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Chapter One

Jack Nelson lay awake in the early morning sunlight.  After yesterday’s unending sexual cavalcade, his loins literally ached, and he wasn’t sure today would be much different.  He was, for all intents and purposes, sworn to fulfill the every sexual whim of several of his female classmates, regardless of when or what they asked.  He didn’t necessarily mind this - despite its repeat humiliations, the previous day had been the most sexually fulfilling of his life.  But technically he had an out now, if he desired it.  Cathy, his neighbour, had furnished him with the full video of the things that had gone on in the girls’ change room, a video that included not only his participation, but the nude and semi-nude actions of his tormentors, too.  They had humiliating naked photos and videos with which to blackmail him.  But, though most of them didn’t know it, the reverse was now also true.

He had video of his teacher’s sexy assistant, too.  Before he’d been boxed and wheeled into the class, Jack had hidden his cell phone out of sight.  He’d recorded everything that was done to him in room 114, and after he’d been forced to orgasm before the whole class, the moment she’d been alone, Ms. Wells had masturbated forcefully, right there in the class room, and Jack’s hidden phone had recorded all of it.  He’d sent Cathy that video before sleeping and as he lay in bed now, he heard the chime that signalled her emailed reply.  It read, simply, “I assume you watched through to the end?  Dude...  I’m pretty sure Ms. Wells wants to fuck you.”

He smiled at the crudity of her response, would have taken the time to either rewatch that part of the video or to watch the one Cathy had sent and which he hadn’t yet reviewed, but he did have to get to school.  He ate breakfast and said goodbye to his parents.  They reminded him that because of his father’s work, the two of them would be out late to dinner and drinks, not just tonight but for the next three.  His mother reminded him of the options in the fridge, and they left money in case he wanted to order in.

Pria, his gorgeous classmate with long black hair and caramel coloured skin, was waiting for him by his usual entrance.  She snatched him by the wrist, said, “Come with me.”  The school wasn’t yet crowded, but she wove straight for the girls’ change room with a purpose and, after a quick glance in each direction to ensure they wouldn’t be seen, pulled him inside.  She locked the door behind them, guided him to the lockered section.  She turned her back on him, leaned against those lockers with one hand, and with her other, reached back, took his hand and pressed it between her legs.  He could feel her panties, feel how damp they already were.

“Make me cum,” she ordered him.

“Do you want me to use my mouth again?”

“We haven’t got time, Jack, just hurry up.  Make me cum.”  To illustrate just what she wanted, she gripped his wrist again, forced his pressing fingers into a circular motion over her vagina.  He took up the cause, revolving those fingers as she’d demonstrated.  She placed both hands on the lockers, leaned her full weight into it, arching her ass back at him.  It didn’t take long.  She went up on toe point, her legs jumped, and she grunted out her savage cum as she had previously, when he’d had his mouth on her, complete with one fist pound to the lockers that made an ungodly loud bang.

She took a moment to recover, finally pulled his hand away from her, turned back to face him.  She smiled, nodded.  “I needed that,” she said.  Then, “This weekend, you’re going to come over to my place and I’m going to put that pretty mouth of yours to work again.”

He was taken aback by her forcefulness, especially in contrast to what he’d experienced with Cathy.  Pria was clearly still operating under the premise that because of her blackmail material, he would do whatever she demanded.  Of course, she didn’t know that Cathy had supplied him with the video of their previous playtime.  She had no idea that they were essentially at a nuclear stalemate.

He thought about telling her, decided to hold the information in reserve, at least until he’d watched the video itself, and ensured it was as revealing of her as it was of him.  Instead, he asked, “What about me?”  He gestured to his evident hard-on beneath his clothes.  Aggressive she had been, but she was still a crazy hot girl that he’d just brought to orgasm. 

She glanced at his erection, said, “Go in the boy’s room and jerk yourself off.  As a matter of fact, you can film yourself doing it.  Then send it to me.  I could use something new to watch tonight.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah, seriously.  Now get out of here before we get caught.”

He unlocked the door, peeked into the hallway before exiting.

But the weirdness of his day hadn’t ended.  Not even close.

His teacher, Mrs. Rose, didn’t even show up to school, which might have meant nothing more than a cold, but might have confirmed what Jack already believed about just how far out on a pervert’s limb the female faculty had gone yesterday.  Ms. Wells was left to teach their classes, and the one time that he met the eyes of the principal, Sister Cantrell, in the hallway, she all but darted from his sight.   

In first period, Pria more than once looked at him with raised eyebrows, and when he finally returned the same look, she shuffled her body forward at her desk, to block the view of the other students around her, and mimed as if she were stroking a penis she obviously didn’t have.  Another cocked eyebrow spelled out her demand.  She wanted the video.

The note he received from Joy-Ann in second period was at least more polite.

It read, “When are you free this week?  Susie’s never given a blowjob, and I said we could use you to practice.  Hope you’re ‘up’ for it.”  She capped it with a hand drawn smiley emoji.  When he looked in her direction she gave him a wink and an air kiss.  A look to Susie netted only a shy smile and a shrug.  He wrote back that he’d get back to them.

When Cathy approached him in the cafeteria at lunch, gun shy as he’d grown, he braced for more of the same.  But she only wanted to know how his day was going.  When they had some privacy, he told her about what had transpired with Pria.  At first she seemed aroused, grin lighting up her face as she prompted him for further details.  But when she correctly read that it had disturbed him, she said, “Yeah, well.  There’s a dark side to being as hot and as rich as she is.  She’s used to getting what she wants, and not just from you.  I mean, not in a sexual way, but she’s had most of us girls on a leash since day one.  Do you want me to talk to her?”

“No!  Christ, no.  I’ll handle it.”

“How?  She’s probably not kidding about that video.”

“I’ll figure it out,” he assured her, and went on to show her the note he’d received from Joy-Ann. 

She read it, then turned confused eyes up on him.  “I just...  don’t read this as judgement, it’s not, I’m just trying to ascertain where you’re at.  But, is this really so bad?  You’ve got two really hot girls suggesting they want to give you a blowjob.  Isn’t that something most guys would be into?”

“Yeah,” Jack agreed.  “And I am.  I mean, you’re right.  It’s a scenario I couldn’t have even fantasized twenty four hours ago.  It’s more that...  It’s hot that they’re into me, I guess.  It’s not hot that they’re not checking if I’m into them.”

“Are you?”

“Sure.  I guess.  They’re both really cute.  I dunno.  Maybe if the shit with Pria hadn’t gone down I would have read that and just been turned on.  But now it’s like...  maybe they’re not even into me.  Maybe it’s just that I’m the guy they think they can blackmail into doing what they want.”

“Joy-Ann’s into you for sure,” Cathy assured him.  “Susie I don’t know well enough, but she sure seems to be.”  She nodded in the tiny girl’s direction, and he looked up to see her staring at them from across the room.  When she realized they were looking, she glanced quickly away.

Jack chuckled.  “I like Joy-Ann and Susie both,” he said.  “And it’s weird because yesterday, in the change room?  When Pria took charge?  Honestly, it turned me on.”

“I noticed,” Cathy said.

“But today?  Suddenly...  I feel like I’m still in that box.  Like I can’t move, and I just have to take what comes at me.”

“The box wasn’t fun for you?”

“The box was fucking terrifying!  And yes, as it turns out, very, very fun.  But...  I don’t want to live my whole life there.”

Cathy sighed.  “I’m sorry, man.  For my part in it.  For what it’s worth, in case I haven’t made it clear:  I’m into you.  And I’m not going to tell you what to do.  Though, you can tell me what to do, if you want.” 

She gave him a grin that he returned.  After a moment she looked away, to the opening doors of the cafeteria.  She nodded at who had just entered.  It was Ms. Wells, red hair a deliberately curled cascade down both sides of her top.  Cathy said, “There’s one lady I’m pretty sure you could tell what to do.”

He shook his head, smiled, more at the sudden camaraderie he had with Cathy than at her suggestion.  A lot of things would have been different twenty four hours ago, but after all that had happened, he was surprised to realize that the candor he now shared with this girl was the one that struck him as most important.

Her eyes were still on Ms. Wells.  She said, “That woman is way hotter even than Pria.  She looks like she was put together for a movie about high school sex.  Not a cheap porn, either, something classier, more cerebral.  Like she could literally screw your brains out.  And after what you showed me last night, I am more convinced than ever that she wants to.”

“I dunno,” he said.

She turned back to him.  “You don’t know?”  She gave a quick glance around to ensure she wouldn’t be overheard, then buckled toward him with an exaggerated replay of what Ms. Wells had uttered at her moment of orgasm: “Ofugjk!”  He laughed and she did it again, laughing with him.

She asked him then, “What are you going to do about Joy-Ann and Susie?”

“My parents are out late tonight, so they’re not going to care if I’m out.  I guess I could tell them we could meet at Joy-Ann’s.”

“Or...” Cathy said, grinning mischievously, “You could have them over to your place.”

“I guess,” he shrugged, uncertain what she was getting at.

“Specifically in your bedroom...”

He looked at her, confused by the sing song quality of her voice, the impish glint in her eyes.  Then it clicked.  She had confessed to him yesterday that standing on the picnic table in her backyard gave her a clear view into his bedroom.  She had also come to the conclusion that she liked to watch. 

“I could do that,” he agreed, hesitantly.

“Yes, you could!”  She stood abruptly, and to anyone else it probably looked like she accidentally bumped him as she did.  But Jack felt it for what it was.  She gave his shoulder a quick kiss in passing.

But the strangest part of his school day was yet to come.  As it was winding down, Pria was looking at him again with cocked eyebrow.  He even received a text from her that went straight to the point: “Where’s my movie?”, followed by an eggplant emoji, and a hand with pinched finger and thumb.  Subtle.  He was figuring out how to respond, knowing she was going to want an answer before he’d even gotten off school grounds, when he was saved by Ms. Wells. 

As the class was dismissed she said, “Mr. Nelson, if you could stay after class, I’d like a word.”

The class collectively responded the way they always did when they believed one of their own was in trouble: with a laugh, and a rising, “Uh oh!”  Only Cathy’s response was different, throwing a suggestive smile his way, a thumbs up. 

He shook his head at her, smiling back, made his way to Ms. Wells’ desk.

Ms. Wells waited till the last of the class had gone, got up, closed the door, retook her seat.

“Am I in trouble?” Jack asked.

“No,” Ms. Wells said, but it was distracted.  Just like Sister Cantrell, she was finding it impossible to meet his gaze.  But she clearly wanted to say something.  What she finally settled on was, “I wanted to...  thank you.”

“For?”

“For yesterday.  Your professionalism.”

He had more than a few things he could say to her about professionalism.  Instead, he just said, “You mean...?” and gestured behind himself, vaguely in the direction of room 114.

“Yes.  You...  comported yourself well.  I think the class went off perfectly.  I think the students learned a lot.”

He frowned.  She obviously didn’t know that he was aware of what she’d done, in revealing his identity to the four girls.  But this conversation had to be about more than just a thank you. 

She tipped her hand when she followed up, all in a rush, with, “I just wanted to make sure that you were comfortable with everything that happened, and that you didn’t feel the need to speak of the class-”

He cut her off.  He hadn’t planned on saying anything, but this scramble to cover her own ass when she’d so obviously stepped over a line was a little too much.  He said, “I wasn’t comfortable.”

“I’m sorry?”  She did look up at him now, and it was fear on her face.  That’s when he realized he had all the real power in this dialogue.  But he was smart, as his grades backed up, so he slow walked it, gauging her reaction.

“Well, it was cold in here for one thing,” he said.

Relief flooded back into her eyes.  “Yes,” she agreed.  “There was maybe a problem with the air conditioning.”

“Or somebody turned the thermostat way down.”

“Um, maybe, yes.  A janitor perhaps.  But otherwise, you’re okay...?”

There might even have been some genuine concern in there.  But it made up only, maybe, 30% of her tone.  Her eyes were on his now, questing, searching, ensuring she was safe.

So he told her, as he’d told Sister Cantrell, “It was fun.  Some of it, at least.  And it’s not like anybody knows it was me.”

“That’s true,” she agreed, and it was definite relief there now.

But that shattered when he said, “Except for Pria, Cathy, Joy-Ann and Susie.”

The relief was replaced with shock, then the cold settling in of resignation, as she knew that she’d  been caught.  She tried one last time, anyway, with, “Why would you say...”

But he didn’t need to answer her verbally, let his laptop do the talking.  He drew it from his knapsack, set it on her desk, fired up the video he’d made in 114.  Her mouth dropped open as she recognized herself coming into the room with Mrs. Rose, and if it had been wariness before, it was a look of pure terror she turned up on him now.  “You taped it?”

“Yeah,” he shrugged.  He pointed to the screen and added, in reference to what was playing out there, “Hey, look, I was right.  Somebody did mess with the thermostat.”

She buried her face in her hands, and he scrubbed forward to after the class had ended, when Ms. Wells had been alone in the room.  He told her, “Watch this,” as the Ms. Wells on camera walked off the screen to fetch the yearbook, then took up a seat on the floor.

She knew where it was going even before her video avatar went to her knees, leaning into inspect his genitals, and before the she on screen resumed her seat, examining the year book to get the full visual of the student attached to those genitals.  As her videoed self reached between her legs, Ms. Wells said, “Oh, fuck.”

Even in this most extreme of circumstances, Jack was surprised to hear a teacher say that in front of him.  Ridgeview Academy was the definition of proper etiquette.  Or had been, until yesterday.

“It gets better,” he promised, and just a moment later the video showed the girls bursting into the room and Ms. Wells’ panicked scramble to her feet.

They watched together as Ms. Wells went through her mime show, spelling out who was in the box.  His name didn’t clearly appear on camera, but she knew that he knew, and didn’t probe him for what greater evidence he might have. 

When the scene had ended, and the she and Mrs. Rose on screen had wheeled his box out of the room, a new and horrifying thought occurred to her.  Her face was pale, her eyes wide when she looked up to him and asked, “How long did you...?”

He dragged the video timer to the side, scrubbing through to the end of her private time in room 114.  On screen, they both saw her arms frantically toiling at something beneath the desk, then saw her stand, skirt hitched, fingers buried, toppling forward with her nearly indecipherable, “Ofugjk!”

He paused the video without waiting to be prompted as the real Ms. Wells dropped her face back into her hands.  She swore in front of him for the second time, mumbling toward the desk, “I am fucking mortified.”

“Yeah, I know how that feels,” was all he said.

When she looked up again he was shocked to realize she was actually crying, mascara already beginning to streak down her cheeks.  She begged him, “Please, you can’t show that to anyone.  I’d be fired, Jack, I’d be fucking fired-”

He cut her off with a promise that he didn’t intend to show it to anyone, leaving out the fact that he’d already shared it with Cathy.  But Jack knew that Cathy would never spread it, and her sole use for the video seemed to be prurient rather than punitive.

“What do you want?” she asked him.

“What do you mean?”

“You...”  She nodded at the video, said again, “What do you want?”

“I don’t want anything.  You asked me to stay after class.”

She eyed him cautiously, gauging his eyes for truth.  She finally even said it herself:  “You could use that to blackmail me.”

He nodded.  “I’m not into blackmail,” he assured her.  “Believe me.” 

She nodded, swallowed audibly, scrubbed at her cheeks.

He did want to know something, though.  When he started to address it, getting out the word, “Just -”, the gaze she threw his way was total fear and betrayal.  He held up his hands to show his intentions weren’t hostile.  He finished, “Just tell me why you told them.”

She sighed, shakily, scrubbed at her tears again.  She finally said, “I was angry.”

“Why?”

To that she gave him a look of exasperation.  Come on, seriously? that look said.  But she owed him an explanation at the least, so she said, “When you treat me the way you do...  when you treat me like I’m just some teen aged bimbo, it’s more than just demeaning, it-”

“I’m not trying to demean you,” he said, but she finished her thought over top of him, slow and with emphasis.

“It puts my career in jeopardy.”

He absorbed that, nodded, sighed.  When she looked like she was about to go on, he held up a finger, needing to address what she’d said.  She waited him out and he finally acknowledged, “You’re right.  And I get it.  And I’m sorry.  I just...  for the record, I was never trying to demean you.”

“Then what were you trying to do?”

He shrugged.  “Express interest.  I’m sorry, I’m not...  I’m not sure I’m as good at it as I thought I was.”

She was taken aback by the answer.  He saw her scramble to collect her thoughts.  What she finally put to him was, “You can’t have an interest in me.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m your teacher.”

“No, you’re a teaching assistant.”  She sighed, and he saw the anger coming back into her, so he jumped in with, “That’s not demeaning.  I’m just saying, this isn’t your permanent post, right?  You’re here for the semester, so, just another few weeks and then you’re gone on to, hopefully, your permanent teaching position somewhere else.”

“Hopefully,” she agreed.

“So...”

She shook her head.  “It still isn’t right, and you know it’s not right.  You can’t have an interest in me, and I certainly can’t have an interest in you.”

“But do you?”

She looked up at him with total surprise, looked ready to defend the contrary argument vociferously, so he tapped at the laptop monitor where the video was stopped on a still frame of her standing, hands dug between her legs.  She slammed the laptop shut.

He said, “I’m just saying, what was all that?  What was the stuff on the ground when you were in front of the boxed up me?”

She snapped back, “It may surprise you to realize, Jack, that teachers are people, too.  We’re almost the same age, you and I, and yes, of course I notice that you’re attractive, of course I notice the way the other girls look at you, and of course I find your youth and your boldness charming.  You’re also infuriating!”

“Why?”

“Because I am not allowed to feel this way!”  It was out before she’d meant to say it, and it sat between them flat and open.  She couldn’t take it back.  She looked disconcerted, head casting about as if she could literally manifest an escape beside the desk.

He sighed, told her, “I’m of legal age.  It’s not against the law or anything.”

Her voice was sullen.  “That’s not the point.”

He nodded, the two of them remaining in silence for a long moment.  He finally said, “Look.  I shouldn’t have treated you the way I did.  I won’t disrespect you in class again.  But it’s just you and me in here for the moment, so I’m gonna say it plain.  I’ve been very, very attracted to you since the first day you walked into this class.”

He had her attention.  She raised her head, looked at him from the corners of her eyes.

“I still am.  But we’re not the same age, and I’m not looking for a relationship, just as I’m sure you’re not looking for a relationship with some eighteen year old kid.  You have occupied a much baser part of my emotional set than romance.  And even after all this, even standing in front of you here, with your mascara all run down your cheeks-”

She choked out an embarrassed laugh, scrubbed at those cheeks again.

“I still feel it.  So, I’m just saying.  No blackmail, no threat, just, I guess honesty...  if you ever wanted to, I don’t know...  get it out of your system?  Just once, then walk away?  Well, it’d do me a world of good.”

She actually managed another laugh.

“And look at it this way,” he added.  “You were trying to teach sex ed?  Technically, I’m a virgin, so...”

“You’re a virgin?” she scoffed, canting her head.  “I find that hard to believe.”

“Technically,” he reminded her. 

He gathered his things after that and they parted company.  As bizarre as all that had been, and as much as he still felt betrayed by what she had done, he was glad he had been honest with her.

But he was legitimately shocked when his phone buzzed on the walk home, and he saw that he had received a text from her.  It consisted of just one word:  “When?”


Chapter Two

Interesting that his first instinct was to call Cathy.  When she answered, he could hear the sound of trees and birds, the occasional passing car.  She probably wasn’t all that far ahead of him on the walk home.

He told her what had happened, asked what he should do.

“What do you mean, what should you do?  It’s Ms. fucking Wells.  You should be fucking Ms. fucking Wells as soon as fucking possible.”

“You think?”

“Weren’t you the one who put the offer on the table?  You seriously gonna jerk that rug out from under her, now that she’s responded?  Do it tonight!”

“I can’t.  Joy-Ann and Susie are coming over.”

“Oh.  That’s right.”  She chuckled.  “So, do it tomorrow.”

“I could do it tomorrow,” he agreed. 

“Good plan.  And...  do it at your place...”

He sighed, shook his head.  “You’re fucking twisted, you know that?”

“Says the guy who will, by midnight tomorrow, have been having sexy naked time with five different women in three days.  What’s the male word for slut?”

“Awesome,” he told her.

“If you say so.  You handle the Pria situation, yet?”

“No.”

“So stall her.  Tell her you’ll have something for her by the weekend.” 

“She wants it today.”

“Jack, she’s not gonna share the footage she has of you.  She’s not dumb.  She’s not going to kill the goose that lays the golden...  that lays her golden pussy, let’s say.  Not before she makes you do it, anyway.  You have more power than she knows, but even without it, you have more power than you think.  You’re good at what you do.  I can attest.  She’s not gonna fuck up her access to that.  And if you’re not into making the video for her, I’ll help you figure something out before the weekend.”

“Like what?”

“Gimme time.  It’ll be good.  I’m twisted, remember?”

“How did we grow up together without me realizing how much so?”

“There are some things a girl keeps to herself until she thinks she can trust a guy.  I can trust you, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then trust me.  And have fun tonight.”  He heard the shift in tone through his earpiece as Cathy pulled it from her mouth, but before he could hang up he heard it shift again, as she brought it back up, adding, “Oh, and Jack?  I’ll see you real soon...”

He made the call to Pria, next.  She sounded angry, made several threats, but he promised it would be worth the wait, and she did ultimately back down.  So, Cathy was on to something.

Then he texted Ms. Wells:  “Tomorrow?”   She didn’t respond for the entirety of the night, a fact he might have obsessed over, if he hadn’t had so much else to focus on.

As he’d already known to expect, his parents weren’t home when Jack got there.  He’d told the girls to come by at seven o’clock, and spent the time beforehand changing, tidying his room and eating dinner.

They arrived together, five minutes early.  Jack was sure that was Susie’s doing.

He’d seen Joy-Ann dressed in street clothes before, most recently when they’d gone on their one and only date.  She’d dressed more formally, then, though, trying to impress.  Now she just had on distressed blue jeans, a denim jacket and a T-shirt emblazoned with the logo of a rock band she liked.  And she looked all the better for it.  She had a tough, girl-next-door vibe going.

It was his first time seeing Susie in anything but her school uniform (discounting what he’d seen of her in the change room, of course), but her personal taste in clothing ran close to what the school mandated, anyway.  She was wearing a different skirt with purple check, and a matching cardigan over a button down top.  But her cheeks were flushed with nerves and excitement, and her eyes sparkled as she stood on his porch.

He invited them in, closed the door behind them, took Joy-Ann’s jacket and offered them a drink.  It’s what one did when company came over.  Susie surprised him by accepting, and he fetched her the water she asked for.

While she sipped at it, she confirmed, “Your parents aren’t home till ten?”

“Thereabouts,” he agreed.  Which seemed to set her at ease.

They went through some small talk, all the while Jack marvelling that the basic niceties of discourse could be so maintained, even when they were here for a commonly agreed purpose that had each of them keyed up.  Then again, Pria wasn’t here to goad them straight into action. 

Joy-Ann did finally broach it, not with a command, but with a confirmation of her own:  “We’re all still cool to do this?”  And that was the difference.  That’s all it took.  The last of Jack’s residual anxiety and animosity about being strong armed into tonight’s activities dissipated immediately.  He had two beautiful girls in his home, and while technically, by agreement, he was supposed to do anything they said, Joy-Ann had just made him a participant rather than a tool. 

“I’m in if you are,” Jack said, and Susie nodded emphatically.

So he guided them to his bedroom where, conveniently, his drapes remained open.  Susie remarked on it, but he pointed out the screen of trees through his backyard which blocked any view from the neighbours.  Unless such a neighbour was two houses down, standing on her backyard picnic table, of course.  He felt a moment’s guilt at the ruse.  His willing participation was important to him, and neither girl had agreed to be watched by their friend.  So he did check in with, “I can close them, if you want.”

Joy-Ann declined emphatically, though.  “Let your neighbours watch,” she said. 

And Susie seemed to have already forgotten about it, eyeing instead the crotch of his jeans, remembering what she had seen and tasted yesterday, and what she was here for today.  “How do we start?” she breathed.

The lights were still on as Jack sat on the bed, and the other two sat flanking him.  “Can we maybe get warmed up first?” he asked.  “Do you want to...  I don’t know, kiss?”

Joy-Ann smiled.  “You want to kiss me again, Jack?  I’m into that.  You’re a good kisser, if memory serves.”

He looked to Susie and she dropped her gaze, confessing, “I’ve never kissed before...”

“Seriously?” Joy-Ann said.  “Have you done anything before?”

Susie flashed her an angry glance, bit back, “Nothing you haven’t been in the room for, Joy-Ann!”

Jack calmed things down with, “Come on, it’s cool.  I think we’re all here to learn, right?  But that can be fun.  There’s a lot of stuff I hadn’t done till yesterday, and a lot of stuff I still haven’t done.  Let’s just relax and we’ll figure it out together.”

“I didn’t think there was much you hadn’t done, Jack,” Joy-Ann said.

“It’s turning out to be an educational week,” he confessed, and leaned into her.

Joy-Ann liked to play the tough girl, but her shuddering sigh as their lips came together gave away her excitement.  He took her lower lip between his own, touched lightly on it with his tongue, and Susie leaned in beside him to see how it all worked.  He met Joy-Ann’s tongue with his own, and her arms climbed up his, encircling his shoulders, then his neck.  She saw Susie from the corner of her eye, broke off with a gentle smile.  “Teach her,” she told Jack.

So he turned to Susie, smiled reassuringly to allay her nerves.  “Open your mouth just a little,” he told her, and when she did, he inched in slowly.  Her mouth was smaller than Joy-Ann’s.  Everything about her was smaller.  But he took her lip between his own as he had for Joy-Ann, and she shivered, melting into him.

When he released her she gasped, “Oh, I really like this.”

So he kissed her again while Joy-Ann leaned in to nip at his neck, his ear.

Their ostensible purpose went a lot of further than kissing, but all three enjoyed it, and for the next half hour they were just a tangle of bodies on the bed, the girls trading him between them, occupying themselves with caressing his torso and legs, whenever he’d be locked with the other.  The excitement of it charged Susie, and she was the first to slide her hand under his shirt, and the first to reach for his pants buckle, too.  He felt it when she did so, meeting her sensual gaze with his own.

“Can I see you?” she asked, her voice a shaky whisper.

He nodded, but added, “Can I see you?”

“Oh, yes,” she agreed, and left his buckle alone to strip off her cardigan.

Joy-Ann saw what she was up to, tore off her T-shirt, didn’t wait to be asked to strip off her bra.  Then she fit her hands to Jack’s shirt to help drag it up over his head.  Thereafter, the three of them leant their hands to each other’s clothing.  When Susie’s bra came off, he leaned in to kiss on her tiny nipples, making her sigh.  When Joy-Ann’s jeans got stuck, Susie helped out by tugging at one pant leg.  They laughed and kissed and touched as their collective clothing came off, till all three were left in just their underwear on the bed, Jack’s hands questing over the bodies of the girls, sweeping over their smooth stomachs and breasts, their pert nipples, while theirs toured his, straying ever closer and longer toward his last remaining bit of clothing.

As before, it was Susie who ventured there first.  As she kissed him, her little hand went to his right leg, slid up from there and didn’t stop till she’d enwrapped his cloth covered penis in her hand.  It seemed to surprise even her, because she disengaged the kiss, leaning back to look at what she’d done.  Then, perhaps driven by her lust, or perhaps just mindful of what she’d promised, she stood from the bed, swallowed, and silently pushed her panties down, shimmying to help them past her hips.  She stood before Jack and Joy-Ann both, entirely naked, eyes passing back and forth between theirs as if waiting for judgement.

She was a late bloomer.  Her breasts were yet small, her body boyish, with the exception of accented hips, and the cleft between her legs was very visible, surrounded only by short, downy wisps of fine hair.  She swallowed again, shivering slightly in the cool air, and in the protracted silence, folded one arm up and over her breasts.

But it had only been her beauty that had stunned Jack into silence, and he said it now, simply:  “You’re beautiful.”

“Am I?” she responded, and her face lit with a cautious smile.

When Joy-Ann added, “You are totally fucking hot, Susie,” the smile broadened to one of wonder.  It was a week of firsts for all of them, but for Susie the biggest first was simply recognizing herself as a woman, instead of the androgynous encyclopedia she had assumed herself to be.

Joy-Ann stood next, turning to face Jack, and followed Susie’s suit, pushing her panties down past her knees, kicking them off of one foot.  She was in many ways Susie’s opposite, a girl who had bloomed early.  Her breasts were large handfuls, her sex concealed behind a neat triangle of dark brown hair. 

Susie repaid her admiration visually, sitting once more beside Jack, her eyes roving up and down Joy-Ann’s body.  With no hint of self-consciousness, her little hand touched down between her own legs, her eyes going half-lidded momentarily at the sensation.  Joy-Ann smiled at her, accepting the implicit compliment.  Then they both turned to Jack.

On both of the prior occasions when his privates had been revealed to these girls, whether by his own hand or the hands of another, the moment had been one of stress and shame.  But this was more akin to what he had experienced with Cathy, in his living room, and he removed his underwear now with no trepidation, only wanting to share his body with these two lovely girls.  They soaked in his revealed erection with welcoming smiles, Joy-Ann folding her body down onto the bed beside him again, going for a kiss, Susie remaining seated, trailing her hand up his leg once more, pausing only long enough to get the confirming nod from him before touching on his naked balls, his shaft, and tickling around the head.  She went down on one elbow, shimmying her body lower so she could be at eye level with his penis.  Feeling bold, she even rested her head on his hip, then fell to examining him in detail, her touch like a feather, her breath warm between his legs.

Eventually she said, “I want to use my mouth...  but I don’t know how.”

Joy-Ann disengaged her kiss, told her, “It’s kind of like kissing, I think.  I mean I’ve never...”  She realized what she’d just confessed, and shifted her gaze to Jack.  Like him, she had often spoke a good game, but much of her professed experience had only been bravado.  But there was no judgement in his eyes.  Until yesterday, he’d never been on the receiving end, either.  So she gave him a quick peck, then crawled down the bed to Susie’s level and laid her head on his opposite hip, saying, “Let’s figure it out.”

She took his penis lightly from Susie, pushed herself up on one elbow, lowered her lips to his shaft.  She started with a kiss, like the one Susie had given in the change room, then ran her tongue up his length.  When she got to the top, she kissed his head, then, eyes shifting to Susie to make sure she was watching, opened her mouth and slid him inside.

It was only the second time in his life Jack had experienced the sensation.  Her lips and tongue were soft, warm and smooth as they slid his length, and his sharp intake of breath was loud enough to get both girls to momentarily pause, shifting their eyes to him to ensure he was okay.  When Joy-Ann realized the sound had been one of supreme approval, she resumed.

“Oh, it’s like Cathy did,” Susie whispered.

The mere mention of Cathy’s name did something Jack.  He remembered suddenly that it was possible, probable even, that she was watching all this, and while he wouldn’t have considered himself an exhibitionist, the thought was powerfully sexy.  But it wasn’t just that, wasn’t just the notion of her dirty, intentional voyeurism.  It was just the name.  Just the visual of the girl it conjured to his mind.  Yesterday morning she’d been just a pretty friend, only passing through his fantasies on occasion, when he’d rotated through what his male friends would have considered the more obvious choices.  But now?  He had to thrust her from his thoughts, unless he wanted Joy-Ann’s experiment to be a short one.

Joy-Ann bobbed her head several times, slowly, then withdrew.  A string of drool snapped against her chin as she leaned back, tilting Jack’s penis toward Susie.  “You try,” she suggested.

So Susie propped herself up, as well.  Her head trembled on her neck as she brought her face down to meet him.  She parted her lips, took just the tip of his dick into her mouth.  She moaned, unconsciously, and that was a whole other sensation.  When she followed by opening her mouth completely, taking him inside, his cock twitched and he gripped at the bed covers.

Joy-Ann noted it, smiled, told her, “You’re doing something right.”

Despite Jack’s slightly smaller than average stature, Susie couldn’t fit his full length the way Joy-Ann could.  Her jaw just couldn’t make the clearance.  She contented herself with sliding up and down the top half of him, gasped as she finally popped him from her mouth.  But she was smiling.

“Does it feel good, Jack?” Joy-Ann asked.

“Oh, God, yes!”

She said to Susie then, “I bet if we did it together, we could make him cum.”

“How do we do it together?”

Joy-Ann laid her head once more on his hip, snuggling in close.  She extended her tongue, ran it up the side of his penis.  She nodded to Susie, who got the idea, laying opposite, fitting her small tongue to the other side of him.  They licked him in unison, and he propped himself up to watch.  The sight of his cock being attended by these two pretty teens, coupled with those moments when their tongues would accidentally meet, neither seeming to mind, occasionally even turning into a perfunctory mutual kiss, was too much.  He reached down suddenly, and gently drew their heads away. 

“If you keep going, I’m going to cum,” he told them.

“Isn’t that the point?” Susie asked.

It was, but yesterday had been orgasm after orgasm, and he wasn’t sure how many he’d be able pull off tonight.  If he didn’t want to be down for the count, he thought it best to hold back, at least until the girls had been satisfied.  What he said was, “I want to get you girls there first.”

“I’m not going to argue with that,” Joy-Ann said, and she flopped herself down on her back, legs spread, feet and calves dangling over the edge of the bed.

“What do you want me to do?” Susie asked, and he directed her to lay beside Joy-Ann.

He went to his knees between them both, hands trailing up over their bodies.  He toyed with their breasts, their nipples, then, remembering how much Joy-Ann liked it, crawled up onto the bed to lick and suck at their tits.  He’d only been at it a few seconds when Joy-Ann took his hand gently, guided it down between her legs.  She looked at him, eyes half-mast in her lust, said, “I really need to cum, Jack.”  So he smiled and edged back down to kneel between them again. 

He touched them both simultaneously, one hand on each of their pussies.  Neither had ever been touched by anyone but themselves before, and both of them gasped, Susie buckling up at the waist for a moment before collapsing again.  He applied the same circular motion to them as Pria had made him use on her, then, feeling how slick each was, extended the middle fingers of both hands, and gently pushed himself inside.

“Oh, God,” Susie moaned, and she actually grasped his wrist.  It was only a momentary thing, though, like her buckling, and after a quick check to ensure he was inflicting pleasure, not pain, he began pulsing those fingers in and out of them.  He’d learned from Cathy that there was a spot near the entrance that was particularly sensitive, and when he touched on it now within both of them, Joy-Ann immediately gasped out, “Oh, fuck, Jack, I’m gonna cum!”

Not wanting her to miss out on all that he’d learned, maintaining his fingering of both, he leaned quickly in to lick at her clitoris.  She went off like a rocket just seconds later, neck craned backwards, shoulders lifting from the bed as she cried at the ceiling, “Oh, oh, oh!”  As her orgasm crested, then waned, she collapsed back to the bed, still trailing out a long and quieting, “Oooooohhhhh...”  Then, eyes closed, she reached gently down and withdrew his hand from her.

Susie was now his sole focus and she begged, “Do it to me!”

So he shuffled to the side, fitting himself between her legs and, as Joy-Ann rolled to face them and propped her head up in one hand to watch, he lowered his face to Susie’s vagina.  The feel of her beneath his tongue was different from what he’d experienced with either Joy-Ann or Cathy or even Pria, for that matter, as she was, for the most part, hairless.  Her clit was swollen and obvious, though, and he engulfed it with his tongue, forming his lips into an O so she could feel his whole mouth attending to her.

Her orgasm hit hard, her whole body going into spasm.  One leg drew up and her arms flailed, Joy-Ann dodging and pinning the left to keep her from accidental damage.  Her whole body arched, ribs showing obvious as she stuttered out a protracted, “Jesus...”  Then she collapsed, head lolling on her neck.  Jack could see drool trailing from one side of her mouth.

The only sounds in the room for the next thirty seconds were the heaving breaths of both of the girls.  When they’d rested, Susie’s eyes filtered open, turning down to look at him.  She smiled.

“You okay?” he asked her.

“Probably not,” she confessed.  “But I liked it.  Now...”  She struggled to a sitting position.  “I came here to learn to suck cock.  Can I try again?”

He had no further objections, crawling up onto the bed, laying himself on his back between them.

She was too short to reach him if she knelt between his legs, so she went up on her knees, then straddled his right thigh with her legs.  She bent at the waist and took the upper portion of his dick into her mouth again.  Joy-Ann seemed content to stay where she was but she did wrap her left hand around him, and, as Susie began her minute bob, she added a manual stroke to his shaft.  His orgasm mustered fast, and he said, “Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum.  Do you wanna stop, Susie?”

She shook her head, kept sucking, as Joy-Ann kept tugging.

“I’m gonna cum in your mouth,” he offered as final warning.

Susie nodded this time, just a quick twitch of her head, his penis still tucked up between her lips, and then he was gone, dick surging, and her eyes popped open like parachutes before fading down again to slits as she sucked and swallowed, withdrawing only once to draw in a gasp of air, before lowering herself onto him again to lick up the dregs that still filtered from his twitching cock.

Joy-Ann watched it with amusement, said quietly, “Oh, Susie...  you are not so innocent, after all.”

Susie folded back to a kneel on the bed side and said, “Maybe not anymore.”  She kissed the tips of her fingers, touched his dick to transfer it, smiled.  “Thank you,” she said to him.

They lay together, naked, for several more minutes.  But the hours had ticked by as they’d played, and while he still didn’t expect his parents home for another thirty to forty minutes, there wasn’t time for round two.  So they dressed, and he saw the girls out.  Each of them kissed him goodbye, thanked him again.  Neither explicitly apologized for the blackmail, the way Cathy had done, but neither did either of them mention it, so he was pretty sure they were all past it.  They were friends again, co-conspirators only in a drive to experiment with and learn about sex, and Jack was thrilled to be both teacher and student in that endeavour.

He’d only been alone for ten minutes when his phone buzzed, signalling an email, and he checked his laptop.  He was not surprised to see it was from Cathy, though he was initially surprised by the brevity of the message:  “Wow.”  But there was a download link to a video attached, and she was a lot more expressive there.

Cathy had not only watched the whole thing, but had filmed it.  He felt an initial twinge of unease at that - he knew he got naked, and that made it a little too close to the material the girls had used to entrap him.  But early on, while, in the video, he was still only making out with the girls on his bed, Cathy dispelled that notion outright.  Her face was somewhat difficult to see when she rotated the camera to speak to it - she was out of doors, after all, in the dark, staring in one very particular direction, and even if all she was doing was standing on her picnic table, it wouldn’t take her neighbours, or her parents, for that matter, much to figure out that she was peeping.  And that wasn’t all she was doing, as he soon found out.  She whispered, “Just to set your mind at ease, right away, I’m not planning on using this video against you.  You have a copy now, and you can see me in it.  I just wanted to show you my appreciation.” She lowered the camera, tilting it down over her body.  It wasn’t cold out tonight, but it was cool, and like Joy-Ann, she’d put on a jacket.  She had jeans on the lower half, and she popped the button now, lowered the zipper.  She tried to feed a hand down the front of her pants, but it was just a bit too tight a fit to maintain any mobility.  He heard her swear quietly, and then, one handed, saw her shimmy jeans and underwear down just low enough that her dimly lit pussy was free to the open night air.  Then her hand slid in again, starting to play.

When she brought the camera back up, her head was turned, glancing behind herself to ensure no one could see.  The table was in the shade of a maple, and she was obscured on two sides by its branches.  But a particularly observant neighbour would be able to see just how naughty a girl she was.  She spotted nothing, though, turned back to camera, gave one beautiful smile, and then turned it back on the action.

She tried to stay quiet, but he heard her cum in the video three separate times before his parents came home, and twice again after that, once he’d plugged in his earphones to keep her secret.  Jack edged himself the whole time, reliving the evening through her eyes.  Each time he heard her sigh out her climax, and watched the camera dip and sway as she lost the ability to maintain its level, he pulled his hand away.  But the fifth time, when, on the screen, his face was buried between Susie’s thighs, and Susie’s one leg had raised and her arms had started to flail, he let himself go with Cathy, spattering his stomach with his spunk the way he had the night before, while watching Ms. Wells.

He cleaned himself up, sent back a simple message.  “Wow, yourself.”

Her return, almost instantaneous, as if she’d been waiting for his reply, even at this late hour, was a single smiley face emoji.


Chapter Three

The next day, he arrived at school purposefully later than he normally would, and deliberately chose a different entrance.  He didn’t want to risk Pria ambushing him again, fearful of what new demand she might try to enforce.  Inside, she spotted him from a distance, but ignored him completely, perhaps content that she would have both him and some special video to occupy her come the weekend.  But her silence wouldn’t last.

Both Joy-Ann and Susie threw him wide smiles and knowing looks in the hall, but neither approached, not wanting to tip their hands as to what had transpired.

Cathy had no such compunctions.  She came skipping toward him in the hall, took his arm, greeting him with, “There’s my star performer!”

“Is that all I am to you?” he teased.

“Not if you want more.  But I’ll take what I can get.  And I’m pretty sure Ms. Wells will, too.”

“What’s that mean?” he asked, but they were passing the classroom the teaching assistant occupied now, and Cathy gave her a subtle nod.

Ms. Wells was a remarkably beautiful woman, and she was well put together on any given day of the week.  But she had gone the extra mile this day, hair given extra curl, and sporting a tight fitting red top that matched a more brazen shade of lipstick than she usually wore.  She was standing near the teacher’s desk (alone, which might have indicated that Mrs. Rose was still home with a case of the fearful regrets), wearing a shorter than usual black skirt, and dark, sheer stockings, when she usually kept her legs bare.  As she bent slightly forward to attend to something on the desk, the skirt rode up revealing a lace top to the stockings and what might have been garters holding them up.

“You told her tonight?” Cathy said.

“I suggested tonight.  She didn’t respond.”

“I’m pretty sure that outfit is her response.  And it looks like a yes to me.”

As usual, she was on to something.  During first period, as the students sat silently doing their work, and Ms. Wells made the rounds, inspecting and aiding, the pretty teaching assistant stopped at Jack’s desk, leaned in close so that he could smell her strawberry perfume and asked, “Is this giving you trouble?”

If she was referencing the outfit, the scent, the totality that was her, then, yes.  In this precise moment she was more than a little distracting.  But she nodded at his work, which, as usual, he was finding effortless.  So, assuming she was trying to convey something else, he said, “Uh...  a little.”

“See me between periods and I’ll go over the details with you,” she promised, and before her proximity could become protracted enough to be notable, she moved on.

But Pria was sitting close enough to overhear.  She lifted her eyebrows, blinked at him.  But still she said nothing.

The time between periods was short, so when he approached her desk, Ms. Wells, who   hadn’t bothered shutting the door this time, wanting to avoid suspicion and rumors, pitched her voice low and came straight to the point.  She said, “I’m open to this tonight.  One time, and once only.  Agreed?”

He nodded.

“We can’t do this on school property.  And we can’t use my place, because of my room-mate.”

Which worked out perfectly.  “We can use my place.  I’ll have it to myself till late.”

“How late?”

“At least ten.  Maybe as late as midnight.”

She considered this for a long moment, biting at her pretty lip.  She finally whispered, “You’re certain?  Absolutely certain?  And you understand the consequence if you’re wrong?”

“I do,” he promised.  “And I am.”

They settled on 6:30, to minimize the risk of anyone returning while she was still there.

At lunch time, as he entered the cafeteria, Pria was waiting.  She took his arm, pulled him aside and whispered, “What’s going on with you and Ms. Wells?”

“What?”, he responded, feigning shock.  “Nothing!”

“She’s asked you to stay and talk with her a lot.  Ever since what went on with you in that box.  And she was dressed today like somebody cross-bred a librarian with a hooker.  Does she want another crack at that dick?”

“You’re fucked up,” he told her, and her eyes flashed actual anger for a moment.

“Careful,” she instructed him.  “I own you, pretty boy.”

He could have said a million things to that, but he didn’t.  Cathy had promised she’d help him handle it.

“How’s the video coming?” she asked him next.

“Well, I’m not shooting it in installments.”
“It had better be good, that’s all I know.  And I better see that cute little dick of yours squirt.  I enjoyed the live show but I want something I can keep, all my own.”

Even just a few days ago, having this gorgeous girl demanding a nude show from him would have been fuel for ten dozen fantasies.  But after everything that had happened in just the last two days, after he’d had his sexual horizons broadened to what felt like galactic scale, and after experiencing what he had with Joy-Ann, Susie, and most of all Cathy, where the sex was both wondrous and crazy and he still came out feeling respected on the other end, it did nothing for him.

She doubled down with, “And rest up that tongue for this Saturday.  You’re going to be using it a lot.  Come prepared  to make me cum.”  She threw him a wicked leer, and walked off to join some of her other friends.

He filled Cathy in over the lunch break, both about the plan with Ms. Wells and about what Pria had said.  She promised again to help handle the Pria situation, and while he didn’t know what she had planned, he thought it was possible she intended to involve the other girls, because after he left her, he saw her scamper over to Joy-Ann and Susie, and then the three of them were all whispers and smiles and cautiously glancing eyes.


Chapter Four

He changed out of his school uniform once home, but mindful of how well Ms. Wells had assembled herself, he made an effort to dress up without seeming unreasonably formal.  A buttoned down blue top, and a pair of dress slacks did the trick.  Given her concerns about being caught, he suspected she’d want to get straight to the act, but in case he was wrong, he assembled a plate of crackers with cheese, put it in the fridge.  He thought about readying some wine, as well, but he was still too young to legally partake, and the last thing he wanted was her dwelling on that fact.

He knew full and well why Cathy wanted the act to take place at his home, and he was once again faced with a qualm of guilt at the prospect of allowing his friend to peep in on them, with Ms. Wells unaware.  He knew it was a logic born of convenience, rather than one he could morally endorse, but he eventually made his peace with it by remembering that it was her betrayal of his identity to the four girls which had started him on this whole path in the first place.  And maybe he could also take a step toward forgiving her by having this one victimless secret over her. 

Because he suspected she would insist on closing the drapes, concerned as she was with protecting their indiscretion, he took a bold act.  He removed the drapes from his window entirely, pulling down the curtain rod and unscrewing the brackets from the wall.  This way he could tell her that he had learned through the years that his bedroom was completely screened from all neighbours, and he’d have the physical evidence to back up his claim.

He saw her walking up the driveway in the falling twilight a few minutes before 6:30.  She must have parked down the street, rather than risk her car being observed at his place.  Confirming what Cathy had suggested, that her outfit had been for his benefit, she hadn’t changed between school and now.  The only difference was a black leather jacket she’d thrown over top.  Despite seeing her coming, he let her knock before answering, to not seem over eager.

As she stepped into his home, that strawberry scent preceding her freshly enough to make him suspect she had just reapplied it, the absurdity of his week crashed home.  Somehow, Jack’s pornographic punishment two days before had led to sexual experiences with four of his classmates, an ongoing pact with his voyeur neighbour, and now this - the teaching assistant that he and probably every male in his school, plus a few females, had fantasized about since first encounter, arriving at his place for the express and secret purpose of taking his virginity.  At least, he hoped that’s where the evening would head.  The things he had done with Cathy, Joy-Ann, Susie and even Pria had been erotic enough, but the prospect of cashing in his V-card with this goddess of goddesses went light-years further.

He took her coat, then the two of them stood in awkward silence for several moments, there in the entryway.  It was one thing to commit to this act, it was another to commit it.  But he saw her eyes climb his body not once but twice, suggesting it was still something she very much wanted to explore.

So, he started with a compliment.  “You’re always beautiful, Ms. Wells, but you’ve taken it to another level today.  You are stunning.”

“And you are as bold as ever,” she told him, but she was smiling appreciatively.  She struggled with something, maybe overcoming the last vestiges of her doubts and fears about this enterprise, but after a moment’s inward debate, and a cautious eye lift to gauge his reaction, she added, in little more than a whisper, “And as cute.”

When he didn’t respond right away, she shuffled in place and dropped her gaze.  So, not wanting to lose the moment, he stepped into her, met her with a cautious kiss.  It must have been the right move, because she surrendered to it immediately.  Her heels made them just about the same height, and she wrapped her arms around him, pressing their bodies tightly together, kissing with passion.  She disengaged for just a moment, panting out, “God, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” then the kiss resumed, even more ardently.

They were still in the entry, though, and, with the crackers plan for all intents and purposes vetoed, he pulled back to tell her, “Come on,” and guided her to his bedroom.

She stepped inside with a bemused smile.  “This is your room,” she stated.  “I suspect you get up to all sorts of mischief in here.”

“I’m hoping for more, right now,” he said.

“You can be certain of that,” she promised. 

She did look to his window, to the notably absent curtains, and he saw her brow crease.  Rather than wait for her to ask, he promised, “No one can see in.  There’s trees everywhere out back.  I took them down years ago, to watch the moon.”

She nodded, considered it, shrugged it off.  She took off her glasses, placed them on the desk behind her.  Then she closed the distance, whispering, “Must be bright in the mornings,” and bent in to steal another kiss.

“I’m an early riser,” he managed to get out, just before their mouths met again.

She wasn’t as timid as any of the other girls had been, at least once she’d gotten past the clear danger of what they were doing.  She was twenty four, a gorgeous woman in her prime with a lot more experience than his friends.  Her hand dropped to his crotch, cupping and caressing the obvious erection behind his trousers, and she smiled and said lecherously, “Oh, yes, you are.”  Then she was kissing him again and already fumbling at his shirt buttons.

As with Susie and Joy-Ann, he was surprised she made no suggestion of killing the bedroom light.  He had planned on telling her he wanted to see her if she had, but maybe she wanted to see him, too.  She’d gotten an eyeful in room 114, and had enjoyed what she’d seen enough, after all, to acquiesce to this most dangerous proposal.

She never stopped kissing him as she stripped off his shirt, undoing the buttons with a practiced ease, and yanking it down his arms as she got it parted.  He did the rest of the work, pulling it away from him completely and tossing it onto the floor, as her tongue danced with his and her arms slipped and slid over his young and lean torso.  She maintained the kiss as her hands went to his belt, too, not needing to look to get either it or his trousers undone.  Both those articles of clothing dropped together to the floor, and she took his erection in hand again, enfolding it through his underwear, withdrawing from the kiss to tell him, “I’ve been thinking of this non-stop since the first time I saw it on Tuesday.”

“Yeah?” he gasped out.  “You liked it?”

“I liked it,” she agreed, toying with him gently.  Then she released his dick and fit her hands to his underwear, pulling the waistband forward to clear his erection, lowering them gently to his knees.  She looked down to inspect what she had revealed, a tiny smile appearing at her lips despite her rapid breathing and light tremble, fingers gently touching on his penis again.  Then she went to her knees, soaked in the sight close-up, and then tilted her head to the side, parted her lips, and slid her mouth and tongue up and down the underside of his shaft.  He grunted, one hand very gently cupping the back of her head.  When she raised herself up and took the whole of his penis into her mouth, and he felt the slippery smoothness of her warm tongue exploring his most intimate area, the gloss of her perfect lips encircling him, he grasped a handful of her gorgeous red hair, face turning to the ceiling in a look of absolute pleasure.

She didn’t want him cumming that way, though, and after no more than twenty seconds, she withdrew him from her mouth, stood straight again before him.  She still sounded skeptical when she asked him, “You’ve never been with a woman?”

“Not all the way,” he told her truthfully.

The smile returned to her, naughty, more than that, wicked, and she licked her beautiful lips and said, “I want to change that for you tonight.  Do you want that?”

No reason to change his honesty policy on this one.  “I really, really do.”

“Do you have protection?” she asked.

The look of sudden misery that came into his face must have spelled out the answer, because she actually laughed and promised, “Don’t worry, I do.”

She told him to lay down, and he reclined on the bed, first taking the time to tug his still clinging pants and underwear from his ankles, and as he did, she opened her purse, retrieving a packaged condom.  She held it up between two fingers, cocked an eyebrow at him, asked, “Have you ever put one of these on before?”

He shook his head.

“Then I’ll help.  But not till its time.  First...”  She fit her hands to the front of her red blouse, started unbuttoning from the top, slowly working her way down.  Only when every button had been released did she part the blouse, and his breath caught to see her breasts constrained by a sexy, black lace bra.  They were larger than those of any of the girls he’d been with before, even larger than Joy-Ann’s, though not substantially so.  She smiled at the way his eyes had fixed on them, ran her fingers across them, toying with the erect nipples.  But she wasn’t finished.

She surprised him next by reaching up beneath her skirt and easing down her panties.  She stepped out of them, still in her heels, then reached behind herself to undo the bra.  She cast it aside casually, put her hands behind her back and posed for him, arching her back, intentionally making her bared breasts the focal point, revelling in his stare.  Her areolae were the size of silver dollars, and looked especially dark against her pale skin.  But apparently she was multi-tasking, working the effort of stripping into a visually pleasing performance, because the zipper to her skirt was also at the back, and she eased it down without his even realizing she was doing it.  While his eyes were still on her tits, the skirt dropped, unceremoniously.

He’d been right about the garters.  Holding up her stockings was a black garter belt that matched the bra she’d removed.  But she’d already taken off her panties, so his gaze was immediately stolen by what else she’d just revealed. 

Her vagina was immaculately manicured, the short cropped hair a deeper auburn than what she presented on her head.  Her lips were swollen enough that he could make out her cleft clearly, even from his vantage on the bed.  She let him stare at her for a few moments, even raised her hands above her head and turned her back to him so he could see her ass, splendid and taut.  She obviously spent a lot of time keeping herself in shape, and he wondered about the other men before him who had been lucky enough to see what he was seeing.  Or those lucky enough to come after, and possibly to end up with her.

She could see by his breath, and by the unwavering stance and throb of his penis that he approved, and she smiled at him again as she completed her revolution, giving him the frontal view of her body once more.  She said, “I saw all of you on Tuesday.  I thought it only fair you should get a good look at all of me.”

“It was worth the two day wait,” he assured her.

“For you and me both,” she promised, and she crawled atop the bed, pausing only long enough to kick her shoes from her feet.  Then she stretched out to lay her body, naked except for the garter and stockings, atop his.  They kissed again and it was fiery.  She would interrupt it occasionally to suck at his neck or breathe her tremulous breath into his ear.  But she could never stay away for long.  His hands roved her back while they kissed, sliding down to the smooth skin of her ass, gripping her buttocks and grinding his hips and the hardened stick of his penis against her from below. 

At long last she withdrew, raising herself onto her elbows.  Her nipples met his own in hardened points as she asked, “You’ve not gone all the way, but you’ve been with girls before?”

“Yeah,” he said.

The wicked look stole over her again as she rolled off him, dropping the back of her head onto the pillow beside his.  She let her arms rest above her head, parted her legs, exposing the totality of her body to him in its most vulnerable state and said, “Why don’t you show me what you’ve learned?”

So he brought himself up on one elbow, his hard cock brushing the side of her hip as he fit his lips to her left breast and dipped a gentle hand between her legs.  Her body jumped once, like an electric current had just shot through her, and she laughed and apologized before nodding to him to continue.  As he suckled at her breast, and his fingers explored her wet labia and clitoris, she moaned and fit her right hand to the back of his skull.  Her hips rocked with a regular rhythm, adding her own intentions to his touch between her legs.

He visited her other breast next, shifting his weight to lay partially atop her, continuing to softly caress her vagina.  At one point she reached for his penis, but positioned as he was it was out of reach, so she gave up and laid back, surrendering to his efforts.

When he shifted again, bringing his face down between her legs, and running his tongue over, around and beside her clit, she mouthed an inarticulate sound, reminiscent of the one she’d made while masturbating in room 114.  He took it as a good sign.  When he added his finger, as he’d done for each of Joy-Ann, Cathy and Susie, her words were clearer.  She moaned, “Oh, fuck, yes, oh, my fuck, yes...” and arched her hips up at him, increasing the force of his contact.

He continued in this way for some time, tongue running her length, occasionally letting it dip inside her opening, or linger beneath her hood.  When he realized the response this last was getting, he stopped exploring so widely, let his tongue rapidly oscillate directly over her clit, all the while slowly increasing the tempo of his finger within her, and her words edged from the articulate toward the inarticulate once more.  Her ass no longer made contact with the bed at all - she had built her body into a bridge, with the only destination being his magic mouth.  Which is why he was all the more surprised when she suddenly cried out, urgently, “Stop, stop!”

He did so immediately, pulling his face away from her, his finger still buried within, but stationary.  “Is it okay?” he asked.

Her breath was rapid, her heartbeat obvious as she said, “Yeah, it’s really, really good, I just - take your finger out?”  When he started to do so, she gasped, “Oh!” then added, “Slowly, easy...”  She saw the worry on his face, assured him, “Jack, I’m, like, on the cusp of cumming and I don’t want to do it before we get the chance to fuck.”

He smiled and edged his finger out ever more gently.

She dropped her ass back to the bed, told him, “I don’t know who taught you that, but they did a really, really good job.”

His smile broadened, knowing he was only some thirtyish hours self taught.

She took a moment to calm down, her pelvis literally trembling as he looked down on her, and finally said, “Okay...  It’s definitely time for that condom.”

He picked it up from the bed where she’d dropped it.

“Tear open the package,” she instructed, “just be careful not to tear the-”

He’d never done it, but he’d grown up with the internet and had watched a lot of porn, so he knew the gist.

“Yeah,” she said, as he got it open.  “Then you just...  you know how to do this?”

“I think so,” he assured her, as he rolled the condom down over his dick.  With it securely on, he looked up at her.

She held a finger up, instructed, “Just give me one more minute.  Trust me, you want to, or I’m going to be cumming all over you before you even know you’re inside.”

She grinned at him, embarrassed, and he chuckled, asking, “Are you always like that?”

“No!” she assured him.  “You did really alright for your first...  well, it’s obviously not your first for that, you knew your way around my...  just gimme a minute!”  She laughed and rolled her eyes up to look at the wall behind her, taking more than a minute, taking several.  When she felt more in control she looked back at him, checking to make sure his erection hadn’t fallen in the interim.  But he’d spent those minutes soaking in the sight of her mostly naked body, and the scraps of lingerie she still wore on her lower half only heightened her sexiness.  His erection wasn’t going anywhere.

She spread her legs wider, nodded at him and he shuffled forward.  He took himself in hand and she voiced the last of her doubts, muttering mostly to herself in a shaky voice, “I should have talked myself out of this.  This is so wrong.”

Her lustful tone didn’t match the words, but he checked anyway.  “You want me to stop?”

“I’ve never wanted anything less.  Ease into me.”

Her back arched again and she intook her breath on a hiss as his cock head, followed by the rest of him pushed up inside her.  She drew her legs up on either side of him, feet in the air, knees like ailerons to his body, and told him, “Slow, Jack.  Slow.  I want you to enjoy your first time.”

“No worries there,” he promised, and she smiled, shook her head.

“I’m just warning you,” she whispered. “Once you get going, I’m going to cum fast.  Some girls can cum more than once, some can cum all night, but I’m a once then I’m done kind of girl.  And I want this to last, too.”

So he rode her gently, grateful for the repeat orgasms he’d endured over the last two days, as they meant he’d last longer.  This whole event went leagues beyond his deepest sexual fantasy, and not only did he not want it to end, he wanted to learn as much as he could from his magnificent teacher.  With that in mind, a few minutes later he asked, “What’s it like with the girl on top?”

She smiled up at him, said, “It’s amazing with the girl on top.  The girl has more control that way.  You want me on top?”

He nodded and withdrew from her, watching the way her lips curled and formed into an O as his dick pulled out.  He laid down on his back and she swung her legs over him, taking his penis in hand, standing it straight, walking forward on her knees to fit him inside once again.  She slid down on him, bent in for a single kiss, then leaned back, letting him take in the view of her.  She even commented on it, saying, “This way you get to watch me, too.  Do you enjoy that?”

He couldn’t even form words to express how much, just swallowed with an audible click and nodded, making her chuckle.

She kept the rhythm as slow as he had for the first minute or so, but her tempo began a slow increase, and he saw the change coming into her face before she even said, “Jack, I’m not gonna last much longer.  Are you close?”

“Yes.”

“Then try and cum with me.”

With the brakes removed, her tempo picked up further, going from a steady rock to an out and out bounce, her pussy lifting clear of his pubis before slamming back down with each thrust.  The last intelligible thing she got out, was “Oh, Jesus Christ, Jack.”  The last unintelligible, as her orgasm slammed into her full tilt, was “Ofugjk!”  She growled that out, legs clenching, knees squeezing him from the sides, as she forced her cunt down upon him, holding him in place, his cock head apparently perfectly positioned on some inner spot she liked.  He felt her pussy contract, felt it undulate and pulse around his penis as she groaned her orgasm into his ear.

It was too much.  Jack came then, his dick meeting her contractions with its own.  She must have felt it because her clenched eyes sprung open, smile finding its way to her lips even as she continued to obviously cum.  She dropped her chest and head onto him then, her body folded into a prayer position, and even when he had finished, his dick still and calm inside of her, she continued to be rocked by the occasional aftershock.  They laid there like that for several minutes.

Eventually she stirred, raising her head exhaustedly, gorgeously coiffed hair now a tousled mess, framing her face.  She smiled, shook her head, tried to speak, failed, tried again and got out, “Oh, fuck...  I’m gonna have trouble walking back to my car.”

He laughed, and she eased back off of him, rolling her body backwards, collapsing on her back with her head off the foot of the bed, hair hanging like fiery willow vines, feet planted to either side of his knees.  He sat up to take in the sight of her, this spent goddess lolling half on and off of his bed.  He watched her till she stirred once more, turning sad eyes up on him and sighing.

When they were dressed, he offered her something to eat, but they both knew the dangers of dallying.  If his parents happened to return early, it wouldn’t take more than a glance at her dishevelled hair to guess what they’d been up to.

She put back on her jacket and they stood in his entry, and she took his hands in hers.  Her eyes dropped as she told him, “I’ve wanted to do with you what we just did for a long time...  Longer than I’m comfortable with.  It’s made teaching you difficult.”

“Well, it’s out of your system, now.”

“It’s out of my system, now,” she agreed.  “A little more like system overload, actually, but...  There’s going to be more than one night going forward where I’m going to regret saying this, but we can’t ever do that again.”

“I graduate in a month,” he reminded her.  “And you move on to somewhere else.”

She shook her head.  “It would be a scandal.  Besides, you have your pick of any girl.  I know.  I see them and I envy them.  There’ll be some other young thing, and she’ll completely change how you see the world.  She’ll probably be some tantric master, or some sexual...”

She trailed off and he supplied, “Pervert?”

She laughed, shook her head.  “That’s not the word I was looking for.  But fine, pervert.  You should be so lucky.  And you’ll teach each other things that make what we just did look tame and you’ll forget all about me.”

He doubted he would ever forget Ms. Wells.  But she wasn’t far off on the rest of it.

They agreed to act in class as if nothing had happened, then she was off down the driveway, and he was watching her go from the living room window as he’d watched Cathy, two days before.

As if summoned by the thought, he heard his phone in his bedroom suddenly chime an incoming message.  He got the cheese plate from the fridge, so his parents wouldn’t ask why he’d assembled but not eaten it, then went to check it out.


Chapter Five

As expected, the message came from Cathy.  It promised a link to another video as soon as that had finished uploading, as well as a bonus surprise.  He spent the wait reassembling his drapes, not out of any specific desire to conceal himself from her, but because his parents would definitely have questions about their absence.  Then he set up his laptop on the desk, so he could eat while he watched.

The link arrived and the download completed just as he was polishing off the first third of his crackers and cheese.  He clicked play, and the video opened on Cathy’s eagerly smiling face.  She probably wanted to immediately dispel any anxieties he had about her using the video to betray him, though truthfully, he trusted her by now, and those particular doubts had dissipated.  She was back in the same position she’d occupied before, standing atop her picnic table beneath the shadow and overhang of the maple.  There was still a hint of dusk to the sky, which meant she had begun filming only shortly after Ms. Wells had arrived.

“Hey, Jack,” she whispered into the camera.  “Just wanted to let you know how much I’m looking forward to the show, and that I came better prepared this time.”  She tilted the camera down, revealing that she was sporting jogging pants.  She even dipped her hand inside to demonstrate the ease with which she could access herself this time around.  “But I also wanted to let you in on a secret that I hope turns you on, rather than pisses you off.”  And here she panned the camera to her right revealing Joy-Ann, also standing atop the picnic table beside her, and smiling at the camera.

He was stunned to see her, had never expected Cathy to share the secret of her voyeuristic hobby.  But in line with Cathy’s hope, the first emotion he felt wasn’t betrayal but a strange sense of pride.  He was an eighteen year old kid who had just lived out the fantasy of every eighteen year old kid, and he was very satisfied with how it had all gone down.  An expanded audience to that wasn’t such a bad thing.  The second emotion he felt was arousal.  Not only had he just lost his virginity to the crazy hot teaching assistant, but these two girls were turned on enough by the prospect to wait together in the dark to watch it happen.  And the surprises were only beginning.

Joy-Ann stepped closer to the camera to whisper, “I couldn’t mention it last night, but when we got together, then?  Um, just so you know, I knew Cathy was watching.  She wanted to make sure the drapes didn’t get closed, so I was her back up on that.”

The next surprise was the new voice that spoke up then, off to Cathy’s left.  It whispered, more loudly than Joy-Ann had, to make up for its distance from camera, “I didn’t.”  And the camera swirled, not to the other side of the picnic table, which was empty, but to the maple’s trunk, tilting up, to the shadowy shape of a small girl hidden up in the branches.  It was Susie.  “But I don’t mind,” she added.  “I like that you have the video.  Like to think about what you might do with it.  And Cathy said that if you said it was okay, she’d give us a copy.  So, say okay, alright?”

The camera swung once more, back to Cathy’s face.  “She couldn’t see from the picnic table,” Cathy explained, “so we found a solution.  Anyway, I hope you’re not mad.  And although you won’t get this till after the fact, just know that you have a cheering section.  Think of us like your fan club.  Oh, and they also said they’d help with the Pria sitch.  But...  we’ll talk about that more later because you just came into the room with Ms. Wells.  And fuck, she’s hot.  And fuck, you’re hot.  And...  good luck!”  She smiled broadly, spun the camera to face his window where yes, he and Ms. Wells had just entered the room.  She elevated the phone slightly, and the whole of his bed became visible.  As had been the case with the video from last night, involving him, Joy-Ann and Susie, he knew every detail of what had gone down in his bedroom was about to be captured in clear detail.

While the video played on, he and Ms. Wells just starting to kiss on screen, the real Jack, in his bedroom, checked his messenger app, saw that Cathy was online.  He sent her a quick message saying, “All good.  3 of you watching = very hot.  They can have vid of last night.  Just don’t share vid of Ms. Wells.  Don’t want her to get in trouble.”

He’d only just returned his attention to the video when Cathy’s response came in the form of a thumbs up graphic.

Ms. Wells had wasted little time, and on screen his pants were already at his ankles, her hand fondling him through his underwear.  He and the teaching assistant were too distant to be overheard, so the audio accompanying the video was just the sounds of nighttime, crickets, the wind rustling the leaves of the maple, the occasional vehicle passing in the distance.  And the girls.  When Ms. Wells lowered his underwear, his erection clearly visible under the bedroom light, he heard Cathy whisper “Oh, yeah,” and she even dipped the camera for a moment to show that her hand had gone inside her jogging pants, the ridge of her knuckles beneath clearly moving. 

When Ms. Wells went to her knees, turning her mouth on him, he heard Susie gasp and grunt, “She’s sucking him!”  Cathy turned the camera to capture her, and though she was only a silhouette, the branch she sat upon had taken on a shake and bounce too regular to be the wind, and the part of her shadow he suspected to be an elbow was moving with some rapidity. 

She rotated the camera to point at Joy-Ann next, whose wide eyes were flicking between the action at the window, Cathy with one hand down her pants, and Susie who had abandoned any sense of shame in her leafy canopy.  She asked, “You’re sure no one can see?”

“Not if you stay under the tree,” Cathy assured her.

So she did what Cathy had done the night before, popping the button of her jeans, shimmying them and her underwear both just low enough to give her access, not so low that they couldn’t be yanked up in an instant.  Then Joy-Ann’s eyes were back on the window, her right hand moving between her legs, left cupping and fondling a breast.

By now, sitting before his desk, watching the video, crackers and cheese forgotten, Jack had gone hard again.  He was watching the gorgeous Ms. Wells strip herself of her clothing on screen, listening to the girls indulging their own desires as they watched him, naked on the bed.  It was by now a nightly ritual, finishing his day of debauchery with a solo session, but he stood from his chair long enough to tug jeans and underwear down, sat again, took himself in hand.

In the video, Cathy was quieter about her orgasms than she had been the night before, probably so as not to steal focus from the main stage show.  But those orgasms were regular.  She’d unconsciously whisper something like, “God, they’re hot,” then a moment later the camera would be shaking and she’d either be squeaking out a stifled cry or whispering her by now familiar, “Ohmygod!”  By the time Ms. Wells had finished her extended display of her naked body and had joined him in the bed, he could hear Joy-Ann grunting out what sounded like a climax, too, and Cathy confirmed it a moment later with, “Joy-Ann just came.”  It wasn’t until Ms. Wells was atop him, her wonderful ass pogoing up and down, his balls bouncing beneath her that Susie finally popped off.  She may have meant to be quiet, because her initial, “Oh, fuck,” was just a desperate whisper, but as the spasms rocked her, she must have lost purchase on the tree, because its leaves were suddenly not rocking but thrashing, and the camera picked up her shadow slipping, catching herself on the branch, then dropping on both feet to the ground.

“Are you okay?” Cathy asked.

But Susie was laughing as she stood, vaguely visible in the light from a window, pants and panties down at her ankles.  She struggled these up, glanced at Jack’s window, asked, “Are they still going?”

“Yeah,” Cathy confirmed.

And Susie wasted no time in scampering back up to her perch again.

In the reality of his current bedroom, Jack’s hand was a blur at his cock when a new message from Cathy popped up.  It read, “You’re enjoying the video.”

He glanced over his shoulder, realizing he’d replaced the curtains but hadn’t bothered shutting them. 

In answer to that glance, the next message confirmed, “We’re all still watching.”

He did feel a moment of sharp spiking shame, to have been spied candidly at his onanistic activity, but what the hell?  In the video of his sex with Ms. Wells, she was just hitting her climax, and  he could still hear that all three girls watching the sex show were masturbating.  As Cathy occasionally panned the camera, surely only for his future benefit, it was clear that even Joy-Ann was going for round two.

He was about to resume when his phone chimed an incoming video call.  It was Cathy, and he hit the answer button without hesitation.  Her face, grainy in the dark of the night, filled the screen.  “Hey, gorgeous,” she smiled.

“Hey, beautiful.”

Joy-Ann leaned into frame, said, “Nice job with Ms. Wells.  That was unbelievable.”

“Thanks.”

Then it was all Cathy again.  She said, “But right now, we’re really enjoying the sight of the hottest guy I’ve ever met or ever will meet jerking himself off.”

“And who would that be?” he asked, smiling.  He hit his space bar to pause the video playing there, as the noise of the recorded girls was conflicting with the noise through his phone.

“Well, yours is the only window we can see, so...”  She shrugged.  “And in case you’re thinking we’re pulling a Pria, asking you for a solo show, I’m not recording this.  I just want you to know that we’re in this together.  And I mean literally together.”  She tilted the camera to reveal that Joy-Ann’s pants were once more down, and that Cathy’s own left hand was again stuffed inside hers.

Susie was still there, too, because he heard her call quietly, “But could you stand up?  My ass hurts and I wanna get out of this tree.”

So he did, forcing his pants and underwear from his ankles, walking over to the window where he could see his own naked form reflected.  He squinted into the darkness, but with the light on in his room it was definitely a lost cause.  The girls were invisible.

“You can’t see us?” Cathy asked.  “I’m literally waving at you.”

He shook his head.  “Too dark,” he answered.

He heard the sound of Susie dropping from the tree, heard her clamber onto the picnic table.  Cathy tilted the camera so he could see the tiny girl on his phone as Susie lilted in whisper, “We can see you...”

“And we like what we see,” Joy-Ann added.

“I just wish I could see you,” he said to them.

Cathy hopped off the table, walked toward his window, saying, “One sec.  I have an idea.”  She came to the chain-link fence in her backyard, lifted one link and fit the camera into it like an impromptu tripod.  She stepped back, asked, “Can you see them?”

“Just their legs,” Jack answered.  “Tell them to sit down.”

They were little more than shadows, but he saw Joy-Ann and Susie sit atop the picnic table, saw Joy-Ann shimmy her pants down to her ankles, now that she was less exposed.

“I can see them,” he confirmed.

“Good,” she said.  “Then do whatever you want, because your cheering squad is going to sit, all in a row on my backyard table, and we’re gonna cum for you.  If we’re quiet, it’s just cuz I don’t want Mister Turner standing on his backyard table to see what’s going on, cool?”

“Very cool,” he told her, and she scampered back to the table to sit between the two other girls.

He took himself in hand again, resumed his stroke, slow at first, for performance value, quicker as he realized he wouldn’t be able to hold back long.  Their voices were very quiet now, all he was getting was crickets, but the movement of the shadows on his phone told him all he needed to know about what those three girls were up to.  They sat hip to hip, practically touching, each of them with a hand down between their legs, except for Susie who had adopted a two hand approach.  And all of those hands were every bit as in motion as his own was.  Joy-Ann’s free hand was back at her breast, Cathy’s was behind her, supporting her on the table. 

He announced his imminent orgasm to make sure they didn’t miss the finale.  “I’m gonna cum.”  Then his hips were thrusting forward and he was shooting his sperm onto the window pane where it ran down in streaks.

Joy-Ann came almost immediately at the sight, her voice cresting just a little too loudly with her moan of appreciation.  Susie went next, dropping to her knees on the picnic bench, legs apart, shoulders shaking with the force of it.  Which left just Cathy, arm shaking with the intensity of her effort.  She kept her orgasm quiet, but he saw her collapse backward on the picnic table as she peaked.  With her torso no longer blocking the light, he could even vaguely make out her vagina, for she’d gone the route of the other two, pants all the way down to give her supreme access.  Both other girls had turned their attention to the sight, too, as Cathy’s hips lifted and her hand went from a mad blur to a gradually relaxing clutch.  In the quiet aftermath, all four of them spent, he heard one of the girls giggle, but couldn’t be sure which.

The girls drew up their pants again, and Cathy stood from the table.  Jack went for his own clothing, cum still running down the window glass behind him.  He brought his phone with him, so he could stay connected to his fan club.

Cathy retrieved her phone from the fence.  Her voice was immensely satisfied as she whispered, “I fucking love you, Jack Nelson.  And don’t worry, the three of us are going to brainstorm how to deal with Pria right now.” 

She carried the phone back to the other girls, each of whom said their goodbyes.  Before she hung up, she told him, “Enjoy the videos, Jack.  But do me a favour and close your curtains now.  I’m not going to be able to concentrate if I can still see you.”

They hung up, and he fetched some tissue to clean the window.  He tried again to spot them out back, but if they were still out there, they were invisible.  So he dutifully shut his curtains, as she’d requested, and even resumed his seat at the computer, intending to watch back the whole of his evening with Ms. Wells.  But once again, the video wasn’t what stole his focus.  He found himself listening and thrilling to Cathy’s interjections, her obvious enjoyment of the show.  He even stopped the video entirely at one point, laying down on his bed and jerking himself to a third orgasm, remembering her collapse onto the picnic table.  And her offhand throwaway praise of, “I fucking love you, Jack Nelson.”


Chapter Six

The next day at school was bizarre.  It was Friday, and evidently Mrs. Rose had taken the entirety of the week off, hiding away after the shame of what she’d allowed to transpire on Tuesday.  That left Ms. Wells in charge of the class, and she ignored Jack so steadfastly he even began to fear that this, in and of itself, might raise suspicions that something had transpired.  Joy-Ann, Susie and Cathy did the same throughout the day, and by lunch he was beginning to feel quite isolated.

Only Pria made time for him, and that was to get him alone, literally cornered, to spell out her demands for Saturday.  “My folks are gone for the weekend.  I want you at my place at noon.  Bring the video.  You can work me while I watch.  But you’re mine for the whole day.  Do whatever I ask, and maybe I’ll let you cum before you leave.  Got it?”

She didn’t give him a chance to answer, spinning away and melting into the hallway crowd before anyone could question what the two of them had been talking about so urgently.

It was only as the school day was ending that Cathy approached him, Joy-Ann and Susie in tow.  “Pria still wants her video?” she asked.  Evidently she had at least seen the interaction.  When he confirmed that she did, Cathy said, “Good.  We have a plan.  If your folks are still out, and you’re willing to have the three of us over for an hour or two, I think we can get her off your back.”

“I think we can do better than that,” Joy-Ann insisted.

“But we have to stop at a shop first,” Susie reminded them.

The three of them left via Jack’s usual door.

Pria was not only the unanimously agreed upon hottest girl in the class, she was also the wealthiest.  Whereas Jack and many of his classmates lived in upscale suburbia, Pria’s family owned a small estate.  The nearest neighbours were hundreds of yards removed.  He buzzed at her front gate, entered the grounds when the gate rolled back.  Pria answered the door in blue jeans and a T-shirt, but she still raised an eyebrow at his matching wardrobe choice.

“You didn’t exactly dress to impress, did you Jack?”

He shrugged, held out the small package the girls had helped him assemble.  It was a black box done up in a silver ribbon. 

She smiled at this, took it, asked, “Is this the video?  I appreciate the effort you put into this, but I’m more interested in what you unwrapped for me than what you wrapped.”

“The video’s in there,” he confirmed.

“Good.”  She stepped back, held the door open, nodded for him to enter.

But he shook his head.  “I’m heading home,” he told her.

“The fuck you are.  You’ve got work to do.  Get inside.”

“No,” he said.  “I really don’t like the way you treat me.  So, enjoy the video, but I’m going home.”

He started to leave, and she called at his back, “In case you’ve forgotten, Jack, I’ve already got video of you.  So what you like or don’t like doesn’t enter into it.  Get back here.  Now.”

He shook his head, got halfway down her walkway before turning back and calling out to her, “No.  And before you get any ideas about sharing anything you think you have on me, I really suggest you watch the video I brought you today.  You’ll regret it if you don’t!”

She stared after him after he’d left for a long time, fuming.  She’d spent the week in horny anticipation of that boy’s weekend servitude.  Now, not only was that ruined, but his defiance of her also implied she wouldn’t be getting what she wanted from him going forward.  And Pria was a girl used to getting what she wanted.  Her immediate instinct swung toward revenge, but something in his parting sentence, even beyond his literal words of “you’ll regret it” gave her pause.  He thought he had something over her, evidently.

She went back inside.  Her family was indeed out of town for the whole weekend, and she’d made sure none of the staff were present either, so she didn’t bother going any further than the entryway before unwrapping the package.  It contained shredded black crepe paper as packing material.  There was also a USB key, which she assumed contained the video and...  what the fuck?  A dildo.  No, a vibrator, actually, long, with a chrome handle and body that reflected her wide eyed shock back at her.  The toy was unpackaged, and he’d obviously given it to her to convey some sort of message.  She tested it on impulse, and yes, he’d even put in the batteries, because it whirred and buzzed in her hand, blurring her reflection to a dark coloured ghost.

Her fury picked up again, even as the part of her that had spent the week preparing for Jack’s oral slavery acknowledged the potential usefulness of the toy.  She turned it off, closed her eyes, breathed deeply to calm herself before she could do anything rash.  Then she tore upstairs, with the complete contents of the box.

Her laptop was already on - she’d been planning to watch whatever video he brought while he was going down on her anyway - but she snatched it now onto the bed, sat cross-legged before it and plugged in the USB.  It contained only a single file, which she double clicked.

Her first emotion was confusion.  Jack had just defied her openly, yet he had apparently followed her earlier demand, because the video was of Jack Nelson, alone in his bedroom.  Naked.  More than just naked, already erect.  He had set up a camera on desk or tripod just a few feet away.  The room was well lit, and every detail of him was as clear as if she was in that room with him.  She soaked in the sight of his standing cock, and despite her anger felt an immediate surge of arousal.  It wasn’t just the sight of him in this openly sexualized state, though yes, she could privately concede that he was a very attractive boy with a shapely penis.  It was also that he had followed her command.  She had ordered a masturbation video, and as he took himself in hand on the screen, she realized she’d gotten one.  She would have preferred his face down between her legs while she watched, but angry or not, having this very private and very compromising video of him was a severe turn on.  She shimmied forcefully out of her jeans, cast them, along with her panties, across the room, and as Jack began to stroke, she brought a finger to her clit.

He picked up his I-Pad from the bed beside himself, hit something on it, probably starting up a video of his own.  She felt a moment of annoyance to have him distracted, but he kept the tablet quite consciously away from his crotch, leaving both his face and genitals open to her viewing, so she let it go.  If he needed porn to get himself off, what of it?  As long as she got to watch his cum fly.

She was beginning to get into it, breath quickening, juices flowing, when something unexpected happened.  She heard the bed beside him creak, and suddenly someone else was there, leaning into the shot.  It was a girl, blonde hair bright under the bedroom lights, back and shoulders bare.  She leaned into him, head edging out Pria’s view of his penis, then turned her face to the side.  And that’s when Pria realized who it was.  Cathy.  What the fuck?  Were Cathy and Jack a thing now?  Were they sleeping together?  Evidently, because Cathy extended her tongue and ran it up the side of Jack’s penis.  “Mmmm,” she said.  “I love your cock.”

Pria was still trying to process this information, trying to separate confusion over why he had given her this sex tape from renewed arousal at getting what might well end up being a full on fuck video, when a second girl leaned into frame.  Joy-Ann.  That girl turned her head as well, duplicated the action Cathy had taken on the opposite side of Jack’s penis.  She even smiled and winked at the camera.  At Pria, perhaps, if she’d known this was going to be delivered to her.

Pria’s hand was still on her vagina, though she’d stopped masturbating, emotions oscillating between confusion, arousal and a new emotion:  fear.  What the fuck was this?  And how had Jack Nelson gone from being the boy she’d bent to her will in the girls’ change room to having a threesome with two of what she considered to be her closest friends?

Three of her closest friends.  Holy fuck.  Susie had entered the shot now, and if Pria had needed any more convincing that this had been filmed expressly for her, she had it, because while Susie came up the middle, between Cathy and Joy-Ann, she was on her back, face full on to the camera.  Smiling.  She must have been laying just out of shot the whole time, waiting for her cue.  She laid the back of her head in Jack’s lap, rolled her eyes up to look at him, reached up and took his balls in hand, even while the other two girls continued their oral treatment of him.  And while Jack’s was the only body fully in shot, from what Pria could see, all four of them were naked.

“Jack,” Susie whined on screen.  “Pay attention to us.”

Cathy stopped licking just long enough to ask, “Yeah, Jack, what’s got you so distracted?”

“It’s a super hot video,” Jack said, seemingly still engrossed in his I-Pad despite the attention of three beautiful girls.

“Then share it with us,” Joy-Ann insisted.

“Okay,” Jack said.  “But you can’t share it with anyone else.”

“We won’t,” they all assured him.

And he turned the I-Pad to face the camera. 

Fuck. 

He’d paused whatever video he’d been watching or, more likely, had had it paused on this exact frame the whole time, to present it to maximum effect.  Because the girl in the frozen frame was Pria.  Legs spread, panties pulled to the side, glistening vagina on full display.  Her shirt was open, too, her tits obvious, nipples erect.  It was footage from the change room, from the video Joy-Ann had made four days prior.

The Jack on screen pressed play, shuffled forward on the bed and propped the I-Pad up on some small bed stand or night table that had been placed just under the frame, so that what was playing there remained clearly visible to Pria.  Then he crawled back to his position, laid down, and was immediately swarmed by the three girls.  Who, yes, Pria could now confirm were all naked.  They took him by hand, they took him in their mouths, and he did the same to each of them.  It was a four person orgy playing out on the bed, mattress jostling so much that the I-Pad, on a separate surface, shivered and rocked. 

The I-Pad blocked, to some degree, her view of the unfolding sex, but that was clearly by design.  She was meant to watch what was playing on the tablet.  It was definitely footage from the change room, but it had been edited to contain almost exclusively shots of her.  Shots were cropped so that while someone’s hand or leg might show up, it was never clear who they were.  Except for her.  Her face, her body, her identity were never in doubt.  There she was, tits and pussy revealed, there she was orgasming savagely, with someone’s head down between her legs.  The video looped, with only a few minutes of footage, but it was enough, and the message was clear.  Blackmail Jack and we’ll blackmail you.  He had the footage now, too, and the other three girls had sided with him.  As Cathy rolled a condom onto him, then climbed astride and started to fuck him, even while Joy-Ann and Susie bent across his body to kiss each other, that couldn’t have been more clear. 

Pria laid back in her bed to watch the action, heart racing.  It was mutually assured destruction, she reminded herself.  The edited version of the video wasn’t the only that existed, and the other girls each featured prominently in the version that she had.  Not to mention the footage they had just intentionally supplied her, suggesting they weren’t looking for a war.  They were looking for a stalemate.  They couldn’t ruin her without being ruined themselves, and they knew it.

Cathy climaxed atop Jack, rolled off, then all four of them turned to the camera.  Susie folded the I-Pad down against the table to clear the view.

“You don’t need blackmail,” Susie said into the camera.  “The four of us have been enjoying each other’s company all week.  And the things you wanted to force him to do?  We’ve done a lot more than that, and nobody had to use force.”

“Jack’s with us,” Cathy said.  “But...  you’re still our friend, too.  And if you wanted to partake...  not as an overlord, but as a welcome member of the group, none of us are totally averse to that.”

Joy-Ann spoke next.  “But you need to do something for us first.  We’re not blackmailing you.  Whatever you do, unless you try to blackmail Jack or any of us, we’ll never release the footage we have of you.  You’re safe.  But...   if you want more than that...   If you wanted to join us, for instance...  to find out just how good Jack really is at what you wanted him to do...”

“Soooo good,” Susie emphasized.

Cathy finished:  “You can make a video for us.  For Jack.  We gave you a gift today.  Use it.  Film it.  Make it good.  And the next time the four of us get together, the five of us get together instead.”  She shrugged.  “That’s it.”

Joy-Ann reached off screen, retrieved another wrapped condom.  “My turn next,” she said, as Susie climbed off the bed and stopped the recording.

Pria stared at the blank laptop for a long, long while. 

She reached for the gift they had given her.


Epilogue

The remaining month at school, and even the two months of summer that followed was a non-stop adventure for all five of them.  They would meet, separately or all as one, at one of their homes, most nights of the week.  And together they learned a lot.

Ms. Wells began acknowledging Jack in class again, keeping it professional, though occasionally he’d catch her smiling in his direction when she thought no one was looking.  He treated her with the respect that had always been her due, and while they never again met in a romantic or sexual light, they finished out the school year on very good terms.

Mrs. Rose eventually returned to class.  She had greater trouble treating Jack as if nothing had happened, though he doubted most of his classmates would ever have a clue why.

And Sister Cantrell kept her distance entirely.

Pria was cautious when she first joined the group.  She wasn’t used to being bested, and she worried that they might still have some trick up their sleeve.  But what more could they do?  They had very explicit video of her making love to a chrome device.  And as the weeks rolled on, she eventually realized that all of them were sincere.  If she treated them well, they’d treat her well.  And that was a revelation that would completely revolutionize her dealings with others going forward.

There were pairings that developed, some expected, some not.  The group eventually learned that Susie and Joy-Ann were continuing their “sexual education” on the side, just the two of them.  They both still had an extreme interest in Jack, and an expressed interest in other boys without the group, as well.  But they were just as comfortable with each other, and many of their group sessions ended with Jack tangled with Cathy and Pria, Susie and Joy-Ann soaking in the show while pleasuring each other.

After that long, hot summer ended, most of them went their separate ways, on to formal educations at different institutions. 

Jack and Cathy ended up at the same University, and while she still occasionally enjoyed inviting a new female classmate into the mix, Jack came to realize early that she was enough.  She was the pervert that Ms. Wells had promised would change the way he saw the world.  Because he saw it no longer as a target of conquest, as something to be charmed or bluffed or, God forbid, blackmailed, but as something to be shared.  With Cathy and Cathy alone.

Her comment of, “I fucking love you, Jack Nelson,” had been no throw away, and when he started saying it back, minus the curse word, when it became a truth that they shared day to day, she stopped inviting others into their exclusive club.  Thereafter, it was the two of them.  And they taught each other everything.       
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