you a little collar... to let everyone know you're ours."
Fuck. That thought brought my cock back to life and drove me into a frenzy. I flicked and sucked her clit as I imagined it, sexy twenty-year-old Olivia walking down the street between us with a collar around her neck with our last name on it. That was fucking hot as hell.
"I think... he likes that... idea," Olivia gasped. "Oh, oh f-fu... like that, please, just like that, ohhhh... that's it, I'm going to... I'm close... oh, ohhhh!!"
Her voice went high and keening, her knees jerking upward. She came, her hands clutching at my hair, and I drove my mouth down to her wet pussy. Playing with her clit had been for her. Tasting that sweet young cunt was for me. I loved how fresh she was, and wet to boot. She thrust her hips up and rolled her head back, still gripping my hair. She bucked against my tongue, still so sensitive, and beside us I heard Katherine mewl with her own pleasure, a sure sign she was close.
"Mm, Kellen, lick her, lick her pussy, I can't wait to taste her myself..."
She wouldn't, not until I had my fun. Katherine loved to watch me with other women. It was her biggest kink.
"He's so... good with his... mmmm, h-his tongue..." Olivia said.
"Wait until you feel his cock inside you."
Olivia loved that idea, her hips thrusting upwards, eyelids fluttering. "Yessss, his cock... inside... me, oh, ohhhh!"
I could take no more of this and had to fuck her. I gripped the couch cushions on either side of her knees and shoved up to my feet, my cock right at face level again. She took it in her mouth for a couple of long sucks as I dropped my sport coat behind me and kicked off the loafers I forgot I'd been wearing.
Still in my slacks and Oxford, I pulled back and growled, "On your knees, Olivia. Face Katherine."
She scrambled to obey, and I ran my hand over her spectacularly tight young ass. "Good girl," I said, and spanked her lightly.
"Thank you, Daddy," she moaned. Her eyes widened and she looked at me with genuine embarrassment.
I chuckled and teased her pussy with my thumb. "I like it. Katherine calls me that too."
"Oh, we are keeping you," Katherine breathed. She moved slowly, like she was in a dream. Getting onto her hands and knees too, she curled a finger at Olivia. Our young lover scooted forward so the two women could kiss at the corners of the couch and loveseat. I knelt on the couch behind Olivia, first spreading her cheeks apart to get a good look at her little bleached asshole. She'd need practice with toys before I could fuck her there, but I promised myself I'd be back, and soon.
As for now, no more easing. I had to have her. I pressed my cockhead to her pussy. Her back arched upward before I'd even cleared her entrance, her big tits shaking with the movement.
"Oh my God, oh fuck, I'm really..." I slid deeper inside her and she wailed, "I'm fucking... oh... OH!"
She never did complete that thought. In that moment I slid deeper into her, my big dick filling her nearly virginal pussy.
Katherine cupped her chin and asked, "Is it too big, darling, is it too much?"
"Don't stop, don't stop, it feels so good," Olivia cried out.
I didn't. I took her with fast, hard strokes, pushing deeper and deeper inside her every time. Tight though she might be, she took an insane amount of me, right to the balls. Only Katherine had ever been able to do that, and yet here our newest toy could too.
"Fuck," I growled, bouncing her back and forth with every thrust. Her tits kept up the rhythm with us, swaying back and forth. She strained to kiss Katherine now and then, brief butterfly kisses that never landed in the same spot twice. Katherine watched us with heat in her eyes, panting hard, her hand between her thighs as she rocked in subconscious imitation of Olivia, like it was my cock doing this to her instead. Even with the sharp skin-against-skin thwaps of my body against Olivia's, I could hear my wife's fingers slide in and out of her pussy, wet squick squick squick noises that only served to drive me even wilder.
Olivia couldn't take that fucking for long before her arms gave out on her. She fell against the couch's arm, and I popped free of her. I grabbed her arms and pulled her back up to her knees, my cockhead pointing the way to her pussy like a dowsing rod. I kept hold of her arms and drove right back into her, making her cry out as I punched deep inside her cunt.
"Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she cried out. She started giggling then, a breathless, hiccupping sound punctuated by, "I'm... I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm co-coming..."
I kept fucking into her, keeping her upright by pulling back on her arms. Katherine gasped, "So sexy, so fucking sexy, baby..."
"Good... girl?" Olivia asked, jerking with my thrust.
"So fucking good, such a good girl, such a good girl for your Daddy."
"Yes! Daddy's... good... girl!"
They came, Katherine first, her eyes closing, face drawn in rapturous pleasure. I'd never seen her buck like she did then, her hips jerking, her head twisting to the side. Her eyes only opened again when Olivia cried out, "I'm coming, I'm coming, oh, oh I'm coming for Daddy, comi... ohhhhhh!"
I kept fucking her harder and harder. When I let go of her arms, she fell forward, gasping and panting but just as fast I had my hands full of her tits, lifting her back up and fucking up into her as she bounced back against me, her head twisting to look at me over her shoulder. I stopped just long enough to kiss her, then started hammering up into her wet pussy. She could say nothing except make a keening, "Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Are you on the pill, baby girl?" I asked.
"S-s-s-shot," she stuttered out, her head bouncing with the fucking. "On the shot, please, Daddy, come inside me, come inside me!"
Thank God. I was close and I wanted to feel her around me as I came. I pulled her back with me as I sat on the couch, still clutching her around the waist and cupping her tits as I thrust up into her. She rode me, catching something of a second wind, and like a bullet, my wife was off the loveseat and between our legs, lapping at the connection of my cock and our daughter's friend's pussy.
I could take no more. I fucked up into Olivia one more time, squeezing her tits and pulling her tight against my chest. She cried out with delight when I spurted deep inside her. I brought one hand up to her chin and twisted her head again so I could kiss her. She shimmied up and down my body, one of her trembling hands on my wife's head as Katherine lapped up the come drizzling out of Olivia.
"I think..." she said, her voice hoarse. "I think I made a mess out of your pants and shirt."
I looked down, finally realizing I was still mostly clothed. I chuckled and dropped my head back against the couch cushion. "Jesus. Olivia. We are not letting you leave this house."
"I hope not," she said. "Best sex of my life."
"Wait until Katherine gets involved," I said.
"Mm. Can't wait. Does the old man have a round two in him?" Olivia asked Katherine.
My wife grinned up at her, gripped my knees, and stood up to kiss her. "A round two, and probably a round three or four. Time has only made him even hornier."
"Old man," I muttered. I thought of Olivia calling me Daddy and chuckled to myself as I cupped her tits again.
"What?" Olivia asked.
"I have no idea what we're going to tell our daughter when she comes home and finds you wearing a collar and calling me Daddy."
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The thing I would miss the most about living with Baptiste was his taste in music. Four years as friends and three years as roommates meant he introduced me to so much good music across a huge spectrum of genres, everything from classical to rock to hip-hop to his favorite, danceable electronica.
Satin Jackets -- at least, I was pretty sure it was Satin Jackets -- flowed through Baptiste's speakers at two corners of the backyard, set up on wood end tables. Waterproof rope lights Baptiste bought in bulk lined the fence and the house, and more string lighting hung above us. There were maybe twenty people in the backyard, dancing, laughing, drinking, readying themselves to fuck someone or cry trying. There were more in the house. Not many. Most were out here, living through the last of Baptiste's summer parties.
It was a good night. It was a terrible night. I graduated two months before and hung around at the request of my old summer employer, a steakhouse where I'd made such good money I couldn't say no to working there a little while longer until I found real employment somewhere else, but now I had. My things were packed and locked up in my car. In the morning, I'd be driving into the sunset of my youth. A real job. The real world. A goodbye to this, to being stupid and silly and free.
A hand on my arm made my breath catch. I turned. Joslyn, the one I'd been hoping to see, the one I'd been dancing with since her freshman orientation three years ago, the one I had always loved, but oh God, was our timing fucking awful.
Hair so dark it looked black even under sunlight fell in long silken waves. Lithe curves, a face so delicate I was afraid to touch it for fear of shattering her. An upturned nose, dimples that didn't suit her face, dark, sparkling eyes to remember into old age. She was the most beautiful woman to have ever haunted my dreams.
She looked up at me, those usually happy eyes glimmering. "This isn't fair!" she shouted, the pain in her voice visceral. I wanted to laugh. What about love that young was ever fair?
We had chemistry from day one, me the goofy sophomore helping my girlfriend and Joslyn's RA in welcoming the new blood to the college. Back then, it was just sparks between us, a bit of fun flirting and long looks whenever we saw each other in the hallway. Then Joslyn went and got a boyfriend, and my RA girlfriend decided to transfer. No bad blood, no dramatic ending, just two people who cared for each other parting ways, so I stayed friends with her friends. With Joslyn.
I played the field, because that was what I did. Joslyn gave me shit about it because that was what she did. She said I needed a good Christian girl. I said I needed her. She thought I was joking. I told her I wasn't. That fucked things between us for a while. I didn't regret it.
I met someone. Liked someone. Invited someone to live with me in that shitty rental with Baptiste for a while. Someone texted me. Told me Joslyn broke up with her guy. Said it might have been about me. I didn't know what to do with that. I was with someone, someone I liked. Someone I invited to come live with me. Someone I knew I didn't love. Someone I hurt, eventually.
Now that, I regret.
You understand the beat of this thing. I wanted, Joslyn stepped back. She wanted, I stepped back. We went on one "date," a movie we both accidentally went to at the same time. I think she knew I was going. I think I suspected she'd go. She was dating a bad guy. Not a henchman bad guy, just a bad human being, a bad dater. The kind of guy who'd rather play Elden Ring than take his girl for a walk through the park. I was dating a bad girl, and this time, I do mean a bad girl, who did too much weed, too many shrooms, too much dabbling with molly to be called dabbling anymore. Too many ghosts in the closet to escape their rattling and moaning.
Joslyn and I didn't kiss. We ate popcorn and jumped at jump scares and eyed each other, wanting and not taking. Maybe we didn't touch, but we cheated that day, and I know it. She knew it too. She broke up with her guy. I stayed with my broken girl until she cheated on me with a dispensary clerk. That was how it went.
And now we were single. Now I got to have her. Just for a night. That was okay. I got to have Joslyn.
I meant to dance with her. Instead, I stepped in close, staring into those dark eyes, at the soft, round cheeks, the sharper line of her chin, the thin, beautiful lips I wanted to take. So I took. For the first time, we kissed, and it was as good and right as I'd always imagined it would be. I held her close, and I took, and I made her cry, and she grabbed me tighter, and we gave each other a piece of our souls to take with us.
I didn't say anything. Not a word. But I pulled her towards the side of the house, and she chased me as slow as I wanted the night to last.
I saw Baptiste for the last time, my handsome French roommate, my brother in arms for four years. He was standing with two women and a guy, bottles of beer in hand. He saw me. Saw Joslyn. His eyes crinkled, and he raised a bottle of beer in my direction. I wanted to thank him for everything. Three years of being roommates left us with a pretty big wedge between us, and we'd never really be as tight as we were our freshmen year, but I still felt indebted to him for being there. In another month, he'd be back in Europe, kicking off his career in music production. We promised we'd stay in touch, but already we were pulling apart, and that was okay, because I got to be his friend those four years.
I waved. I didn't know what else to do.
Joslyn got a look at my car and laughed. The laughter prompted me to grab her and kiss her again. She still smiled, pushing my hands away from the waist of her teeny tiny shorts and nodding down the street. "I'm this way. Get in yours and follow me."
I nodded. Got in. Looked back at the house I'd lived in for three years, and waved to it too. It was a shitshow of a house. The front porch was rotting. The bathroom smelled like mildew and rot. The kitchen sink's hot water took way longer than it should. There were mice in the attic.
I'd miss it.
I pulled out onto the street and followed Jos in her Kia. She drove and drove, poorer even than us clowns and living farther out in the stretch of college apartments and rentals. I knew the place but I couldn't have found it in a week because her building was identical to two dozen others across three streets.
Her parents rented it for her. They weren't any better off than my own struggling parents, but they loved their daughter fiercely and she was their only real major expense so they did this for her, to give her a place to stay and be safe and not have to deal with campus life. They were good people. They liked me. I'm not sure why.
I parked next to Joslyn, and we got out in tandem. On the sidewalk, she twisted back and forth, the cool night pricking her small nipples into hardness under her spaghetti-strapped top. I cupped the back of her head and kissed her again, my other hand going for one of her breasts and making her moan my name.
"Henry..."
I kissed her harder, my heart hammering, my words seized up inside me. I wanted to tell her I didn't want to say goodbye to her, that if she told me to stay I'd burn down my future without a second thought. The things I would have done for her were endless, just as I knew the things she'd make me do for her would never hurt me. She wasn't capable of it.
We moved into the building. A curious moth followed us in, as if to chart our progress. It fluttered from light to light as we did a piss-poor job of heading for the elevator, stopping often, my hand on Joslyn's ass, her back, her shoulder. Her lips were always so eager to find mine again, her tears making for the sharpest knives I'd ever felt.
In the elevator, I wrapped my arms around her, kissing her, pushing her against the wall, making her moan my name again and rope a leg around mine. Her head tilted back, lips parting, whispering words, a silent prayer between her and her god. I whispered one of my own. Let her have someone who deserves her.
Her place was a quiet shrine to her intelligence. Potted plants everywhere. Books everywhere. Notebooks everywhere. Pens everywhere. Dirty coffee mugs everywhere. I'd been here before, groaning my way through a romance movie marathon she held. 10 Things I Hate About You. Clueless. Bridget Jones's Diary. Truth was, I didn't care about the movies. I cared about the fact that I was living a lie, pretending that I wasn't going to break up with the girl I was there with. Pretending I wasn't madly in love with the twenty-year-old who kept stealing glances at me too.
There was no getting lost on the way to the bedroom but we left our clothes in a trail anyways, in case we needed to find our way out again. I'd need to in less than ten hours. Ten hours to love someone. Ten hours of a summer love.
She prepared for this. The covers were already folded neatly towards the base of the bed. Good. Less time my hands weren't on her. She was slender, and soft and warm and I couldn't take staring at the thin strip of trimmed pubic hair leading to her pussy. I finally spoke, and it was a single choked word.
"I..."
I love you. I want this to be forever. I don't want to go. I want you to come with me. I want you to marry me. I want you to have my children. I want to go wherever you want to go in life. I want eternity to be this night.
But I said nothing else.
"Come to me," Joslyn whispered, and I did, guiding her down to the bed, sliding down her beautiful, ephemeral body, kissing her small breasts, her small nipples, her soft, slim stomach, her soft downy pubic hair, her mound, her pussy.
Joslyn spread her legs for me, then her pussy lips, her smile shy, her eyes searching mine for some response. "Beautiful," I finally said, because she was, and yet it wasn't enough. How do you tell someone their smile was the thing you think about when you see the sun rising on your morning jog? How do you tell someone that you're sure you felt their heartbeat when she fell asleep one night, even if she lived miles away?
You don't. You tell them, "Beautiful," and you show them with your tongue and your mouth and your fingers.
That's what I did, anyways.
The summer night was so warm and her apartment roasted. As I ate her out with slow, lingering licks and teased her sensitive little clit with my fingers and my tongue alike, I built up a sweat. So did she. But our attention those long minutes was each other, her hands in my hair, fingers sweeping through it, then crushing it as she gasped and rolled to meet me. Joslyn came so easily for me, so fast.
"I came so fast," she whispered, blushing hard.
"It's cute," I said.
"It's embarrassing. But I've wanted you so long."
"Me too."
"Make love to me?"
"No."
"What?" she asked, amused, her knuckles against her cheek as she stared down at me.
"I'm not done yet."
That broke some of her self-consciousness and she grinned down at me. I loved that grin. I couldn't help rising up to kiss her because of it, and just as fast, dipped back down to bring her legs over my shoulders and lift her butt up off the bed. It was a slender butt, almost flat. She hated it. I loved it.
I ate her faster still, her wetness spurring me on. Joslyn rested now on her upper back and shoulders, cooing at me as her legs kicked slowly like she was riding a bicycle. "Faster," she whimpered, and I obeyed, hers to command. She really liked that, and her kicks ended, her feet drumming against my back as she clutched at the sheet, her eyes halfway closed, mouth open in a frown. "Henry, oh, oh, please, please, just like that, just... God... oh... oh... ohhhhh!"
She came again, and still, I wasn't done. I set her back down, then grabbed her by the waist and put her on her hands and knees, the swiftness and roughness of it making her gasp and laugh. She thrust her slim butt up high for me. I think she thought I was going to fuck her. Not yet. Not until I etched how she cried my name forever in my memory.
And she did. I ate her as fast as she liked it, my hands all over her ass and her waist until I pumped a finger into her, cocking my head and licking her faster and faster as I pumped the finger in and out of her tight little pussy.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Henry, oh, please, please, make me come, then fuck me, I can't take it anymore, I need you, I neee... neee.... Ahhhhhhhh!"
And again she came. I moved. I didn't think about a condom. It was a stupid thing to forget but I was a man in love and she was crying out the word that would have made me dive into a pool of razors for her.
"Please!"
I put Joslyn on her back again. The near-black hair on her pillow gave me the briefest pause, my heart stopping, my hand balling into a fist. Tell her, you fucking idiot, I thought, but I didn't. I slid my cock against her folds, then inside her. She cried out, joy and the hurt of losing me in the morning mingling as she clutched me tight, sobbing against my neck, my thrusts short, hard, and powerful.
Finally, I thought of a condom but I was too far gone, kissing her, gripping her hip and bringing it up so I could slide a hand under her, her name falling from me with the weight of an anvil. "Joslyn, fuck, Joslyn..."
"It's good, it's good, it's as good as I... I... wanted it to be, oh, oh Henry, please, please, God, please don't stop, please..."
Only there was a little hesitation before "stop." I knew the words she meant. Not "please don't stop," but "please don't go."
I thought my own words with every thrust.
I love you. I love you. I love you.
I will always love you.
She came, gripping me hard, crying out my name. I was close, so close, but I wanted to hold on as long as I could for her. I thought about Baptiste's music. I thought about my finals a couple months ago. I thought about a job hundreds of miles away, about a new life.
Joslyn pulled back, smiling up at me even as she cried again. "On your back," she said, her voice breathy and exhausted. I gripped her as I twisted, keeping my cock inside her as she wound up on top, tossing back her dark hair, and now there was no trying to distract myself to hold on, because this sight was too much for me, too fucking beautiful, too fucking much.
She threw back her hair, thrusting her chest out as she bobbed on my cock, smiling to no one except herself, knowing how completely she had me in that moment. I leaned up and sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, and she gripped the back of my head as she rocked even faster.
"Joslyn, fuck, Joslyn," I mumbled.
She pushed me back down and dropped, hands on my chest, my pecs. I came so fucking close to telling her I loved her. The words were there. They were meant. But I was an idiot. I said nothing, except her name.
"Jos... lyn..."
"In me, please, let me feel it, let me feel you inside me this once..."
I should have asked if she was on the pill. But we were far beyond that point. Her with my kid would have been the greatest triumph of my life anyways.
I erupted inside her, my arms roping around her and squeezing her tight as her knees spread wide, my come filling her, making her sob with joy and the release of something we'd been hanging onto for years. She clutched my face as my hips still jerked, her lips on mine.
Her smile turned bitter. The glimmer in her eyes was one of pain, not pleasure, not any longer. "It's not fair," she whispered. "It's not fair, it's not fair, it's n-not fair, goddamn it, Henry."
She sobbed. I pulled free from her and got her on her side, holding her, stroking her hair and her back. She cried hard enough to send her into dreams. I listened to her breath even out. I listened and knew, although it was impossible, I could somehow hear her heart and how it would break when I slipped out of bed.
But I had to go, or I'd stay forever. And Joslyn didn't deserve that.
I dressed in her living room in total darkness. I left a sock and my boxers behind. Couldn't find them without the light. Trophies, I guess. I thought about driving back to the house I rented with Baptiste, but Joslyn knew that place. I wanted to be somewhere she wasn't going to show up.
It was time to leave this all behind.
The job was okay. The life was what it was. My new roommate wasn't as interesting as Baptiste, and made it known he wasn't in it for friendship, just rent money. At least I knew where we stood, but after a few months, I realized I liked his stability, and he relaxed a bit around me when he figured out I wasn't a bum.
I didn't hear from Joslyn. I didn't expect to. I heard from Baptiste what little time he stuck around, and he said he saw her, that she was pretty ripped to shreds. I didn't know what to say to that. I heard from other friends a couple months later she was dating again. That was good. I only ever wanted her to be happy.
I was good at my job. It was just plugging numbers into a machine. It wasn't very hard. I developed a routine. A cup of coffee at home, a cup of coffee at work with my coworkers Carrie and Mason at ten. I thought Carrie liked me. A day when the boss was gone and she pulled me into the women's bathroom, she proved it. It was okay sex. I missed Joslyn.
At Thanksgiving, I called her and left a message. I didn't know what to say so I just said, "I just wanted to hear your voice," and hung up. She called me back late that night. I said hello. She sniffed. She cried. She didn't say much. Just happy Thanksgiving, and then she hung up.
I thought about going down at Christmas. I even bought her a present. I wrapped it myself. It wasn't a very good wrapping job. But I didn't go. I meant to. But I didn't go.
I moved through spring trying to gain back weight I'd lost. Ten pounds and I didn't really have it to spare. I didn't like my easy job anymore. I didn't like coffee with my coworkers anymore. I did like asking about Joslyn all the time, even if it annoyed my friends. "Why don't you just call her?" Because how do you fix something you smashed?
Piece by piece.
I drove down for her graduation. I didn't know I was going to do it until I quit my job and walked out, still in my suit, feeling for all the world like a man swimming up from the bottom of the ocean, sure he'll run out of oxygen sometime soon.
I spent the night at a friend's house. In the morning, I spent an hour in the bathroom trying to convince myself I'd broken her heart and I didn't deserve happiness.
I thought I'd get there and she wouldn't show up, like me. I hadn't gone to mine. I thought it sounded like a lot of long, boring speeches in the sun. I was right, but hers was nice. Mellow. Happy.
Her name was right in the middle of her graduating class. I stood up and clapped, wanting to shout her name, unable to. Her parents were there. I hadn't seen them until they stood up too, but they looked between the two of us, astonished, grinning. I didn't pay them any attention. I was watching Joslyn as she stared back at me, my name on her lips, her eyes going glassy.
She ignored the diploma and shot for the edge of the stage. I met her halfway. I dug in my pocket for her Christmas gift, still terribly wrapped, the small box, the ring inside.
"I quit my job," I said.
She covered her mouth. She laughed. I was kneeling. I had the ring out and I looked up at her. "What?" I asked, smiling too.
"I accepted a job up there two weeks ago," she said. "You silly... jerk of a..." I stood up. She threw her arms around me, and I held her as tight as I could as she whispered the one word in my ear. "Yes."
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Sander leaned back in his office chair, sighing and rubbing his face. The words that had so easily come to him earlier that week were a struggle that day, and he couldn't help feeling the ticking clock in his mind. Five weeks felt like such a long time to knock out the last half of his novel but they were fast approaching Christmas and he was in danger of losing the fight and having to struggle to write the damn thing when his classes were back in session.
But April Rain awaited, as did his gorgeous wife. His ritual was to save two drafts at the end of every day, one a master file, the other a draft dated the day he worked on it. It was a bit paranoid, but he made mistakes before and it never hurt to be cautious. With that done, he shut down his laptop and stood and stretched.
Outside the second-floor office, the snow fell with steady determination, a white blanket now covering the world outside. It had just started to snow when he sat down to work that morning, and now it was like the bare earth was a myth. Wasn't that a line from Waterworld? Sander shook his head, then collected his coffee mug, shut off his electric space heater, and headed downstairs.
Hazel had been doing more decorating. Strands of red, blue, and gold beads hung from the bannisters, and three porcelain snowmen now sat on the table by the front door instead of the usual decorative vases and bowls. It looked good, and something smelled terrific, sort of buttery and sweet. She'd been baking, or cooking up candy.
Hazel was seated at their kitchen table, wax paper beside her and cake pans in front of her. She had her dark brown hair tied back, her big brows furrowed as they often were when she was concentrating on something. Even in sweats, she was truly beautiful, her soft face a motherly sort of gorgeous and her body leading to a lot of broken hearts in her classes. She carried a bit more weight than she'd like, but he liked the fullness of her, her big ripe breasts, her immensely squeezable ass, the soft stomach, the flare of her hips. Every inch of her felt like home.
"How was the writing?" she asked without looking up from whatever she was wrapping in the wax paper. Caramels, he realized, and his stomach gave a nod of approval.
"Not so good today," he said.
"Did I distract you?"
"How?" The office was tucked away in a corner of the second floor. Unless Hazel had the TV cranked so loud he could feel the vibrations, it was impossible to hear anything from the first floor up there, and she was not a loud woman by nature. Well... excepting the bedroom.
"I thought maybe the smells were your siren call today."
He chuckled. "Nope. But thank you again for the Chex mix this morning. Damn. That was good."
"Lots more. Here, I need you to try two of these. I think I overcooked one batch."
He came to the table and she pointed to the two separate cake pans. He took one of each and tried them, savoring them slowly, the caramels all but melting on his tongue.
"Nope. The one is a little darker-flavored but it's not burnt."
"You're not just saying that?"
"Nope."
He leaned over and kissed her. A good kiss, a proper kiss. She smiled against his lips, and his hand went instinctively to her neck, then her breast. This was where she was starting to show the most. Pregnant, after two years and fears they couldn't have a baby. And God, the thought as always made him wild.
Hazel sensed his hunger and her smile disappeared as she kissed him back more thoroughly, tongue playing against his lips then sliding them apart. He greeted it, then slid a hand under her arm and lifted her. She came willingly, and Sander looked all around at what surfaces were available for their pleasure. One section of the countertop was clear of her baking supplies, and he guided her there before he began the sacred work of undressing his wife.
"Sander," she said, his name a breathy exultation, and he had her sweater off, leaving her topless. No bra around the house, her big breasts exposed for him. He bent and sucked one of her big nipples into his mouth, a hungry snarl escaping him. Soon, they would be full of milk, and whatever control he had was lost as he fantasized about the milk trickling from her breasts across her soft belly, her thighs.
He yanked down Hazel's sweatpants and gripped her by her thick thighs. She laughed throatily as he hoisted her up and deposited her on the countertop, but there was no amusement for him in his need of her. He pushed her by the collarbone until she was leaning back, legs spread wide for him, her pussy on full display. She liked to get lasered, liked the clean feel of it, and he loved it too, but he would have loved it if she'd gone full Amazon forest down there. He loved her, heart, mind, and soul, and his life was not complete until he met her at the college, an entrancing colleague, a dream he could not shake and never wanted to.
He descended upon her cunt, lifting her up off the countertop and burying his mouth against her, tasting her, devouring her. Hazel moaned and gripped his wavy brown hair. "Sander, oh, oh baby, mm..."
He lived for her moans, and gave Hazel plenty to moan about that evening. Something possessed him and spurred him to a wild hunger, his tongue driving deep before bringing the attack to her prominent clit, his thumbs and fingers aiding the cause. Months later, thinking about that night, Sander would wonder if there wasn't something prescient about his need to please Hazel, if he wasn't picking up on some change within her body or something in the air. He didn't believe in psychic talents but something was different about that night, some current he couldn't consciously detect.
But in the moment, all Sander cared about was the pleasure of the future mother of his child.
"Oh, oh, oh my God, yes, suck my clit just like that," she begged. He obliged, driving his middle finger into her wet warmth and she yipped and jumped and spread her legs even farther, her eyes going distant. "Yes, oh, oh God, oh, ohhhhh!"
Her climax came with a jerk of her hips and a well-pleased smile on her face. He guided her down before twisting her around, her juicy ass thrust out as she crossed her arms on the counter, right where her pussy left a mark of her desire. Hazel thought he was going to fuck her but he wasn't done with his treat, not yet. He dropped, knees hitting the tile floor painfully hard but Sander didn't care. He buried his mouth in his wife's pussy again, drawing a sharp, "Ohhhh!" from her.
She drove that ass back against him as his lips and tongue made such lewd noises that it would have sent them into fits of giggles at the start of their relationship. But now there was only the ecstasy of this moment, of her wetness dampening her lips, her inner thighs, the heat of her, the need between them. She cried out again and this time when he stood up, he was ready to fuck her, his hands working his jeans down fast, his big dick springing out, ready for its duty in life.
Sander took Hazel fast and hard, one arm going around her, squeezing one of her big tits. She twisted her head, chanting, "Kiss me, kiss me, kiss me, "and he did, crushing his lips to hers, his wife's eyes nearly closed in her rapture. "Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she gasped, and he had a vision of her pregnant and bent over like this, her big belly and breasts ripe in preparation for the life she was about to bring into the world, and he roared his wife's name, driving into her so hard her knees went weak. She would have fallen if he wasn't clutching her tight.
"Come for me, baby, come inside me, oh, ohhhh, please, I n-need it."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" he grunted, driving deep, and she cooed as he began to come, filling her full, his cock still driving in and out of her, leaving a mess dribbling down her leg and dripping onto the floor. He held her as his hips began to slow, and finally he pulled out, leaving her panting and laughing.
"Wow," Hazel said, twisting around and steadying herself on the counter. "Wow wow wow. Where did that come from?"
"I thought about you pregnant. That was it for me. Had to have you."
"God, I love that you love me big and fat."
"Hush. It's not about that. You know you're not."
"But I will be. This big ol' butt will get even bigger and these boobs will be like Super Soakers."
He laughed despite himself. "Super Soakers? In my wildest dreams." He held her tight and squeezed her ass. "Baby, you are gorgeous. You will always be gorgeous. I don't want to hear you insult yourself again."
"I know, I just-"
"No. Enough. Tonight, this, this was all because of you. You still drive me so fucking wild for you. Do you understand?"
"I understand, Daddy."
"Daddy, huh?"
"You like it? I'm trying it out."
"I think if you say it again, I'm going to chase you into the shower and we're not getting out of here in time for trivia night."
"Can't have that."
"Our crown must be defended at all costs."
"Thank you, Sander."
"I don't want you to thank me. I want you to look in the mirror and realize..." He shook his head, not sure what to say exactly. "I wish you could see yourself the way I see you."
"I know. I just... worry."
"About what?"
"About pregnancy. About what happens afterward. If you'll still want me or not." Before he could speak, she shook her head. "I know. In my head, I know. But this is the sort of crazy you married, babe."
"Then I'm looking forward to proving it to you. Because I plan on spending a lot of time adoring those big ol' honking Super Soaker mom boobs up close and personal after the baby comes."
She kissed his cheek for that.
* * * * *
Collective groans greeted them as they entered April Rain, and Sander arched his back and bellowed, "Yea, verily, your reigning champs are here, bow, bow before us."
April Rain was a popular locals' bar far enough away from the college to not be overwhelmed by students, something neither Sander nor Hazel generally wanted in their off-hours. That was why it was such a surprise that when they headed inside, almost immediately, a lovely young woman called, "Dr. Chapman and Dr. Chapman!"
The bar wasn't as crowded for trivia night as it usually was, on account of the snow and dropping temperatures, but it was still plenty packed, which made it hard to identify who was calling their name. But then Sander caught a young woman rising from a table where she'd been seated with four or five others, and he lit up.
"Ms. Butler!" he called. Out of the corner of his mouth, he said, "Tara Butler. You would have had her for algebra."
"Thank you," Hazel muttered back. "One of yours?"
"Yes. Just graduated this semester." Tara needed an extra semester to graduate. She had taken on a lot of classes her freshman and sophomore year trying to figure out what she wanted to major in or what career path to take, finally settling on English, her greatest strength.
"She's a tasty young thing."
Tara really was. Like his wife, his former student carried a little extra weight in all the right places, a voluptuous young woman with butter-blonde hair and a sweet, innocent face highlighted by her dark eyes and a smile that always seemed quizzical. In a lot of ways, she seemed the ditz, sometimes caught off-guard by the simplest things and often missing obvious subtext in her literature classes with him, but the truth was she had a raw, natural intelligence when it came to the written word, especially in her technical writing skills. He'd been on her thesis committee and was dutifully impressed with her work and her presentation, which had been Tara at her most assured.
She was dressed for a casual night out in a sweater that pulled double-duty, keeping her warm and emphasizing her big breasts nicely. Her distressed jeans called attention to her thick thighs, developed through years of playing volleyball, if he remembered correctly. The fur boots were cute and functional too.
With a smile warm enough to wick away the chill of the night, Tara approached them. Sander straightened, and Hazel noticed, smiling to herself. "It's good to see you," Tara said. "Is a hug too inappropriate from a former student?"
"Nonsense," Hazel said. "It's good to see you too, Ms. Butler."
They hugged, and Sander knew the next time he took his wife, the image of the two busty beautiful women pressed together was going to be a major player in his fantasies. Much as he might like to try not to think of his gorgeous students that way, he discovered near the start of his career denying himself their appeal only led to more desire. Best to acknowledge it and move on, as long as they were well above the age of eighteen. In Tara's case, she was twenty-two or twenty-three, so he felt only the barest twinge of guilt.
"I wasn't sure if you'd remember me," Tara said to Hazel, still with a hand on her arm. "I was in your basic algebra class."
"Ah, yes, I knew I had you from one of my one-hundred-levels."
Tara's attention turned to Sander, her eyes sparkling. "Dr. Chapman."
They hugged, and he was very careful to keep it as distant as possible. A lot of eyes were on them, though probably more because the crowd had their knives sharpened for the reigning trivia champs than the young woman they were embracing.
"Please, Sander and Hazel now that you've graduated. Otherwise the doctor, doctor routine would get confusing fast."
"And there are only so many times we can stand having Spies Like Us quoted to our faces," Hazel added.
"Sorry, Spies Like Us?" Tara asked.
"Old movie. Fun one, but there's a bit... ah, it doesn't matter," Sander said. "Amazing coincidence, bumping into you here. Are you here for the trivia?"
"Yes!" Tara said. She turned and looked at her table. "Those are my coworkers over there. We're just trying to come up with a name now. What are yours?"
"Doctors Doom," Hazel said.
"Oooh, that's so good."
"I wanted to go with the Love Doctors, but Hazel had the better idea," Sander said.
A voice boomed over the speakers. "Okay, folks, we're going to get it started in about five minutes, so get your team signup sheets to me now."
"Care to join us?" Hazel asked.
"Oh, honey, she's got her own group of friends," Sander said.
"They're really not," Tara said. "I'm new at the bank and I think they invited me just to be polite. Besides, I heard you when you came in. The winning team?"
"The winningest," Sander said.
"I should warn you I don't think I'm going to be great at this sort of thing," Tara said.
"Don't worry about it. We're just here to have fun," Sander said.
"And win. But mostly fun," Hazel said.
"Okay! Give me just a second to talk to them and I'll join you."
"Hon, I'll get drinks if you sign us in. What are you drinking?" Hazel asked Tara.
"Just a vodka cranberry. It's so basic but I don't really drink a lot and don't know what's good." Then it struck Tara. "Oh! You don't have to. I can buy my own."
"Nonsense. We're happy to," Hazel said.
"Well, thank you," Tara said. "Okay, back in a second."
Tara headed back for her table while Hazel and Sander made their way to the bar and the trivia master. Before they split apart, Hazel said cheerfully, "You can relax now."
"What?"
"You stood about an inch taller when she joined us. And I don't think I've seen you suck in your gut since our wedding."
He glanced at her sharply, but caught her amused smile and twinkling eyes and shook his head. "She is beautiful," he admitted. "Get me something festive?"
"Roger."
He filled out the team trivia sheet and accepted the answer sheet in return. The victors -- who really were usually them -- were always afforded a table up front the following week, mostly so the trivia master and his crew could keep an eye on them for any sign of cheating. They never needed to. Hazel was a mathematics professor and a science nerd to boot, while Sander's voracious appetite for books in all genres, including a lot of nonfiction, kept them readily supplied with knowledge when it came to culture and arts, which came up frequently.
"Ooh, we have a third joining the Doctors Doom this week, folks," the emcee said. Raucous boos broke out, and Tara, on the way to the table with her coat over one arm, blew the room a raspberry, getting her some laughs and a call from one guy, "You can join us anytime!" Sander felt a bizarre twinge of irritation at that, as though Tara was his territory.
She slid into a waiting chair and smiled at him. "Thanks. I hope I don't screw this up too badly for you two."
"You won't. The more people on our team, the bigger our collective knowledge is." A harmless white lie. Although teams could be comprised of up to eight people, they always found their best rhythm when it was just the two of them. There was less room for arguing, and they trusted each other's instincts on educated guesses. But a third or fourth was always a welcome change if just to make things more interesting, and Tara was definitely interesting.
"You say that, but..."
He chuckled. "Do you have a notepad and a pen?"
"Notepad? Pen?"
"Yeah. If you know the answer, don't tell us. Write it down so no one around us hears."
"Oh! I've got my phone. I can write you a text message."
But Sander was already shaking his head. "No phones. In fact, because we're so good-"
"Hand 'em over, Doc," a voice said cheerfully. One of the self-proclaimed trivia bouncers stood there with a plastic bag in hand. Sander handed over his phone, as did Tara after a moment.
"We get them back, right?"
"Nope. They're gone forever," Sander said. It was his turn for a raspberry.
The bouncer gestured towards a small table right next to the trivia master. "They'll be right up there. You can grab them after the game."
Hazel joined them, setting a cocktail glass in front of Sander, a vodka cranberry in front of Tara, and a simple canned seltzer in front of herself. Then she dug in her purse and pulled out her phone to drop into the waiting bag, which the bouncer marked with DD.
Gesturing towards Sander's drink, Hazel said, "Minnie called that a Naughty or Nice. Gin, wine, something fizzy. I wasn't paying much attention."
He tasted it and nodded approvingly. "That's great. Thanks, baby. Do you have an extra notepad for Tara?"
"Oh sure," Hazel said. To their guest, "I bring four or five extras in case anyone needs them."
She dug out a pocket-sized notepad and a pen and handed them over, their fingers brushing. Tara blushed, and Sander noticed. That was interesting, but he assumed it was just because the young woman was nervous hanging out with her two former professors.
"Would you like to try a sip of his cocktail?" Hazel asked.
"Oh! Would that be too weird?"
Sander slid the drink over. "No, not at all. Relax. There are no tests to pass here."
"Sorry, I'm just... well, crazy nervous. You know. My favorite professor and his wife. Not that... you know, you weren't a great professor too, Dr. Chapman... Hazel, I just... oh wow, I am really embarrassing myself."
Hazel reached out and stroked the back of Tara's hand. "It's okay, honey. I get it. I happen to be very fond of him too. My only question is, are you driving tonight?"
"Oh! No. I got a ride with one of my coworkers. Although she's already had two glasses of wine so I think I'll come up with a lie and take an Uber home."
"We'll be happy to give you a ride," Hazel said. "I can't drink."
"Oh, why is that?"
"I'm pregnant."
The look of pure joy on Tara's face was like the sun coming up over the horizon. Sander had never seen her smile so beautifully, and it warmed his heart. "Ohhh! Congratulations! You're going to be such good parents, I just..." She sniffed and waved a hand at her face. "I'm going to cry, damn it!"
Hazel laughed and squeezed her arm. Sander hadn't noticed she'd kept her hand where it was. His wife caught where his gaze was focused and gave an almost imperceptible smirk. She knew what she was doing to him.



The trivia master announced last call for teams to sign up. Sander did a quick count and figured there were probably eight teams, about two-thirds of the week before. The drop was normal. It was nearing the end of trivia season, with a break coming from Christmas to about April, when winter eased its grip on New Bainbridge and people were ready to reemerge. Then it would go again until June or so, never really the same time of year twice.
Trivia night always started with a softball category to warm everybody up. This was no different, with the general category being inventors. The very first question -- "this inventor of the telephone" -- elicited a gasp from Tara and she blurted, "Alexander Graham Bell! I know that one!"
There were collective groans and cheers alike. She looked around, puzzled, and Hazel said, "The notepad, honey. When you know the answers, don't say it out loud. Write it down."
"Oh! Oh my gosh! I knew I was going to screw this up."
That little faux pas aside, she did well the first half of the category but looked more and more stumped by the tail end. But she wasn't alone, and out of the entire bar, Sander was the only one who emphatically knew the inventor of the television, Philo Farnsworth. His wife took a look at the answer and nodded, and when Tara looked at the answer, someone called, "Don't suppose you want to spoil that one too, do you?" to a round of laughter, Tara included.
It was obvious the trivia master threw in categories meant to stump their reigning champions, but they couldn't be too difficult or inaccessible or else the game would be fun for no one. Husband and wife always were pretty middling about sports, but here, Tara bolstered what would have been a dismal round, getting three questions right about the cities in which pro football, hockey, and baseball teams were from. It made her glow, and both Hazel and Sander later told each other they were sure that category was what convinced Tara to join them again the next week.
Another difficult category had them trying to identify actors and actresses based on a mystery theme that tied all the answers together. This should have been a homerun for Sander but he couldn't figure out the theme. He had two of the actors right in the early going, Betty White and Robert Redford, but it wasn't until Tara got two of the answers in Jack Black and Scarlett Johannseen that he understood the theme was "actors with colors in their names." When the emcee repeated the movies and announced last call for the answer sheets, Sander stood up in his eagerness to write down the answers, to the groans of everyone in the bar. It made Tara laugh delightedly, such a dark, throaty laugh that he felt a shiver of pleasure run up and down his spine to hear it. With one last swish of his pen he jerked the paper towards the trivia master, who took a long look at it and sighed.
"Sit down, you jackass," someone called, and there was laughter, but a genuine disgruntlement too. They knew with that category the game was lost yet again.
Sander did, and leaned in to tell Tara, "You helped me figure it out."
"I did?"
"Yes." He wrote down the theme on his own notepad and slid it over. Her eyes widened, and she grinned.
They took home the grand prize handily that night, which amounted to a ten-dollar gift card apiece. Tara's former teammates gave her some good-natured crap for turning traitor, but she was still glowing as they braved the cold and headed for their SUV.
"Brrr," Tara said from the front passenger seat. "Four and a half years here and I still can't believe how fast it gets cold in the winter. We just had a seventy-degree day two days ago."
"And it's supposed to drop to negative twenty in the next few days," Hazel said. "Nearly a hundred degree drop in a week. Where are you from, honey?"
"A tiny little town in Missouri," Tara said, buckling up. "It gets cold there too but it's a different kind of cold. A wet cold. I'd much rather have the extreme cold here than the icy roads there, though."
"Fair," Hazel said.
Their conversation on the way to Tara's apartment went like that, pleasant getting-to-know-you stuff, and Sander found himself drifting back to thoughts of his wife brushing Tara's hand and arm and her knowing smile when she'd catch him glancing at Tara. They had a good rule in their relationship, that it was okay to look, not to touch. Nevertheless, he tried not to be a gawper around his wife, and felt a little embarrassed at having so easily been caught perving a little at his former student.
"Are you heading home for Christmas?" Hazel asked at one point.
"Oh, no. I just started full-time at the bank and they have me working right up to Christmas Eve. It's a long weekend but I don't want to try and rush home then rush back."
"If you have no other plans, come spend it with us," Sander said. Hazel gave him a warm smile in the rearview mirror. No doubt she had been about to say the same thing.
"Oh, that's so sweet, but really, I'll be all right."
"We insist," Hazel said, her hand going to their former student's and squeezing.
"I wouldn't be putting you out? Or getting you in trouble?"
"Not at all," Hazel said. "We'd love the company. Come by Christmas Eve, have dinner, and spend the night. We have plenty of room."
"And Hazel is an excellent cook," Sander said. "You could do a lot worse on Christmas."
"You're going to make me cry again," Tara said. "Thank you. I'd love to."
They neared her apartment complex, a series of similar buildings arranged in a crescent shape. No one appeared to have shoveled the sidewalks all day, and a light was out by the entrance to Tara's building. As they pulled in, Sander frowned at it.
"Your super really needs to fix that," he said. "That's a danger to every woman in that place. The guys too, for that matter."
"That would mean my super actually doing anything," Tara said. "He's an ass. Sorry."
"Don't be. He sounds like it."
"Well, thank you for the fun night. This has been... it's been awesome. I can't believe I got to hang out with two of my favorite professors."
"It was our pleasure," Hazel said. "Let's exchange numbers, if that's all right with you. And we can come by and pick you up for next week's trivia."
"Perfect. Thank you," Tara said. They got her number, and she programmed theirs into her phone.
"I'm going to walk her to her door," Sander said. "I really don't like that light being out."
Tara gave a meek protest, but he could tell she was grateful. After stomping through the snow, when the door was open, Tara flung her arms around him, surprising him.
"Thank you, Dr. Chapman. This really was the best night."
"Looking forward to you becoming a permanent part of the team. And having you on Christmas," he said. His natural instinct was to pat her back and pull apart, the professional thing to do when these things happened, and it did happen a lot. But for some reason, he held the hug a moment longer than was probably strictly professional. There was nothing immoral about it, at least not in his heart and mind. He'd enjoyed the night too, and they had made a genuine friend. That was rare for a couple in their thirties.
When they parted and he climbed back in the SUV, Hazel gave him a lopsided grin. "What?" he asked.
"Enjoy the hug?"
"Baby, I think she needed it."
"Me too. But tell me you didn't like it too."
"Hazel, I'd never cheat on you. Never. And if you think I was being untoward to her, I'll text her and apologize. It was only meant to be friendly."
"I know." She reversed out of the spot and headed for the exit. "I think we need to be honest with each other right now and save ourselves some trouble down the line. I think you want her."
"I-"
"And she was very into you. I would not be upset if it happened, as long as you were honest with me about it."
"Jesus, Hazel."
"Tell me you don't want to."
"I... this feels like a marriage trap. Yes. She's very attractive. And yes, I did my fair share of looking. But I don't think it was me she wanted."
"What?"
"She lit up every time you touched her hand and her arm. And that was pretty often."
"She did, didn't she? But she definitely looked at you too. When you got up to go to the bathroom, I thought she was going to bite her knuckles looking at your butt."
"Do we cut things off then? I don't want to hurt her."
"No," Hazel said emphatically. "She graduated. Therea re no rules about professors seeing former students. Only if they're active."
"Wait. Do you want her too?"
"I do."
They'd talked about her bisexuality before, and even had some fun with her old college roommate before the wedding. But this was a much more dangerous hookup, both professionally and personally. Tara was younger and more vulnerable, and given that she had been a student of his throughout most of her college career, he held a position of power for her, even if she graduated.
"You're serious."
"Yes," Hazel said. "We don't press things. But if she seems interested, if there's a moment... baby, I think we go for it."
"Huh. You are serious."
She laughed an unbelieving laugh. "Yeah. I think I am."
* * * * *
They were ravenous for each other in the week leading up to that next trivia night. Sander would get a thousand words done and drift off, thinking about his wife with Tara, or himself with Tara, or best of all, the both of them with Tara. He checked up on the New Bainbridge University policies and procedures for student-professor relationships, and Hazel was right. There was no rule about former students and professors.
They fucked like they hadn't since their honeymoon, Sander coming down at noon and taking Hazel on the couch, on the bed, once even in the office when she brought him up some Chex mix and cheese to nibble on, before pulling up her dress and giving him something else to eat.
They spent a ridiculous amount of time going over Christmas Eve and Christmas Day recipe ideas, tossing them back and forth like a baseball. Was prime rib too showy and try-hard? What about enchiladas on Christmas Eve? Perfect, but what kind? Chicken? Beef? Were biscuits and gravy too basic for Christmas morning? What about something sweet, like Monte Cristos? That sparked a whole thing where Sander confessed he'd never heard of them, and she immediately whipped some up on the spot. He agreed that was breakfast sorted, the only thing they managed to agree on as far as the menu was concerned. But it was a happy disagreement, and it occupied their time nicely while they fought their hunger for their sexy student.
Two days before the next trivia night, Sander was in the office, humming along to a Christmas song wafting up from the first floor and killing it as far as the writing was concerned. Three and a half thousand words since breakfast, his best progress of that Christmas break. Knowing he liked his privacy when he was working, Hazel usually didn't bother him, as he afforded her the same respect with her own office on the first floor. She might come up with a snack for him but her habit was to usually quietly slip into the office, leave the treat with a kiss to the top of his head, and retreat, unless he stopped to talk to her.
That day, though, Hazel knocked, and he knew it was important. She never knocked unless it was something that needed his attention, like his father catching pneumonia last Christmas and his mother wanting him to know he was in the hospital. Sander turned in his chair as Hazel followed the knock by peeking in.
"It's Tara on the phone for you. It's a bit of an emergency."
"What is it? What happened?" A ball of dread formed deep in his guts. "It was that damned light, wasn't it? Someone-"
"No, no, it's not that. She's okay. But she needs our help. Just talk to her."
She brought him his phone, and he leaned over, elbow on his knee as he answered. "Hello, Tara. Hazel tells me something's wrong?"
"Oh, it's not... it's really not such a big deal. I'd have called a handyman but I don't... don't really have the money."
"Are you all right? You sound drunk."
"No. I'm okay. Not drunk. Just cold. Very cold. Do you know anything about thermostats or heaters? I woke up this morning and my apartment was freezing. Literally freezing. I called my super hoping it would get fixed while I was gone but the heat is still out. I tried calling him again tonight but he isn't answering and my car won't start because of the stupid cold and... I just... I didn't have anyone else I could call. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."
"Shit. Hang on. We'll be right there."
"Thanks, Dr. Chapman. Sander. I... I'm a mess."
"It's going to be okay."
"Thank you. You saying that... I believe you."
He smiled at that, and told her once again they were on their way before hanging up. He stood and Hazel said, "I'll start the car while you get your things."
"Thanks. Are we okay with her staying here if need be?"
"I was going to suggest the same thing. I don't like her being in that apartment."
"Me either."
They rushed to Tara's as fast as they dared amid the white clouds of snow, kicked up by shrieking winds he hadn't paid much attention to tucked away in the cozy office with his electric space heater on. But now Sander felt it bleed through the windows, not quite the sharp negative twenties that it had been a day or two ago, but with the wind chill, even deadlier. Winters in New Bainbridge were usually lovely affairs, but there was always a week or two when nature liked to remind the humans in its realm that it had dominion, and this was one of those weeks. It used to never happen before January, but it was happening now, and it unsettled him, especially with their new friend so deeply affected by it.
Tara waited in the apartment lobby and opened the door when they parked and got out. She was wrapped in her coat with the hood drawn up, gloves on and what looked like layers of sweatpants. Smart girl. Someone had done a haphazard job of shoveling the snow at some point, but even Sander had to admit that in this wind and this cold, doing more than a basic run to the parking lot with a snow shovel was insane.
"Thank you so much," Tara babbled. "I'm so sorry, I'm horrified I had to call you but-"
Hazel embraced her, a warm, comforting, maternal hug that had the young woman tucking her head against her shoulder. "It's okay. You don't apologize to us for this."
They headed up to her apartment on the second floor. The whole building had a chill to it but it wasn't as severe as inside Tara's place, which couldn't have been twenty degrees. "Jesus," Sander muttered. "You're not exaggerating. It's literally freezing in here."
"There's ice in the toilet," she said. "Like... literal ice."
He took a cursory look at the thermostat, popping it open and seeing nothing obviously wrong with it, but he was no handyman. His blood was up, and after a few minutes of tinkering with it, he said calmly to Hazel, "Help her pack some things. Check the fridge, make sure to grab all her perishables."
"You're coming to stay with us, honey," Hazel told Tara. Tara's eyes widened, and Hazel shook her head. "We have the room and neither of us want you staying here."
"Where does your super live? Here in the apartments?"
"Um, the first building, the first door that isn't the office or storage," Tara said. "Why?"
Sander didn't answer that. Instead, he stormed out of the apartment, downstairs, and out into the bitter cold, jamming his gloved hands in his pockets. He jogged to the super's building, the wind like shards of glass cutting against his skin. It wasn't far but by the time he reached the front door, he felt like he'd just sprinted a mile thanks to the drifts and the cold.
Then he realized his mistake. The front door to the building was locked, just like Tara's building, but there was an intercom system mounted beside the door under a security camera. He didn't know the super's name but assumed it would be the first name on the list, and hammered that button. A few seconds later, a guy's voice said, "Yeah?"
"I'm here about Tara Butler's apartment."
Silence, then there was a beep. Sander tried the door and it opened. He stepped inside, grimacing at how much warmer this building was than Tara's. Seemed they must have had more of a budget for heat here than hers. Imagine that.
The super poked his head out of his door. He was an older man, maybe sixty-ish with a bald spot that dominated his scalp. What was left of his hair was greasy and unwashed, and his rumpled long-sleeve shirt wasn't in much better condition, stained with mustard.
"I was just gearing up to go over there," the man said when Sander was a few feet away.
"Yeah? You think about answering your goddamn phone to tell her that?"
"Hey, asshole, it's negative ten out there. I just-"
Sander hit him. It had been fifteen years since he was in a fight, but he worked out five times a week and that included some sparring with one of his gym's trainers. He wasn't a brawler, not by any means, but he was strong, fast, and pissed off. He knocked the asshole flat on his ass and stared down at him in contempt.
"Her apartment is literally fucking freezing. And you're here on your ass, doing nothing."
"Get the fuck out of here or I'm calling the cops."
"Call 'em. Get them here. I'll show them the light you haven't fixed for at least a week on the exterior of the building. I'll show them her phone records, her trying to call you in an emergency situation. You think they're gonna bust me for kicking your ass? Dipshit, they'll probably join in."
"I-"
"No. Shut up. I don't give a damn what you have to say. She's coming to stay with us. When you go in there to fix her heat, if you touch a goddamn thing of hers, I will come back here and beat you black and blue. You are the worst, most despicable kind of man. I don't give a shit if you're lazy. But when your laziness affects other people, then I care. She deserves better than you."
The super got up on unsteady feet. "You tell her this her eviction notice." He grabbed his crotch and humped the air, but flinched backwards fast when Sander took a half-step towards him.
"She'll be out before the end of the week. And if you try and hang so much a dollar on her out of her security deposit..."
"Yeah, yeah, you'll be here to kick my ass."
"Good. You're listening."
"Fuck you, asshole. Get out of my apartment."
"Gladly. Stinks like shit and Spaghetti-O's in here anyways. Grow the fuck up, man."
With that, Sander left, slamming the door behind him. Someone was on the stairwell, a woman, gaping at him. He smiled at her. "Merry Christmas!" he called.
"S-same to you."
* * * * *
Hazel and Tara waited for him outside in the SUV, the heater on full blast. He slid into the backseat, took off his gloves, and said cheerfully, "Tara, bad news. You've been evicted. Good news, you're coming to live with us. Assuming you'd like to."
Hazel beamed at him in the rearview mirror. Tara turned and gaped at him. "You... I... I... I didn't mean for..."
"I know. But both of us were uncomfortable with you in that apartment to begin with, we have the room, and the only real downside is that if you're still with us in six months, you'll have to contend with a screaming baby."
"Thank you," she said. "I... I'll pay rent."
"We'll figure all that out," Hazel said soothingly.
"You're okay with this too?"
"Oh yes."
"Thank you. I'll try not to be a burden, but this is such a relief. I... thank you."
* * * * *
Tara sat on the edge of her bed, looking all around. Hazel sat next to her, taking her hand. It was becoming as familiar a gesture between the two as a smile. "It's a little bland but we'll get your things tomorrow and decorate it," Hazel said.
"It's perfect. This bed is so comfy. And it's warm."



"If it's too warm, the thermostat is just down the hall," Hazel said.
Sander added, "And ours works."
Tara grinned at that. "I just hope no one else in the building is being frozen out."
"Us too," Hazel said. "Now, let's show you the rest of the house."
They did that while Sander went to the kitchen for a beer and to text some friends. Most of the furniture in Tara's apartment was hers, accumulated over her last three and a half years of living off-campus. It was cheap stuff and the couch and bed weren't worth saving, she said, but it did need to be disposed of, so he set about arranging that with a couple friends, one of whom had a truck.
That night felt charged. Tara crackled with positive energy, and it was reflected in Hazel. Hazel usually didn't like people in her kitchen when she was cooking but Tara was eager to help out any way she could, so Hazel had her preparing vegetables for a salad while she cooked tortellini and sausage.
After dinner, Tara insisted on washing up their plates, bouncing her way into the kitchen, making Hazel raise an eyebrow and smile at her husband. They played a board game afterwards, bullshitting about Tara's college years and her plans for the future.
"I should have gone for a teaching certification, but I was kind of all over the place with my classes the first three years. I wasn't sure if I wanted an English degree or something like nursing," she said. "It'd be another year for me to become a teacher and I'm already going to be in enough debt."
"You wanted to be an editor, right?" Sander asked. He and Tara were both a little red-cheeked. He didn't usually drink wine but had split a bottle with her that night.
"That's right," Tara said. "I know no one's hiring full-time but I had a couple students I edited for the last couple years and I'm getting my name out there doing some editing for indie writers while I pay the bills working for the bank. It's a fun side gig. And maybe it'll be my full-time work someday."
"I think Sarah Callanan mentioned she used you to help edit her thesis," he said.
"Yes! I hope I didn't get her in any trouble. I didn't write any of it for her, but I did suggest a few things she could change."
"No, it was smart of her to get the extra eyes on her work. And she had the top marks of her group, so it obviously helped."
"Oh, that makes me so happy."
"Sander is writing a novel," Hazel said.
"Really? What about?"
"A suspense novel about a high school history teacher who finds out one of his colleagues murdered another teacher and a student."
"Ooh, that sounds right up my alley. Can I read it sometime?"
"Sure. It's still in really rough shape and I'm not even halfway done, but I could use the input."
"Awesome. I was never really great at the creative writing part of things. I know that sounds like I'm insulting myself, but it's true. I could see the plot, I could feel the characters, but getting it onto the page was always tricky for me."
"I get that. I've tried writing a dozen novels through the years and I think I finally have it with this one. I was hoping to get to the halfway point during the break, but I think it'll likely be the spring before I'm there. God only knows when I'll finish it."
"Don't worry. Hazel already told me if the office door is closed, I shouldn't bother you."
"Thanks. That's appreciated."
They moved things to the living room, and Hazel and Tara found they both had a great love for Hallmark Christmas romances. They watched the start of one together, but Tara was fading fast, her head dipping several times on the other side of Hazel on the couch. Soon, Hazel paused the movie and turned to their houseguest.
"You really don't need to stay up and entertain us," she said.
"I didn't want to be rude," Tara said.
"Go. It was a crazy day but you're here and you're safe."
"Safe," Tara murmured. "Thank you."
Hazel saw her to the bedroom, where they talked in low murmurs for a couple minutes. When Hazel came back, she climbed on her husband's lap in his armchair and kissed him thoroughly.
"I saw the bruises on your knuckles. Are you okay?" she asked.
"Yeah, it's nothing."
"I was expecting the police to show up sometime."
"I was fifty-fifty on it."
She leaned down and kissed him again. "You..." she said, grinding on his lap, "have never been sexier than tonight. The way you took charge... I don't think I was the only one wet."
"Fuck."
Hazel nipped his earlobe, and breathed in his ear, "I need you."
"Let's go upstairs."
"No."
He glanced pointedly towards the hall that led to Tara's bedroom. For a response, Hazel nuzzled his neck, brushing his skin, her breath hot. He wondered dimly if they weren't cornering Tara, pushing her towards something she felt obligated to do, but his wife had him hardening already. His wife, and their sexy houseguest. The idea of Tara being just rooms away excited him, and soon he was kissing Hazel back, hands going to her ass, squeezing it as she rocked on him.
"I've been imagining you fucking her all night," she whispered in his ear. "Taking her here or in the kitchen. You driving your big fucking cock in her sweet young pussy."
"Fuck, Hazel."
"Sh. Quiet now."
She undid the button on his jeans and he lifted up to tug them down along with his boxers. Her own followed, and he found out fast she wasn't exaggerating about being wet for him when she climbed back on his lap and ground on his length. The armchair was wide and deep enough for this kind of lovemaking, part of why they'd bought it early in their "moving in together" phase, Hazel giggling about the potential like a love-drunk teenager. It had seen so much use like this through the years, and it saw them through their wildest night yet in that moment as she took him inside her with a beautiful former student just dozens of feet away.
"Fuck," he murmured, and she silenced him with her lips, their soft smacks louder than the word. Her dark hair fell across her eyes, giving Hazel even more of a sex-crazed look as she gripped the back of the chair and rocked on him, undulating first with her hips, then thrusting her chest at him, a hypnotic writhing that seemed more like a dance than fucking.
He moved his hands to her sweater, bringing it up, nearly panting with his need. All evening, he'd been incensed by Hazel and Tara, with an undercurrent of the leftover aggression from punching out the superintendent. Feeling savage, he scrambled for the latches to his wife's bra and dropped it to bury his face in her big natural tits. She rocked harder, breathing, "Yes, yes, baby, suck them, suck my tits."
He never noticed her eyes flick towards the hallway. Never noticed her smile.
But he did feel her rock faster. Did feel her wet pussy tremble around his cock. Did feel her quake as she came, hands dropping to his shoulders, her back tensing and relaxing. His hands went to her ass and he took over, pounding up into her, their bodies making soft slaps. She gasped and he shot a hand to her mouth, keeping her moans quieted, if not silent, then he was coming too, gritting his teeth and fighting the urge to roar with his release, so very badly needed.
Hazel collapsed onto him, twisting so her legs dangled off the arm of the chair and her head was against his chest. "I love you," she said. "You're a good man."
Sander sighed softly. "I'm worried, baby."
"About what?"
He glanced back over his shoulder but saw nothing. Returning his attention to Hazel, he said, "That we're maybe pushing her towards this. I don't want her to feel obligated to do anything she doesn't want to do. And even if she doesn't, she's at a vulnerable position in her life. I don't know if we're making a mistake or not."
She cuddled into him tighter. "The best man."
"I'm serious."
"So am I. The fact that you're even asking these things tells me that you're not just thinking with your dick. I don't know what to say about her being vulnerable. You're asking if we're grooming her and I'm just not sure, but she's a smart young woman and she's old enough to know what she wants. After we finish moving her in, I want to take her Christmas shopping. I need to go anyways, and I'll talk to her then. If she's not comfortable, maybe we help her pay the first month's rent and security deposit somewhere else. Does that work?"
"Yes. That's a great idea. Although I'm already fond of having her here."
"Me too," Hazel said.
"Do you think we ought to get our pants on and clean up before she wakes up?"
"Oh, what's the fun in that?"
* * * * *
The next morning saw their houseguest glowing as she made scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast for everyone.
"I may not be a great cook, but I can do breakfast," Tara said as she brought the food to the table.
They ate, and if Hazel and Tara often shared smiles, Sander thought it was simply because the young woman was happy to be there and ready to move out of her apartment.
His friends called before they finished eating, telling him they were on their way to Tara's with the truck. Hazel collected some garbage bags and a few empty cardboard boxes that formerly held Christmas decorations, and they drove back to Tara's apartment, hopefully for the last time.
The temperatures were still well below zero but the wind had blessedly lessened, leaving the morning feeling much warmer. Sander's friends Linus and Tim waited in the truck in the parking lot, stepping out when the SUV pulled in next to them.
"Might have to bust out the shorts later," Linus, one of Sander's friends, said.
"Get yourself a tan, it'd be the first one you've ever had," Tim, the other friend, said. His eyes slid often to Tara, leaving Sander feeling territorial. Mine, his heart seemed to say, amusing himself.
"Thank you so much to both of you," Tara said.
"Anything for Sandy and Hazel. Let's do the introductions inside," Linus said.
"Sandy, huh?" Tara asked.
"Don't let them teach you bad habits," Sander said.
They introduced themselves as they stomped their way up to the second floor. An eviction notice had been slipped under Tara's door, but at least the heat was on. Even so, it was still bitterly cold in Tara's apartment, and given the stench of man-ass hanging in the air, Sander figured they just missed the superintendent. Damn shame.
They moved fast. Tara decided the only furniture she wanted to keep was a pair of nightstands her parents bought for her when they visited that summer. The original plan had been to take what she didn't want to the dump, as it was all used and in pretty rough shape when she bought it, but Tim had a kid in his junior year of college whose furniture amounted to camp chairs and a futon, so with her blessing, he decided to keep what she didn't want. While the guys hauled all the heavy stuff down to the truck, Tara and Hazel bagged and boxed up the rest.
There wasn't much, but even despite the fact that she was being evicted, Tara wanted to give the place a good cleaning, more for the next resident than any hope of her security deposit back. They agreed to split up there, Sander with the other guys, Hazen and Tara with plans to go shopping after.
Before the guys departed, Tara thanked each of them with a hug, and with Sander, she leaned up and kissed his cheek, holding it for a long, long moment. When she pulled back, she said softly, "Thank you, Sander."
He reached up, meaning to cup her face and possibly even return the kiss, then realized they still had an audience. He grasped her shoulder instead, feeling the heat rise in his cheeks. "Of course," he said. Her eyes flicked towards the guys and she grinned sheepishly.
In the truck, Linus said, "So... that was interesting."
"Shut up," Sander growled.
"Hazel going to be okay with that little kiss on the cheek?" Tim asked.
"She'll be all right with it," Sander said.
"Very interesting," Linus said. "Awfully beautiful young woman."
"No kidding. I was thinking about giving her my number," Tim said, glancing back at Sander. "You wouldn't mind, would you?"
"Just drive, you assholes."
They hit the dump, and Sander paid for lunch at a burger place. The guys waved off any further payment than that, and dropped him off at his house where he changed into some workout clothes and powered through an exhausting hour on the treadmill and later his dumbbells. It was that, or head up to the master bathroom and jack off about a dozen times to the memory of Tara kissing his cheek.
Sander's thoughts kept coming back to the conversation Hazel would be having with Tara. Much as he liked the young woman, he was genuinely troubled by the idea that they might be taking advantage of her. That didn't stop him from entertaining fantasies about the pair of women trying on lingerie together. Possibly even in the same changing room. Fuck. Better do one more set of curls or he was going to rush upstairs and break his dick off.
By the time he finished, Sander was a sweaty mess. He showered, changed, and started a load of laundry, putting off going back to work on his novel. Instead, he stalked the house until the washer gave its merry little "I'm done" jingle, at which point he entertained himself by imagining he was an underhanded pitcher chucking his freshly washed clothes into the dryer. That kept him occupied for all of a minute, at which point he finally sighed, hurried into the bathroom, and came into a wad of tissues all of about two minutes later, sated for a little while. But then he saw the candy canes on the Christmas tree and latched onto the idea that maybe, just maybe, his wife and Tara came upon some of those giant-sized candy canes and were giving them all a lurid taste test, complete with pictures for his benefit.
"Fuck!" he roared, and grabbed his keys and his wallet before he really did end up in the hospital having sprained something he desperately did not want to sprain.
* * * * *
When Sander came home with bags of books and board games as Christmas presents for the women in his life, he found them in Tara's room, putting the finishing touches on a miniature tree on one of her nightstands. They had their butts to him in their jeans, no doubt a deliberate gesture. No way they needed to bend over that far. Not that he didn't appreciate the view.
"Beautiful little tree," he said, trying not to stare at their luscious, curvy asses.
Tara stood upright, cheeks glowing as she turned and smiled. "I've never had one of my own. Hazel bought it for me."
He wanted to ask if Hazel had mentioned the pair of them wanting to fuck her pretty brains out, but somehow refrained. "That's a great idea." Then he saw the ornaments they were putting on the tree, and he felt a momentary pang of bittersweetness. "The ornaments..."
Hazel stood too, taking Tara's hand. "My grandmother's, yes."
They were the last gift her grandmother gave her, not long after they married. She was pushing eighty-five, and bout after bout of chronic pneumonia weakened her to the point where she knew it was time. All her grandchildren received special gifts, from the books she cherished to her porcelain keepsakes to her jewelry. But most important to Hazel, the bond they shared, was her Christmas decorations, particularly the ornaments her grandfather had brought with him home from a trip to New York, elegant, beautiful little handcrafted Christmas symbols, like a drummer boy and a nutcracker.
There was a message being conveyed here from his wife to him. This had become more than an amusing fling to her. He nodded. "That's good. That's... yeah, they fit the tree."
"Don't they?" Hazel asked, another conversation passing between them in the silent way of comfortably married couples. He was telling her he agreed.
He headed upstairs to stow away his presents and get a little writing done. From downstairs came the first notes of John Zorn's Christmas album, one of Hazel's favorites. It gave the house a mellow, warm holiday vibe. He loved that. Loved her.
The words came to him easier than he expected, considering he still wanted to know what happened between the two women. But his mind let go easily. He was content. What would come, would come.
And she came in about thirty minutes.
The knock was soft and tentative. "Come in," Sander called.
Tara did. "Is it a bad time?" she asked.
"No, no, you're fine. Good amount of words for half an hour or so."
He turned in his chair. Tara had changed out of her jeans and long-sleeved shirt into tight Christmas leggings that emphasized her thick toned thighs. Her Christmas sweater was a size too big, the sleeves rolled up, but it looked very cozy and comfortable. She'd run a comb through her hair and touched up her makeup, drawing attention to her soft, kissable lips and sweet eyes.
She stood there for a moment, folding her hands in front of her lap, silent, collecting her thoughts. Sander finally spoke first, because he could take it no more. "Tara, the last thing I want is to put you in a position where you might feel..." He drew a deep breath. "... where you might feel like we want you for one thing. You were an amazing student and you've fast become our friend. Someone we... I genuinely care about. There are a lot of things changing very fast and..."
"Do you want me?" Tara asked. Her voice was barely above a whisper.
"I do. We do."
There it was. No taking that back.
She came to him, tentative little steps. "I saw you two last night. Hazel saw me too. We talked today. She told me you're afraid of taking advantage of me. That you might be grooming me."
"Yeah. I think you're in a vulnerable state and we are in positions of power."
"I've had a crush on you forever, Dr. Chapman. I know you might think I'm an innocent girl, but I'm not. I'm not saying I'm out there throwing myself around, but I had two long-term boyfriends in college and I've had a lot of time to ask myself what it is I want."
"And what is it you want?" he asked, his throat dry.
Tara eased onto his lap, and he instinctively wrapped an arm around her. "I want this," she said, looking all around her and settling on his face. "I want stability with kind people who care about me. Who care in general. I'm tired of bad roommates and fumbling guys and cold apartments. I want this. You and Hazel."
With that, he kissed her. As far as first kisses went, it was an all-timer, the desire between them a warm glow intensifying into something far hotter, a whimper escaping his former student as he deepened the kiss, meeting her lips with his tongue. She twisted on him, straddling his thigh, rocking on him through the fabric of their clothes. Her eyes moved towards the doorway and she smiled.
There was Hazel, his incredible wife. Pregnant, beautiful, wildly intelligent Hazel, who had already made him feel like the luckiest man in the world. But now, something they'd been missing, something they didn't even know they needed, was in their life, and his doubts and fears fell away.
"The bedroom," Sander said. "Now."
* * * * *
The two women came together in the bedroom, hands at each other's shoulders, their faces. There was a question in Tara's eyes and an answer in Hazel's. Sander didn't know it at the time but this was their first kiss too, and it was gentle, loving, accepting.
He began to strip, watching the two of them, his glowing wife, his brilliant, beautiful student. Hazel's silky dark hair, Tara's bouncy blonde locks. Their curves were nearly a match, Hazel's breasts fuller, Tara's hips juicier. They were two of a kind, their entwined bodies making him feel drunk, but the beauty of their moment together capturing his heart and his mind.
"Look, honey," Hazel said, turning Tara's head gently to watch Sander as he undid the button on his jeans, the last of his clothes to fall. Their blonde lover parted her lips when his cock was revealed to her. "She saw us last night but she didn't have the chance to get a look at all of you."



"You're very... very handsome," Tara said, her eyes dipping to his hardening cock and blushing hard. "I... I..."
"Should we get undressed too?" Hazel asked.
Tara gave her a look of budding excitement and nodded. Hazel started in on her sweater, but Hazel took over for her, sliding it up while brushing her fingers against Tara's lightly tanned skin. A white lacy bra pushed her big breasts up proudly for his devotion, and soon the sweater was free and tossed on the bedroom floor in the general direction of the hamper.
Hazel stepped behind their young lover, twisting Tara towards Sander as he began to stroke himself, enjoying the show. "Hazel and I had a long talk today," his wife murmured, roping her arms around the young woman and nuzzling the side of her neck. "She was a little ashamed about watching us last night, but I told her she can watch or join in anytime she likes." She kissed the side of Tara's neck, making the young woman moan and tilt her head to give Hazel better access. "I think as nice as her bedroom is, our bed is big enough for three, don't you?"
"Yes," Sander said. Growled, really.
"We'll look after you, our love," Hazel said, moving her lips to the other side of Tara's neck making her head tilt again. Her bra fell. Hazel must have unhooked it but he never saw. His eyes feasted on the sight of Tara's full, ripe breasts, at the dainty pink nipples capping them, the large areolae, the pebbling of her skin.
"So fucking sexy. My God, Tara," Sander said.
Tara smiled at that, and Hazel brought a hand up to twist her head for a long, lurid kiss, their tongues playing. Her hands moved to Tara's breasts, presenting them for her husband, then traveled across her soft tummy to her leggings, those achingly tight leggings, and they slipped down, Hazel going with them, trailing kisses down Tara's spine.
Tara's thin patch of blonde pubic hair was trimmed in a neat line pointing to her ripe pussy lips. She blushed hard under his scrutiny. "I want to taste every inch of you," he said as Hazel rose up behind her again. "Every. Fucking. Inch."
Hazel brought a hand around to Tara's pussy, making the young blonde arch her back and draw in a breath. "I've wanted this for so long."
"We're yours now, Tara, and you are ours," Sander said, coming forward as his wife began to play with their new toy's pussy. "But we have appetites. When all of us get home from work, I am going to want you on your knees."
"Yessss," Tara breathed, head leaning back, her hips widening as Hazel's fingers ran across her pussy lips, strumming them, the heel of her hand against her mound and clit.
Sander gripped her by the side of her head and her eyes returned to his, lances of fire passing between them as her lips parted. "I wasn't done. Hazel is my wife and my equal. I love her. I respect her. But she is also a sheath for my cock, for me to use when I want it." He crushed his lips to Tara's, devouring her as she began to rock to the pleasure beginning to course through her. He pulled back, his forehead against hers. "You are now mine to use when I want it too."
"Yours, I'm yours," Tara said.
"And when you want him," Hazel said, all but purring, "you take him. Or me. Mm. You find me, and you bring this pretty little cunt and put me on my back and ride me."
"Oh, oh God, oh, this is so hot, this is so hot..."
"Are you going to be our good little personal slut, Tara?" Sander asked.
"Yes, oh God, yes, I want it, I want it, I want all of it, f-fuck me, use me, ahhhh, ah, ah, ah..."
"That street runs both ways, honey," Hazel whispered in her ear as she sank her middle finger into Tara's pussy. "Tell him what you want. He is yours to use too. Command him."
"Kiss me, please, k-kiss me, Dr. Chapman, kiss me while I come."
He clutched her face, kissing her with all the passion in his soul. Hazel kissed her too, her shoulder, her neck again, and Tara was there, cresting, gasping wordlessly against Sander's lips, then Hazel's when she twisted her head, tears of pleasure rolling down her cheeks as orgasm gripped her tight and let her go slowly.
"Y-your tongue," she said, and though Sander wasn't sure if she was speaking to him or Hazel, his wife couldn't have stopped him with ropes and chains. He gripped Hazel's wrist and pulled her finger free of their lover, then grabbed Tara by the ass and bodily lifted her up in the air before dropping her on the bed, making her laugh until he got her legs in his arms and spread them wide.
Sander dropped to take his first taste of her, and take was exactly what he did. There was no going slow, not then. He drove his tongue through his young lover's depths, making her thighs close instinctively and her fingers tighten into the bedding. A student. Former or not, Tara was a student, a decade and change younger than he was, and he was fucking her with his tongue.
Hazel came to her, crawling across the bed to stroke Tara's stomach lovingly. "Have you ever eaten another woman out before?" she asked, her voice low and throaty with need.
"Um. No. But I want to try. Desperately. Please."
Hazel danced her fingers down to Tara's pussy, then stroked her husband's head. Her lips went to Tara's shoulder again, and she murmured, "I'd love to be your first."
With that, she twisted onto her knees and crawled around until she was straddling Tara's beautiful face. Tara said, "Let me know if I do it wrong, okay? I want to learn."
"My love, all you need to do is lick."
Hazel swayed her hips down to Tara. She inched forward for a better angle, hands on her knees, a sigh of pleasure escaping her with Tara's first tentative swipe of her tongue.
"Oh, I like how you taste," Tara breathed.
Hazel chuckled throatily. "Good. I can't wait to taste you when I lick his come out of your pretty little pussy."
"Oh, f-fuck..."
If Sander's prick was hard before, now it ached to be buried inside Tara and Hazel. But first would come Tara's pleasure, and he didn't intend on relenting until she begged him to stop. His fingers joined his tongue, spreading her wide and teasing her thick, sensitive clit, making her moan against Hazel's pussy.
"Mmm, she's a natural,' Hazel said. "Licking my pussy so good, honey."
"He's so good too."
"The best I've ever had. But wait until you get his big fat cock inside that sweet, tight little cunt, love. And she's on the pill and clean, Sander. So when she's begging you to fuck her, to come i-inside her, mmm, you can fill her up, make her drip y-you, oh, oh fuck, honey, deep like that, mmm hmm, ohhh..."
The words drove thought from his head, his breath coming harder, his eyes flicking up towards his smirking wife. She knew what she was doing, keeping his lust stoked with her words. But if she thought Tara was going to be the only recipient of all the orgasms he could give that night, she was dead wrong.
Hazel had his attention and she basked in it, bringing her hands to the back of her head and running them through her hair as she thrust her chest out, rocking on their young lover's face. She ground her pussy against Tara's mouth and chin, grinning down at him. He knew how he'd take Tara the first time, but after that, he knew what he needed to see when he was fucking the both of them.
"Oh, oh God, this is so hot, ohhhh," Tara said. "Dr. Ch-Chap... Sander... I... oh, oh God, ohhhh, ohhhhh, please, keep playing with my clit like that, oh, ohhhhh, I'm close, nnnngh, oh!"
The last moan came sharply when he flicked his tongue across her bud while teasing the sides of her button with his fingertips, light little brushes. She clutched at Hazel's thighs, gasping as she began to quiver from head to toe, his name on her lips again.
"Make her come, baby," Hazel said. "Tease her little clit, mmm, she's going wild with her tongue, she loves that."
"Love it," Tara agreed, "love it so much, Sander, oh, oh, Sander oh, mmm, mmmm, ahhhhhhh!"
She came, and he only redoubled his efforts, imagining the look on her face when Hazel made her come that first time. She clenched Hazel tight to her face, licking her fast, her gasps and moans escaping her when she wasn't muffled by her former professor's pussy. Her hips pressed tighter against his head, her butt rising up and falling, and not long after her first orgasm, her hand shot for his head, gripping it as she cried out.
"Ohhhh, ohhh!"
Hazel rocked faster now, her words gone, her dark eyes glimmering with both amusement and her fast-approaching orgasm. She leaned backwards, hand at her cunt, rubbing her mound, her clit. "Fuck, just like that, Tara, just like that, mmm, mmm, going to come for you, going to come all over that sweet little mouth, mmm, mmmm, fuck, fuck, ohhhhh, fuck!"
She nearly collapsed backwards with the force of it, her eyes closing, a big dopey smile crossing her face. When she came out of it, she laughed throatily, and moved off her young lover, twisting around to drop and kiss Tara gently.
"Did I do okay?" Tara asked hoarsely, still clutching Sander's head as he licked and licked. "Did I d-do it right, Dr. Ch... Hazel?"
"You did great, you did amazing, oh honey, the only one I've ever come that hard for is him," Hazel said, and they caressed and kissed each other.
"I'm going to come again," Tara said, almost conversationally, but there was a note of wheezy desperation in her voice. She nodded firmly, eyes bright, her grip tightening on Hazel and Sander alike. "I'm going to come. I'm going to come. He's going to make m-me come again."
"He's so good with that tongue," Hazel said.
"So guh... goo.. good... so good... so... my prof-ess-or... and I just l-licked... oh... ohhh, oh my God, oh my God."
"Come for him," Hazel said, her lips against Tara's, her words coming soft and nearly frantic. "Come for Daddy, then he's going to fuck us."
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Oh God, Sander, please, please f-fuck... ME!" Tara wailed.
She came and he was there, cock in hand, his eyes wild, his teeth gritted. Hazel came to him, gripping his length, aiming him towards Tara's pussy as their young lover cooed and spread her legs even wider. He kissed his wife, searching her eyes, and she nodded firmly. Then he looked at Tara, and one word spilled from her mouth, hoarse, needing.
"Please."
He slid into her. Her head rolled back, her chest thrusting upward, her hands digging into the mattress as he slowly slid inch after inch inside her tight, nearly virginal depths, letting her get used to him. When her eyes refocused on him, they were pure bottled lightning. It was everything he could do not to shove his cock inside her, fill her up, fuck her senseless. His control balanced on a razor's edge but he forced himself to take it slow, to make sure she could take him.
And Tara could.
"Oh my God," she moaned.
"You're doing it, honey, you're taking him so good and so deep," Hazel cooed, resting beside the other woman and running her fingers all over her body.
"So deep," Tara agreed fervently, "ohhh, he's so deep, spreading me s-so good..."
"Look. Look at him inside you."
Tara did, and she gasped. Because at that moment, Sander slid the last half inch into her, his balls resting against her ass. "Every inch?" she asked, her voice high and breathless.
"Every inch," Hazel said.
Tara clutched at her face and they kissed. Then she looked up at Sander and he pulled back nearly to her entrance. She mewled at the emptiness until he pushed back into her, a little faster, and again, and again. When he was confident she was okay, that she could handle this, then the fucking really began. He drove into her, hard, short thrusts that bounced her back and forth each time. Her eyes were lightning. His were stone, his resolve tested like it had never been before as he fucked the gorgeous young woman while his wife urged them both on.
The need in Sander was not simple desire for Tara's body and the fun of a threesome fling. Something primal within him roared that Tara was theirs, that she belonged to them now, and no matter what happened, if he was investigated by the college, reprimanded, fired, he didn't care. This was right. They were his.
"You're ours," he growled, thrusting hard into Tara again.
"Yours," she cried out.
"Yours," Hazel said, her hand snaking between her thighs and playing with herself. "Daddy fucks us good, doesn't he?"
"Yes! Oh, oh yes, fucks us so good!"
"That big fucking dick is bulging inside you, honey."
"Oh God, oh f-fuck."
"Tell him how you want it, baby."
"Harder! Ohhh, oh-ohhhhh, oh yes! Oh fuck! Just... like... that!"
Sander drove into her, his eyes wild. He grabbed their young lover by her thick hips and brought her legs up until he was pounding into her with her butt raised off the bed. She cried out. She wailed. She came.
He pulled out of her, letting her legs drop. As she mewled with the aftershocks of her orgasm, he pulled her to the bed's edge until her legs were dangling off. Hazel stared at him as he moved to her, grabbing her by the chin and kissing her. One of his hands went instinctively to her belly, to the life he'd helped create, and the other went to her ass. He smacked it, and growled, "On top of her. Now."
"Yes, Daddy," she said breathlessly. Christ, she really liked that, didn't she? Then again, it was definitely growing on him too.
Hazel didn't understand how he wanted them, not at first, not until he guided her with his hands until she was face to face with Tara, their big breasts pressed together, their lips locked again. He slid off the bed and lined up his cock with his wife's wet pussy, driving home into the first woman he ever truly loved. The other was beneath her, and while it would take weeks for them to say the words, he knew on some savage, instinctual level that Tara was now a permanent resident in his heart, mind, and soul. His student. His second wife, in all but name.
He fucked Hazel with everything he had. There was no control left in Sander. His need was like the roar of a thousand warriors. But even with his conscious mind gone to the hard fucking of the woman he held dearest in his heart, his male pride kept him from release until she had come.
And beneath her, Tara helped, kissing Hazel, hands at her face, her back, her ass. When they weren't kissing, his blonde student watched her favorite professor over his wife's shoulder, eyes still glossy with lust, an incredulous smile on her face. The greatest Christmas present they'd ever given to themselves, theirs, as they were hers.
Hazel bounced back against him, whimpering the words he needed to hear. "C-coming, oh, oh baby, I'm coming."
"Come for him," Tara said. "So beautiful, on the edge like this, oh, oh Hazel, gorgeous, so gorgeous."
"Tara, our Tara."
Hazel crushed her lips to hers, and Tara whispered against her lips, "Come for our Daddy."
"Ohhhhh, FUCK!" Hazel cried out. His wife stiffened, her head whipping up, strands of her dark hair plastered to her face. She twisted her head, her face a mask of desperate urgency. "In her, in her, she needs to feel it, S-Sander."
He was so close. So goddamn close. With a grunt, he yanked out of Hazel, and with the last conscious thought he had for a long minute, he plunged into Tara again, balls-deep in one sharp thrust, making her cry out with the ecstasy of the moment. He couldn't last, not any longer, and on his third stroke, he erupted inside her, their young lover gasping and laughing against Hazel's lips.
When he pulled out, Hazel found a last reserve of energy and crawled down until she was on her knees between Tara's legs. She dropped her mouth to the cream dripping from her pussy and lapped it up. Tara giggled, placing a quivering hand on Hazel's head. "I can't, I can't," she said, her voice nearly gone from the wails of pleasure throughout the fuck session.
Sander helped his wife up and she leaned over Tara to kiss her gently one more time, sharing his come between them. He hurried to the bathroom to wet a washcloth and bring it to them, tending to them tenderly.
"Are you all right?" he asked Tara.
She nodded, lips pressed tight together. "That was... it was amazing."
"Everything you hoped for?" Hazel asked.
"And so much more. Living with you two... you three is going to be so much fun."
They wanted to take showers, so Sander helped them into the bathroom. It was a nice shower, and spacious, but there was only really room for two, so he left them to fetch wine. But when he hit the stairs, his stomach gave a terrific growl, and he doubled back to ask if they might not want something to eat. The bathroom door wasn't closed all the way, and he stopped just shy of opening it, listening to them talk.
"-nice of a guy out of the classroom." That was Tara, her voice coming back to her but still hoarse.
"He really is. I've been a mess with the pregnancy. I've always had body issues. He knows about them but he doesn't know how bad they got for me when I was a teenager. And now I've got all those old fears again, this silly little voice in the back of my head telling me that when I've had the baby, he's not going to want me anymore, and I know it's not true but... well, sometimes the brain goblins get to me, and he's always there."
"A baby won't stop you from being one of the most beautiful women I've ever met, inside or out," Tara said.
"Thank you."
"No. I mean it. Hazel, it's not just him I wanted. And it's not just him I'll want in... well, however long it'll be after you give birth that you can have sex again. You have me. And I know you have him."
By that point, Sander had his hand on the doorknob, and opened it. He was just in time to see the two women embrace, still nude, still moving gingerly. But as amazing as the sex was, it was that image he'd carry with him the rest of his life of that night, his wife crying gentle, good tears, Tara smiling for her, the two of them holding each other up, always.
* * * * *
With Christmas came more snow and more cold, but they didn't care. With the three of them wearing matching red flannel pajamas, they lazed around the house and opened presents slowly, with plenty of heavy petting in between to show their appreciation for one another's gifts. Tara couldn't afford much, but they assured her -- and meant it -- that she was the greatest gift of all that year.
"Going to be hard to top it," Sander said, only it would be startlingly easy, because in April, Tara would come into their shared bedroom, looking shellshocked and dazedly happy, carrying a certain test in hand. Another daughter or son who would be born right around a year after they fell in love with one another, with so much more life and love to follow.
But that first Christmas together was capped by one last present, the smallest of the bunch in a wallet-sized box wrapped with ribbon and a bow. It was addressed from Doctors Claus to Tara, who took a half-dozen guesses as to what it was before a laughing Hazel told her to open it.
She did, and looked up, puzzled but on the verge of understanding, her eyes going glassy with tears about to fall.
"It's to our house," Sander said quietly. "You will always, always have a home with us."
"Merry Christmas, honey," Hazel said.
Inside was a simple key.



        